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A  LOVELY  SKIN, 

soft  and  delicate  face  and  hands  obtained 
by  using 

ROWLANDS' 

KALYDOR, 

An  Emollient  Milk  which  removes 
Freckles,  Tan,  Sunburn,  Redness  and 
Roughness  of  the  Skin,  soothes  Chaps, 
Chilblains  and  all  irritation  of  the  Skin, 
and  produces  a  beautiful  and  delicate, 
complexion.  Bottles,  4s.  6d. ;  half-bottles, 
gs.  $d. 

ROWLANDS' 

ODONTO, 

A  non-gritty  Tooth  Powder,  whitens 
tha  Teeth  and  prevents  Decay. 

ROW  L  ANDS^ 

EUKONIA, 

A  pure  Face  Powder,  free  from  me- 
tallic poisons ;  in  three  tints— white, 
rose  and  cream,  2s.  6d.  per  box. 


Sold  by  Chemists  and 

ROWLAND  &  SONS, 
20,  Hatton  Garden,  London. 


MELON'S  FOOD 

For  Infants  and  Invalids. 

Not  Farinaceous. 

The  Food  of  the  Present  and  Future; 

Apply  for  Free  Sample  to  the  Inventor 
and  Manufacturer, 

G.  MELLIN, Marl boro' Works, Peckham.London.S.E, 


This  sweetly  scented  Emollient  Milk  is  supe- 
rior to  every  other  preparation  for  rendering 

THE  SKIN 
SOFT,  SMOOTH  &  WHITE. 

It  entirely  removes  and  prevents  all 

Roughness,  Redness,  Sunburn,  Chaps, 

And  all  other  blemishes  of  the  Skin  caused  by 

SUMMER'S  HEAT  OR  WINTER'S  COLD. 

It  keeps  the  Skin  Cool  and  Refreshed  on 
the  Hottest  Day  in  Summer,  and  Soft  and 
Smooth  in  the  Coldest  Winter. 

Bottles,  Is.,  Is.  9d.,  2s.  6d.  of  all  Chemists 
and  Perfumers.  Free  for  3d.  extra  by  the 
Sole  Makers, 

M.BEETHAM&SON.Chemists.Chelteiiham. 


DO    NOT    LET   YOUR    CHILD    DIE! 

O   Fennings'  Children's  Ponders  Prevent  Convulsions. 
Z  ARE  COOLING  AND  SOOTHING. 

I  FENNINGS' 

-CHILDREN'S  POWDERS 

■  For  Children  cutting  their  Teeth,  to  prevent  Con- 
vulsions.  (Do  not  contain  Calomel.  Opium,  Morphia 
or  anything  iniurinn*:  t-n  a  tt.nA*.r  k-i^  \ 


Coughs,  Colds,  Bronchitis.     „, 

>      FENNINGS1      S 

-  LUNG  HEALERS.  I 

H    ™J?i,Ba  Remedy  to  Cure  all  ± 

COTJGHS,   COLDS,  ASTHMAS,  4c.    _i 

"■      bold  in  Boxes,  at  is.  ijrf.  and  2s.  gd.,  J 
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the  best-known  remedy  ever 
made  for 

ASTHMA,  BRONCHITIS 

recommended  by  the  most 
•minent  Doctors. 
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^XiwrfTYLE 


Is  the  latest  and  best  device  by  which  a  great 
number  of  Facsimile  Copies  can  be  taken 
from  one  Original  in  permanent  ink,  black 
or  any  other  colour.  By  its  means  anyone 
entirely  inexperienced  can  become  his  own 
Lithographer.  Among  successful  users  are 
many  ladies.  Sold  at  most  respectable  Sta- 
tioners' throughout  the  United.  Kingdom.  No 
Washing,  no  Damping,  no  Melting,  no  Copy- 
ing Press,  no  Electricity,  no  Chemicals, 
Gelatine,  or  Aniline.    Price  from  Sis. 

Chief  London  Depot  : 

FACSIMILE   APPARATUS   CO., 

79a.  G-raceciurch  Street,  E.C. 


A    WONDERFUL     MEDICINE, 


KEECHJLM'S    PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


Are  universally  admitted  to  be 
WOETH  A  GUINEA  A  BOX 
for  Bilious  and  Nervous  Disorders, 
such  as  Wind  and  Pain  in  the 
Stomach,  Sick  Headache,  Giddi- 
ness, Fulness  and  Swelling  after 
Meals,  Dizziness  and  Drowsiness, 
Cold  Chills,  Flushings  of  Heat, 
Loss  of  Appetite,  Shortness  of 
Breath,  Costiveness,  Scurvy, 
Blotches  on  the  Skin,  Disturbed 
Sleep,  Frightful  Dreams,  and  all 
Nervous  and  Trembling  Sensa- 
tions. &c.  The  first  dose  will  give 
relief  in  twenty  minutes.  This  is 
no  fiction,  for  they  have  done  it  in 
countless  cases.  Every  sufferer  is 
earnestly  invited  to  try  one  Box  of 
these  Pills,  and  they  will  be  ac- 
knowledged to  be  worth  a  Guinea 
a  Box.  For  Females  of  all  ages 
these  Pills  are  invaluable.  No 
Female  should  be  without  them. 
There  is  no  Medicine  to  be  found 
to  equal  Beecham's  Pills  for  re- 
moving any  Obstruction  or  Irregu- 
larity of  the  System.    If  taken  ac- 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 
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BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


WORTH  A  GUINEA  A  BOX. 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


cording  to  the  Directions  given 
with  each  Box,  they  will  soon  re- 
store Females  of  all  ages  to  sound 
and  robust  health.  This  has  been 
proved  by  Thousands  who  have 
tried  them  and  found  the  benefits 
which  are  ensured  by  their  use. 

For  a  Weak  Stomach,  Impaired 
Digestion,  and  all  Disorders  of  the 
Liver,  they  act  like  "  Magic,"  and 
a  few  doses  will  be  found  to  work 
wonders  upon  the  most  important 
organs  of  the  human  machine. 
They  Strengthen  the  whole  Muscu- 
lar System,  restore  the  long-lost 
Complexion,  bring  back  the  keen 
edge  of  Appetite,  and  arouse  into 
action,with  the  Rosebud  of  Health, 
the  whole  physical  energy  of 
the  human  frame.  These  are 
facts  testified  continually  by  mem- 
bers of  all  classes  of  Society  ;  and 
one  of  the  best  guarantees  to 
the  Nervous  and  Debilitated  is, 
Beecham's  Pills  have  the  Largest 
Sale  of  any  Patent  Medicine  in 
the  World. 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S  PILLS 


BEECHAM'S    JPrLLS 


Full  Directions  given  with  each  Box. 

Prepared  by  THOMAS  BEECHAM.  St.  Helens.  Lancashire,  and  sold  by  all  Druggists  and  Patent 
Medicine  Dealers  everywhere,  in  Boxes.  1/lj  and  2/9  each. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Illustrated  Covers,  Two  Shillings  eaclK 


By  EDMOND  ABOUT.— The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Garr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences . 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  |  Valerie's  Fate. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Strange  Stories.  I  Philistia.     I  BaV'Ion. 

In  all  Shades.  I  The  Beckoning  Hand. 

ANONYMOUS. 
r*ul  Ferroll.  I  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  His  Wife 
By  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 
By  BESANT  AND  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy   By  Celia's  Arbour. 
With  Harp  and  Crown.     Monks  of  Thelema. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.         'TwasinTrafalear'sBay 
My  Little  Girl.  The  Seamy  Side. 

Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft.         Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Golden  Butterfly.      Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER    BESANT. 
All   Sorts   and  Condi- 1  All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

tions  of  Men.  Dorothy  Forster. 

The  Captains'  Room.     |  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.   I  Savage  life.   I  No-Man's  Land. 

By  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Gabriel  Conrov. 
Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.    Maru.ia.   I    Flip. 
Californian  Stories.        <  APhyliisof  theSierras 
By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN 


The     Martyrdom 

Madeline. 
Love  Me  lor  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mins. 


of 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Annan  Water.     I  Matt. 
The  K*w  Abelard. 

By  Mrs.  BURNETT.— Surly  Tim. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime  I  A  Son  of  Hagar. 

By  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince  " 

By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 

Deceivers  Ever.  I  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN.— Cure  of  Souls. 

C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. -Bar  Sinister. 

By  MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Sweet  and  Twenty. 
Frances. 


Transmigration. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Piay  me  False. 


Blacksmith  and  Scho.ar 
By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina.     |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White 
Fhe  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.? 


The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
By  DUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  WILLIAM  CYPLES— Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist:  or,  Port  Salvation. 

JAMES  DE  M I LLE.— A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

Sketches  by  Boz,  I  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Pickwick  Papers.   |  Nicholas  Nicklebr. 


By  Mrs.  ANNIE    EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.       |  Archie  Loveil. 

By  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON.— Roxy. 
By  PERCY    FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  |  75,  Brooke  Street. 

Polly.       |  Fatal  Zero.      Never  Forgotten  . 
Second  Mrs.  Tillotson.  I  The  Lady  of  Brantomo. 
A.  DE  FONBLANQUE.— Filthy  Lucre. 
By  R.  E.  FRANCILLOIM. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  I  A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 
By  HAIN  FRISWELL.— One  of  Two. 
By  EDW.  GARRETT.— The  Canel  G.rl3. 
By  CHARLES  GIBBO'N. 


A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 
Loving  a  Dream 
By  Mead  and  Stream 
A  Hard  Knob. 
Heart's  Delight. 


Robin  Gray, 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  World  Say  ? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.     |  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
By  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 
By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Erueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 
By  Lady  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 
By      THOMAS      HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  B.  HARWOOD.-The  Tenth  Earl. 
By  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE 
Garth.  |  Dust.  Prince  Saroni's    Wife. 

Ellice  Qnentin.  Beatrix  Bandoipn 

Sebastian  Strome.  M133  Cado^na. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Love—  or  a  Nam3. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS.— Ivande  Biron. 
Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY—  The  Lover's  Creej. 
By  TOM   HOOD.— A  Golden  Heart. 
By  Mrs.  GEORGE   HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Rabv. 
By  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 
By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroffs  Model.      I  The  Leaden  Cask«t. 
Self-Condemned  I  That  Other  Person. 

By  JEAN  INGELOW  —  Fated  to  be  Frea 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By    MARK     KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.  |  '  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.' 

By  HENRY  KINGSLEY— Oakshott  Castle. 

By  E.    LYNN    LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  With  a  Silsen  Thread. 

Learn  Dundas.  I  Rebel  of  the  Fauluy. 

The  World  Well  Lost.    I  "My  Love  I" 
Under  which  Lord?       |  lone. 
By  HENRY  W.  LUCY— Gideon  Fleyce. 
By  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
'  Circe's  Lovers. 


London : 


Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

CHATTO  &  V/INDUS,  Piccadilly,  W.     [t 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Illustrated  Covers,  Two  Shillings  each. 


By  Justin  McCarthy. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 


Linley  Rochford. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


By  Mrs.  MACDONELL.— Quaker  Cousins. 

By  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK.— The  New  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 
^pen  I  Sesame  !  1  Written  in  Fire. 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  A  Little  Stepson. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

J.  MASTERMAN.— Half-a-dozen  Daughters 

BRANDER  MATTHEWS.-Secret  of  Sea. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 
ByD.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

First  Person  Singular. 


Bythe  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
Cynic  Fortune. 


By  ALICE  O'HANLON—  The  Unforeseen. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHA^IT. 

Whiteladies.  I  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England 

[By  Mrs.  O'REILLY— Phcebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 
Btrathmore. 
Chandos.      |  Idalia. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Castlemaine. 
Tricotrin.     |     Puck. 
.  Folle  Farine. 
A  Doe  of  Flanders. 
Two  Wond^ri  Shoes. 


Pascarel.    I  Signa. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne.    <  Moths. 
Friendship!  Pipistrello 
A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi.    I  In  Maremma 
Wanda.  |  Frescoes. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Othmar. 


By  M.  AGNES  PAUL.— Gentle  and  Simple. 
By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

£200  Reward. 

Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Some  Private  Views. 
From  Exile. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn 
For  Cash  Only.  |   Kit. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Holiday  Tasks » 

-Lady  Lovelace. 


Lost  Sir  Marsiugberd. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
Cecil's  Tryst. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe 
Family  Scapegrace. 
Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead,   j  Halves. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter's  Word. 
Fallen  Fortunes. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
Humorous  Stories. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 


By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival.  |  Gerald. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 


Never  too  Late  to  Mend 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Womngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Y'rself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Little,  Love  Long. 

Foul  Play. 

Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 


Course  or  True  Love. 
Autobiog.  of  a  Thief. 
A  TerribleTempt  ation 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman- Hater. 
A  Simpleton. 
Singleheart  &  Double- 
face. 
Good  Stories 
The  Jilt.  |   Readlana. 


2]    Loudon:  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Piccadilly,  W. 


By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mr»s.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 


Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 
Gardens. 


Weird  Stories 
Fairy  Water. 
The  Prince  of  Wales'! 
Garden  Party. 


By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Stransre.     I  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 

Round  the  Galley  Fire.    I  On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch.      |  A  Voyage  to  the  Cape 

BAYLE  ST.  JOHN.— A  Levantine  Family. 

By  G.  A.  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.    I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

One  Against  the  World.  |  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Guy  Waterman. 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.      I  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  |  Heart  Salvage. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds.  I  The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs.     |  Mary  Jane  Married. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By    T.   W.   SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights.      |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Cressida.    I  Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-Player. 

By  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 

A  Fight  for  Life. 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 


The  Land-Leaguers. 
Mr.     Scarborough's 

Family. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Golden     Lion. 


The  Way  We  Live  Now 
American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann. 
Marlon  Fay 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 

By  FRANCES  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 
Anne  Furnes3.  |  Mabel's  Progress. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE.— Farnells  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 


Tom  Sawyer. 

A  Tram?>  Abroad. 

S  tolen  Whit«  Eletihanr. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 


APleasure  Trir>  on  the 
Continent  of  Europe 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Prince  and  Pauper. 


By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER 
Mistress  Judith. 
By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
WhatSheCatceThrough   The  Bride's  Pass. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast.      St.  Mungo's  City. 
Noblesse  Oblige.  Lady  Bell. 

Citoyenne  Jacaueline.     Disappeared. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  Lady  WOOD.— Sabina. 

By  EDMUND  YATES. 

Castaway.  |  The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Las^ 
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BEFOBE    THE    STOEY. 

miss  westeefield's  education. 

I.— The  Trial. 

The  gentlemen  of  the  jury  retired  to  consider  their 
verdict. 

Their  foreman  was  a  person  doubly  distinguished  among 
his  colleagues.  He  had  the  clearest  head,  and  the  readiest 
tongue.     Eor  once,  the  right  man  was  in  the  right  place. 

Of  the  eleven  jurymen,  four  showed  their  characters  on 
the  surface.     They  were  : 

The  hungry  juryman,  who  wanted  his  dinner. 

The  inattentive  juryman,  who  drew  pictures  on  his 
blotting  paper. 

The  nervous  juryman,  who  suffered  from  fidgets. 

The  silent  juryman,  who  decided  the  verdict. 

Of  the  seven  remaining  members,  one  was  a  little 
drowsy  man  who  gave  no  trouble  ;  one  was  an  irritable 
invalid  who  served  under  protest ;  and  five  represented 
that  vast  majority  of  the  population — easily  governed, 
tranquilly  happy — which  has  no  opinion  of  its  own. 

The  foreman  took  his  place  at  the  head  of  the  table. 
His  colleagues  seated  themselves  on  either  side  of  him. 
Then  there  fell  upon  that  assembly  of  men  a  silence, 
never  known  among  an  assembly  of  women — the  silence 
which  proceeds  from  a  general  reluctance  to  be  the 
person  who  speaks  first. 
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It  was  the  foreman's  duty,  under  these  circumstances, 
to  treat  his  deliberative  brethren  as  we  treat  our  watches 
when  they  stop  :  he  wound  the  jury  up  and  set  them  going. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  began,  "  have  you  formed  any  de- 
cided opinion  on  the  case — thus  far  ?" 

Some  of  them  said  "  Yes,"  and  some  of  them  said 
"No."  The  little  drowsy  man  said  nothing.  The  fretful  in- 
valid cried, ' '  Go  on ! "  The  nervous  juryman  suddenly  rose. 
His  brethren  all  looked  at  him,  inspired  by  the  same  fear 
of  having  got  an  orator  among  them.  He  was  an 
essentially  polite  man  ;  and  he  hastened  to  relieve  their 
minds.  "  Pray  don't  be  alarmed,  gentlemen  ;  I  am  not 
going  to  make  a  speech.  I  suffer  from  fidgets.  Excuse 
me  if  I  occasionally  change  my  position."  The  hungry 
juryman  (who  dined  early)  looked  at  his  watch.  "  Half- 
past  four,"  he  said.  "  For  heaven's  sake  cut  it  short." 
He  was  the  fattest  person  present ;  and  he  suggested  a 
subject  to  the  inattentive  juryman  who  drew  pictures  on 
his  blotting-paper.  Deeply  interested  in  the  progress  of 
the  likeness,  his  neighbours  on  either  side  looked  over 
his  shoulders.  The  little  drowsy  man  woke  with  a  start, 
und  begged  pardon  of  everybody.  The  fretful  invalid  said 
to  himself,  "  Damned  fools,  all  of  them  !"  The  patient 
foreman,  biding  his  time,  stated  the  case. 

"  The  prisoner  waiting  our  verdict,  gentlemen,  is  the 
Honourable  Eoderick  Westerfield,  younger  brother  of  the 
present  Lord  Le  Basque.  He  is  charged  with  wilfully 
casting  away  the  British  Barque  John  Jerniman,  under 
his  command,  for  the  purpose  of  fraudulently  obtaining 
a  share  of  the  insurance  money ;  and  further  of  possessing 
himself  of  certain  Brazilian  diamonds,  which  formed  part 
of  the  cargo.  In  plain  words,  here  is  a  gentleman  born 
in  the  higher  ranks  of  life  accused  of  being  a  thief.  Before 
we  attempt  to  arrive  at  a  decision,  we  shall  only  be  doing 
him  justice  if  we  try  to  form  some  general  estimate  of  his 
character,  based  on  the  evidence — and  we  may  fairly 
begin  by  inquiring  into  his  relations  with  the  noble 
family  to  which  he  belongs.  The  evidence,  so  far,  is  not 
altogether  creditable  to  him.  Being  at  the  time  an  officer 
in  the  Boyal  Navy,  he  appears  to  have  outraged  the 
feelings  of  his  family  by  marrying  a  barmaid  at  a  public- 
house. 
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The  drowsy  juryman,  happening  to  be  awake  at  that 
moment,  surprised  the  foreman  by  interposing  a  state- 
ment. "Talking  of  barmaids,"  he  said,  "I  know  a 
curate's  daughter.  She's  in  distressed  circumstances, 
poor  thing ;  and  she's  a  barmaid  somewhere  in  the  north 
of  England.     Curiously  enough,  the  name  of  the  town  has 

escaped  my  memory.    If  we  had  a  map  of  England " 

There  he  was  interrupted,  cruelly  interrupted,  by  one  of 
his  brethren. 

"  And  by  what  right,"  cried  the  greedy  juryman, 
speaking  under  the  exasperating  influence  of  hunger — 
"by  what  right  does  Mr.  Western  eld's  family  dare  to 
suppose  that  a  barmaid  may  not  be  a  perfectly  virtuous 
woman?" 

Hearing  this,  the  restless  gentleman  (in  the  act  of 
changing  his  position)  was  suddenly  inspired  with  interest 
in  the  proceedings.  "  Pardon  me  for  putting  myself  for- 
ward," he  said,  with  his  customary  politeness.  "  Speaking 
as  an  abstainer  from  fermented  liquors,  I  must  really 
protest  against  these  allusions  to  barmaids." 

"  Speaking  as  a  consumer  of  fermented  liquors,"  the 
invalid  remarked,  "  I  wish  I  had  a  barmaid  and  a  bottle 
of  champagne  before  mo  now." 

Superior  to  interruption,  the  admirable  foreman  went  on: 

"  Whatever  you  may  think,  gentlemen,  of  the  prisoner's 
marriage,  we  have  it  in  evidence  that  his  relatives  turned 
their  backs  on  him  from  that  moment — with  the  one 
merciful  exception  of  the  head  of  the  family.  Lord  Le 
Basque  exerted  his  influence  with  the  Admiralty,  and 
obtained  for  his  brother  (then  out  of  employment)  an 
appointment  to  a  ship.  All  the  witnesses  agree  that 
Mr.  Westerfield  thoroughly  understood  his  profession. 
If  he  could  have  controlled  himself,  he  might  have  risen 
to  high  rank  in  the  Navy.  His  temper  was  his  ruin. 
He  quarrelled  with  one  of  his  superior  officers " 

"  Under  strong  provocation,"  said  a  member  of  the 
jury 

"Under  strong  provocation,"  the  foreman  admitted. 
"  But  provocation  is  not  an  excuse,  judged  by  the  rules 
of  discipline.  The  prisoner  challenged  the  officer  on  duty 
to  fight  a  duel,  at  the  first  opportunity,  on  shore ;  and, 
receiving  a  contemptuous  refusal,   struck  him  on  the 
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quarter-deck.  As  a  matter  of  course,  Mr.  Westerfield 
was  tried  by  court-martial,  and  was  dismissed  the  service. 
Lord  Le  Basque's  patience  was  not  exhausted  yet.  The 
Merchant  Service  offered  a  last  chance  to  the  prisoner  of 
retrieving  his  position,  to  some  extent  at  least.  He  was 
fit  for  the  sea,  and  fit  for  nothing  else.  At  my  lord's  earnest 
request  the  owners  of  the  John  Jerniman,  trading  between 
Liverpool  and  Bio,  took  Mr.  Westerfield  on  trial  as  first 
mate,  and,  to  his  credit  be  it  said,  he  justified  his  brother's 
faith  in  him.  In  a  tempest  off  the  coast  of  Africa  the 
captain  was  washed  overboard,  and  the  first  mate  suc- 
ceeded to  the  command.  His  seamanship  and  courage 
saved  the  vessel,  under  circumstances  of  danger  which 
paralysed  the  efforts  of  the  other  officers.  He  was  con- 
firmed, rightly  confirmed,  in  the  command  of  the  ship. 
And,  so  far,  we  shall  certainly  not  be  wrong  if  we  view 
his  character  on  the  favourable  side." 

There  the  foreman  paused,  to  collect  his  ideas. 

Certain  members  of  the  assembly — led  by  the  juryman 
who  wanted  his  dinner,  and  supported  by  his  inattentive 
colleague,  then  engaged  in  drawing  a  ship  in  a  storm, 
and  a  captain  falling  overboard — proposed  the  acquittal 
of  the  prisoner  without  further  consideration.  But  the 
fretful  invalid  cried  "  Stuff!"  and  the  five  jurymen  who 
had  no  opinions  of  their  own,  struck  by  the  admirable 
brevity  with  which  he  expressed  his  sentiments,  sang  out 
in  chorus,  "Hear!  hear!  hear!"  The  silent  juryman, 
hitherto  overlooked,  now  attracted  attention.  He  was  a 
bald-headed  person  of  uncertain  age,  buttoned  up  tight 
in  a  long  frock-coat,  and  wearing  his  gloves  all  through 
the  proceedings.  When  the  chorus  of  five  cheered,  he 
smiled  mysteriously.  Everybody  wondered  what  that 
smile  meant.  The  silent  juryman  kept  his  opinion  to 
himself.  From  that  moment  he  began  to  exercise  a  fur- 
live  influence  over  the  jury.  Even  the  foreman  looked 
at  him,  on  resuming  the  narrative. 

"  After  a  certain  term  of  service,  gentlemen,  during 
which  we  learn  nothing  to  his  disadvantage,  the  prisoner's 
merits  appear  to  have  received  their  reward.  He  was 
presented  with  a  share  in  the  ship  which  he  commanded, 
in  addition  to  his  regular  salary  as  master.  With  these 
improved  prospects  he  sailed  from  Liverpool  on  his  last 


MISS  WESTERFIELD'S  EDUCATION.  5 

voyage  to  Brazil ;  and  no  one,  his  wife  included,  had  the 
faintest  suspicion  that  he  left  England  under  circum- 
stances of  serious  pecuniary  embarrassment.  The  testi- 
mony of  his  creditors,  and  of  other  persons  with  whom 
he  associated,  distinctly  proves  that  his  leisure  hours  on 
shore  had  been  employed  in  card-playing  and  in  betting 
on  horse  races.  After  an  unusually  long  run  of  luck,  his 
good  fortune  seems  to  have  deserted  him.  He  suffered 
considerable  losses,  and  was  at  last  driven  to  borrowing 
at  a  high  rate  of  interest,  without  any  reasonable  prospect 
of  being  able  to  repay  the  money-lenders  into  whose 
hands  he  had  fallen.  When  he  left  Eio  on  the  homeward 
voyage,  there  is  no  sort  of  doubt  that  he  was  returning 
to  England  to  face  creditors  whom  he  was  unable  to  pay. 
There,  gentlemen,  is  a  noticeable  side  to  his  character 
which  we  may  call  the  gambling  side,  and  which  (as  I 
think)  was  too  leniently  viewed  by  the  judge." 

He  evidently  intended  to  add  a  word  or  two  more. 
But  the  disagreeable  invalid  insisted  on  being  heard. 

"In  plain  English,"  he  said,  "you  are  for  finding  the 
prisoner  guilty." 

"  In  plain  English,"  the  foreman  rejoined,  "  I  refuse  to 

answer  that  question." 

"Why?" 

"Because  it  is  no  part  of  my  duty  to  attempt  to  in- 
fluence the  verdict." 

"  You  have  been  trying  to  influence  the  verdict,  sir, 
ever  since  you  entered  this  room.  I  appeal  to  all  the 
gentlemen  present." 

The  patience  of  the  long-suffering  foreman  failed  him 
at  last.  "  Not  another  word  shall  pass  my  lips,"  he  said, 
"until  you  find  the  prisoner  guilty  or  not  guilty  among 
yourselves— and  then  I'll  tell  you  if  I  agree  to  your 
verdict."  . 

He  folded  his  arms,  and  looked  like  the  image  of  a  man 
who  intended  to  keep  his  word.  .... 

The  hungry  juryman  laid  himself  back  in  his  chair,  and 
groaned.  The  amateur  artist,  who  had  thus  far  found 
a  fund  of  amusement  in  his  blotting-paper,  yawned 
discontentedly  and  dropped  his  pen.  The  courteous 
gentleman  who  suffered  from  fidgets  requested  leave  to 
walk  up  and  down  the  room ;  and  at  the  first  turn  he 
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took  woke  the  drowsy  little  man,  and  maddened  the 
irritable  invalid  by  the  creaking  of  his  boots.  The  chorus 
of  five,  farther  than  ever  from  arriving  at  an  opinion  of 
their  own,  looked  at  the  silent  juryman.  Once  more  he 
smiled  mysteriously ;  and  once  more  he  offered  no  ex- 
planation of  what  was  passing  in  his  mind — except  that 
he  turned  his  bald  head  slowly  in  the  direction  of  the 
foreman.  Was  he  in  sympathy  with  a  man  who  had 
promised  to  be  as  silent  as  himself  ? 

In  the  meantime,  nothing  was  said  or  done.  Helpless 
silence  prevailed  in  every  part  of  the  room. 

"  Why  the  devil  doesn't  somebody  begin?"  cried  the 
invalid.     "  Have  you  all  forgotten  the  evidence  ?" 

This  startling  question  roused  the  jury  to  a  sense  of 
what  was  due  to  their  oaths,  if  not  to  themselves.  Some 
of  them  recollected  the  evidence  in  one  way,  and  some  of 
them  recollected  it  in  another ;  and  each  man  insisted  on 
doing  justice  to  his  own  excellent  memory,  and  on  stating 
his  own  unanswerable  view  of  the  case. 

The  first  man  who  spoke  began  at  the  middle  of  the 
story  told  by  the  witnesses  in  court.  "  I  am  for  acquit- 
ting the  captain,  gentlemen ;  he  ordered  out  the  boats, 
and  saved  the  lives  of  the  crew."  —  "And  I  am  for 
finding  him  guilty,  because  the  ship  struck  on  a  rock  in 
broad  daylight,  and  in  moderate  weather." — "  I  agree 
with  you,  sir.  The  evidence  shows  that  the  vessel  was 
steered  dangerously  near  to  the  land,  by  direction  of  the 
captain,  who  gave  the  course." — "  Come,  come,  gentle- 
man !  let  us  do  the  captain  justice.  The  defence  declares 
that  he  gave  the  customary  course,  and  that  it  was  not 
followed  when  he  left  the  deck.  As  for  his  leaving  the 
ship  in  moderate  weather,  the  evidence  proves  that  he 
believed  he  saw  signs  of  a  storm  brewing." — "  Yes,  yes, 
all  very  well ;  but  what  were  the  facts  ?  When  the  loss 
of  the  ship  was  reported,  the  Brazilian  authorities  sent 
men  to  the  wreck,  on  the  chance  of  saving  the  cargo ; 
and,  days  afterwards,  there  the  ship  was  found,  just  as 
the  captain  and  the  crew  had  left  her." — "  Don't  forget, 
sir,  that  the  diamonds  were  missing  when  the  salvors 
examined  the  wreck." — "  All  right,  but  that's  no  proof 
that  the  captain  stole  the  diamonds  ;  and,  before  they 
had  saved  half  the  cargo,  a  storm  did  come  on  and  break 


MISS  I VES  TERFIELD  'S  ED  UCA  TION.  7 

the  vessel  up  :  so  the  poor  man  was  only  wrong  in  the 
matter  of  time,  after  all." — "Allow  me  to  remind  you, 
gentlemen,  that  the  prisoner  was  deeply  in  debt,  and 
therefore  had  an  interest  in  stealing  the  diamonds." — 
"  Wait  a  little,  sir.  Fair  play's  a  jewel.  Who  was  in 
charge  of  the  deck  when  the  ship  struck  ?  The  second 
mate.  And  what  did  the  second  mate  do,  when  he  heard 
that  his  owners  had  decided  to  prosecute  ?  He  committed 
suicide  !  Is  there  no  proof  of  guilt  in  that  act  ?" — "  You 
are  going  a  little  too  fast,  sir.  The  coroner's  jury  declared 
that  the  second  mate  killed  himself  in  a  state  of  temporary 
insanity."  — "  Gently!  gently!  we  have  nothing  to  do 
with  what  the  coroner's  jury  said.  What  did  the  judge 
say  when  he  summed  up?" — "Bother  the  judge!  He 
said  what  they  all  say  :  '  Find  the  prisoner  guilty,  if  you 
think  he  did  it ;  and  find  him  not  guilty,  if  you  think  he 
didn't.'  And  then  he  went  away  to  his  comfortable  cup 
of  tea  in  his  private  room.  And  here  are  We  perishing 
of  hunger,  and  our  families  dining  without  us." — "  Speak 
for  yourself,  sir,  I  haven't  got  a  family." — "Consider  your- 
self lucky,  sir  ;  I  have  got  twelve,  and  my  life  is  a  burden 
to  me,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of  making  both  ends  meet." 
— "Gentlemen!  gentlemen!  we  are  wandering  again. 
Is  the  captain  guilty  or  not  ?  Mr.  Foreman,  we  none  of 
us  intended  to  offend  you.  Will  you  tell  us  what  you 
think?" 

No  ;  the  foreman  kept  his  word.  "  Decide  for  your- 
selves first,"  was  his  only  reply. 

In  this  emergency,  the  member  afflicted  with  fidgets 
suddenly  assumed  a  position  of  importance.  He  started 
a  new  idea. 

"  Suppose  we  try  a  show  of  hands,"  he  suggested. 
"  Gentlemen  who  find  the  prisoner  guilty  will  please 
hold  up  their  hands." 

Three  votes  were  at  once  registered  in  this  way,  in- 
cluding the  vote  of  the  foreman.  After  a  moment  of 
doubt,  the  chorus  of  five  decided  on  following  the  opinion 
which  happened  to  be  the  first  opinion  expressed  in  point 
of  time.  Thereupon,  the  show  of  hands  for  the  con- 
demnation of  the  prisoner  rose  to  eight.  Would  this 
result  have  an  effect  on  the  undecided  minority  of  four  ? 
In  any  case,  they  were  invited  to  declare  themselves 
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next.  Only  three  hands  were  held  up.  One  incompre- 
hensible man  abstained  from  expressing  his  sentiments 
even  by  a  sign.  Is  it  necessary  to  say  who  that  man 
was  ?  A  mysterious  change  had  now  presented  itself  in 
his  appearance,  which  made  him  an  object  of  greater 
interest  than  ever.  His  inexplicable  smile  had  vanished. 
He  sat  immovable,  with  closed  eyes.  "Was  he  meditating 
profoundly  ?  or  was  he  only  asleep  ?  The  quick-witted 
foreman  had  long  since  suspected  him  of  being  simply  the 
stupidest  person  present — with  just  cunning  enough  to 
conceal  his  own  dulness  by  holding  his  tongue.  The 
jury  arrived  at  no  such  sensible  conclusion.  Impressed 
by  the  intense  solemnity  of  his  countenance,  they  believed 
him  to  be  absorbed  in  reflections  of  the  utmost  import- 
ance to  the  verdict.  After  a  heated  conference  among 
themselves,  they  decided  on  inviting  the  one  independent 
member  present — the  member  who  had  taken  no  part  in 
their  proceedings — to  declare  his  opinion  in  the  plainest 
possible  form.  "  Which  way  does  your  view  of  the 
verdict  incline,  sir  ?     Guilty  or  not  guilty?" 

The  eyes  of  the  silent  juryman  opened  with  the  slow 
and  solemn  dilation  of  the  eyes  of  an  owl.  Placed 
between  the  alternatives  of  declaring  himself  in  one 
word  or  in  two,  his  taciturn  wisdom  chose  the  shortest 
form  of  speech.  "  Guilty,"  he  answered — and  shut  his 
eyes  again,  as  if  he  had  had  enough  of  it  already. 

An  unutterable  sense  of  relief  pervaded  the  meeting. 
Enmities  were  forgotten,  and  friendly  looks  were  ex- 
changed. With  one  accord,  the  jury  rose  to  return  to 
court.  The  prisoner's  fate  was  sealed.  The  verdict  was 
"  Guilty." 

2. — The  Sentence. 

The  low  hum  of  talk  among  the  persons  in  court 
ceased  when  the  jury  returned  to  their  places.  Curiosity 
now  found  its  centre  of  attraction  in  the  prisoner's  wife 
— who  had  been  present  throughout  the  trial.  The 
question  of  the  moment  was  :  How  will  she  bear  the 
interval  of  delay  which  precedes  the  giving  of  the 
verdict  ? 

In  the  popular  phrase,  Mrs.  Westerfield  was  a  showy 
woman.     Her  commanding  figure  -was  finely  robed  in 
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dark  colours ;  her  profuse  light  hair  hung  over  her  fore- 
head in  little  clusters  of  ringlets ;  her  features,  firmly 
but  not  delicately  shaped,  were  on  a  large  scale.  No 
outward  betrayal  of  the  wife's  emotion  rewarded  the 
public  curiosity  :  her  bold  light-grey  eyes  sustained  the 
general  gaze  without  flinching.  To  the  surprise  of  the 
women  present,  she  had  brought  her  two  young  children 
with  her  to  the  trial.  The  eldest  was  a  pretty  little  girl 
of  ten  years  old ;  the  second  child  (a  boy)  sat  on  his 
mother's  knee.  It  was  generally  observed  that  Mrs. 
Westerfield  took  no  notice  of  her  eldest  child.  When 
she  whispered  a  word  from  time  to  time,  it  was  always 
addressed  to  her  son.  She  fondled  him  when  he  grew 
restless ;  but  she  never  looked  round  to  see  if  the  girl  at 
her  side  was  as  weary  cf  the  proceedings  as  the  boy. 

The  judge  took  his  seat,  and  the  order  was  given  to 
bring  the  prisoner  up  for  judgment. 

There  was  a  long  pause.  The  audience — remembering 
his  ghastly  face  when  he  first  appeared  before  them — ■ 
whispered  to  each  other,  "  He's  taken  ill ;"  and  the 
audience  proved  to  be  right. 

The  surgeon  of  the  prison  entered  the  witness-box, 
and,  being  duly  sworn,  made  his  medical  statement. 

The  prisoner's  heart  had  been  diseased  for  some  time 
past,  and  the  malady  had  been  neglected.  He  had 
fainted  under  the  prolonged  suspense  of  waiting  for  the 
verdict.  The  swoon  had  proved  to  be  of  such  a  serious 
nature  that  the  witness  refused  to  answer  for  conse- 
quences if  a  second  fainting-fit  was  produced  by  the 
excitement  of  facing  the  court  and  the  jury. 

Under  these  circumstances,  the  verdict  was  formally 
recorded,  and  sentence  was  deferred.  Once  more,  the 
spectators  looked  at  the  prisoner's  wife. 

She  had  risen  to  leave  the  court.  In  the  event  of  an 
adverse  verdict,  her  husband  had  asked  for  a  farewell 
interview  ;  and  the  governor  of  the  prison,  after  consulta- 
tion with  the  surgeon,  had  granted  the  request.  It  was 
observed,  when  she  retired,  that  she  held  her  boy  by  the 
hand,  and  left  the  girl  to  follow.  A  compassionate  lady 
near  her  offered  to  take  care  of  the  children  while  she 
was  absent.  Mrs.  Westerfield  answered  quietly  and 
coldly  :  "  Thank  you — their  father  wishes  to  gse  them," 
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The  prisoner  was  dying;  nobody  could  look  at  him 
and  doubt  it. 

His  eyes  opened  wearily,  when  his  wife  and  children 
approached  the  bed  on  which  he  lay  helpless — the  wreck 
of  a  grandly-rnade  man.  He  struggled  for  breath,  but 
he  could  still  speak  a  word  or  two  at  a  time.  "  I  don't 
ask  you  what  the  verdict  is,"  he  said  to  his  wife  ;  "  T  see 
it  in  your  face." 

Tearless  and  silent,  she  waited  by  her  husband's  side. 
He  had  only  noticed  her  for  a  moment.  All  his  interest 
seemed  to  be  centred  in  his  children.  The  girl  stood 
nearest  to  him  :  he  looked  at  her  with  a  faint  smile. 

The  poor  child  understood  him.  Crying  piteously,  she 
put  her  arms  round  his  neck  and  kissed  him.  "  Dear 
papa,"  she  said ;  "  come  home  and  let  me  nurse  you." 

The  surgeon,  watching  the  father's  face,  saw  a  change 
in  him  which  the  other  persons  present  had  not  observed. 
The  failing  heart  felt  that  parting  moment,  and  sank 
under  it.  "Take  the  child  away,"  the  surgeon  whispered 
to  the  mother.  Brandy  was  near  Mm  ;  he  administered 
it  while  he  spoke,  and  touched  the  fluttering  pulse.  It 
felt,  just  felt,  the  stimulant.  He  revived  for  a  moment, 
and  looked  wistfully  for  his  son.  "  The  boy,"  he 
murmured  ;  "I  want  my  boy."  As  his  wife  brought  the 
child  to  him,  the  surgeon  whispered  to  her  again.  "  If 
you  have  anything  to  say  to  him  be  quick  about  it !" 
She  shuddered;  she  took  his  cold  hand.  Her  touch 
seemed  to  nerve  him  with  new  strength  ;  he  asked  her 
to  stoop  over  him.  "  They  won't  let  me  write  here,"  he 
whispered,  "  unless  they  see  my  letter."  He  paused  to 
get  his  breath  again.  "  Lift  up  my  left  arm,"  he  gasped. 
"  Open, the  wristband." 

She  detached  the  stud  which  closed  the  wristband  of 
the  shirt.  On  the  inner  side  of  the  linen  there  was  a 
line  written  in  red  letters — red  of  the  colour  of  blood. 
She  saw  these  words  :  "  Look  in  the,  lining  of  my  trunk." 

"What  for?"  she  asked. 

The  fading  light  in  his  eyes  flashed  on  her  a  dreadful 
look  of  doubt.  His  lips  fell  apart  in  the  vain  efiort  to 
answer.  His  last  sigh  fluttered  the  light  ringlets  of  her 
hair  as  she  bent  over  him. 

The  surgeon  pointed  to  her  children.     "  Take  the  poor 
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things  home,"  he  said ;  "  they  have  seen  the  last  of 
their  father." 

Mrs.  Westerfield  obeyed  in  silence.  She  had  her  own 
reasons  for  being  in  a  hurry  to  get  home.  Leaving  the 
children  under  the  servant's  care,  she  locked  herself  up 
in  the  dead  man's  room,  and  emptied  his  trunk  of  the 
few  clothes  that  had  been  left  in  it. 

The  lining  which  she  was  now  to  examine  was  of  the 
customary  material,  and  of  the  usual  striped  pattern  in 
blue  and  white.  Her  fingers  were  not  sufficiently  sensi- 
tive to  feel  anything  under  the  surface,  when  she  tried  it 
with  her  hand.  Turning  the  empty  trunk  with  the  inner 
side  of  the  lid  towards  the  light,  she  discovered,  on  one 
of  the  blue  stripes  of  the  lining,  a  thin  little  shining 
stain  which  looked  like  a  stain  of  dried  gum.  After  a 
moment's  consideration,  she  cut  the  gummed  line  with  a 
penknife.  Something  of  a  white  colour  appeared  through 
the  aperture.     She  drew  out  a  folded  sheet  of  paper. 

It  proved  to  be  a  letter  in  her  husband's  handwriting. 
An  enclosure  dropped  to  the  floor  when  she  opened  it,  in 
the  shape  of  a  small  slip  of  paper.  She  picked  it  up. 
The  morsel  of  paper  presented  letters,  figures,  and  crosses 
arranged  in  lines,  and  mingled  together  in  what  looked 
like  hopeless  confusion. 

3.— The  Letter. 

Mrs.  Westerfield  laid  the  incomprehensible  slip  of 
paper  aside,  and,  in  search  of  an  explanation,  returned 
to  the  letter.  Here  again  she  found  herself  in  a  state  of 
perplexity  Directed  to  "  Mrs.  Eoderick  Westerfield," 
the  letter  began  abruptly,  without  the  customary  form  of 
address.  Did  it  mean  that  her  husband  was  angry  with 
her  when  he  wrote  ?    It  meant  that  he  doubted  her. 

In  these  terms  he  expressed  himself : 

"  I  write  to  you  before  my  trial  takes  place.  If  the 
verdict  goes  in  my  favour,  I  shall  destroy  what  I  have 
written.  If  I  am  found  guilty,  I  must  leave  it  to  you  to 
do  what  I  should  otherwise  have  done  for  myself. 

"  The  undeserved  misfortune  that  has  overtaken  in  a 
began  with  the  arrival  of  my  ship  in  the  port  of  Eio. 
Our  second  mate  (his  duty  for  the  clay  being  done)  asked 


12  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

leave  to  go  on  shore — and  never  returned.  What  motive 
determined  him  on  deserting,  I  am  not  able  to  say.  It 
was  my  own  wish  to  supply  his  place  by  promoting  the 
best  seaman  on  board.  My  owners'  agents  overruled 
me,  and  appointed  a  man  of  their  own  choosing. 

"What  nation  he  belonged  to  I  don't  know.  The 
name  he  gave  was  Beljames,  and  he  was  reported  to  be 
a  broken-down  gentleman.  Whoever  he  might  be,  his 
manner  and  his  talk  were  captivating.  Everybody  liked 
him. 

"  After  the  two  calamities  of  the  loss  of  the  ship  and 
the  disappearance  of  the  diamonds — these  last  being 
valued  at  five  thousand  pounds — I  returned  to  England 
by  the  first  opportunity  that  offered,  having  Beljames  for 
a  companion. 

"  Shortly  after 'getting  back  to  my  house  in  London,  I 
was  privately  warned  by  a  good  friend  that  my  owners 
had  decided  to  prosecute  me  for  wilfully  casting  away 
the  ship,  and  (crueller  still)  for  having  stolen  the  missing 
diamonds.  The  second  mate,  who  had  been  in  command 
of  the  vessel  when  she  struck  on  the  rock,  was  similarly 
charged  along  with  me.  Knowing  myself  to  be  innocent, 
I  determined,  of  course,  to  stand  my  trial.  My  wonder 
was,  what  Beljames  would  do.  Would  he  follow  my 
example  ?  or,  if  he  got  the  chance,  would  he  try  to  make 
his  escape  ? 

"I  might  have  thought  it  only  friendly  to  give  this 
person  a  word  of  warning,  if  I  had  known  where  to  find 
him.  We  had  separated  when  the  ship  reached  the  port 
of  Falmouth,  in  Cornwall,  and  had  not  met  since.  I 
gave  him  my  address  in  London ;  but  he  gave  me  no 
address  in  return. 

"  On  the  voyage  home,  Beljames  told  me  that  a  legacy 
had  been  left  to  him  ;  being  a  small  freehold  house  and 
garden  in  St.  John's  Wood,  London.  His  agent,  writing 
to  him  on  the  subject,  had  reported  the  place  to  be  sadly 
out  of  repair,  and  had  advised  him  to  find  somebody 
who  would  take  it  off  his  hands  on  reasonable  terms. 
This  seemed  to  point  to  a  likelihood  of  his  being  still  in 
London,  trying  to  sell  his  house. 

"  While  my  mind  was  running  on  these  recollections, 
I  was  told  that  a  decent  elderly  woman  wanted  to  see 
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me.  She  proved  to  be  the  landlady  of  the  house  in 
which  Beljames  lodged  ;  and  she  brought  an  alarming 
message.  The  man  was  dying,  and  desired  to  see  me. 
I  went  to  him  immediately, 

"Few  words  are  best,  when  one  has  to  write  about 
one's  own  troubles. 

"  Beljames  had  heard  of  the  intended  prosecution. 
How  he  had  been  made  aware  of  it,  death  left  him  no 
time  to  tell  me.  The  miserable  wretch  had  poisoned 
himself— whether  in  terror  of  standing  his  trial,  or  in 
remorse  of  conscience,  it  is  not  any  business  of  mine  to 
decide.  Most  unluckily  for  me,  he  first  ordered  the 
doctor  and  the  landlady  out  of  the  room  ;  and  then, 
when  we  two  were  alone,  owned  that  he  had  purposely 
altered  the  course  of  the  ship,  and  had  stolen  the 
diamonds. 

"  To  do  him  justice,  he  was  eager  to  save  me  from 
suffering  for  his  fault. 

"Having  eased  his  mind  by  confession,  he  gave  me 
the  slip  of  paper  (written  in  cypher)  which  you  will  find 
enclosed  in  this.  '  There  is  my  note  of  the  place  where 
the  diamonds  are  hidden,'  he  said.  Among  the  many 
ignorant  people  who  know  nothing  of  cyphers,  I  am  one 
— and  I  told  him  so.  '  That's  how  I  keep  my  secret,'  he 
said  ;  '  write  from  my  dictation,  and  you  shall  know 
what  it  means.  Lift  me  up  first.'  As  I  did  it,  he  rolled 
his  head  to  and  fro,  evidently  in  pain.  But  he  managed 
to  point  to  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  on  a  table  hard  by,  on 
which  his  doctor  had  been  writing.  I  left  him  for  a 
moment,  to  pull  the  table  nearer  to  the  bed — and  in  that 
moment  he  groaned,  and  cried  out  for  help.  I  ran  to 
the  room  downstairs  where  the  doctor  was  waiting. 
When  we  got  back  to  him  he  was  in  convulsions.  It 
was  all  over  with  Beljames. 

"  The  lawyers  who  are  to  defend  me  have  tried  to  get 
Experts,  as  they  call  them,  to  interpret  the  cypher.  The 
Experts  have  all  failed.  They  will  declare,  if  they  are 
called  as  witnesses,  that  the  signs  on  the  paper  are  not 
according  to  any  known  rules,  and  are  marks  made  at 
random,  meaning  nothing. 

"  As  for  any  statement,  on  my  part,  of  the  confession 
made  to  me,  the  law  refuses  to  hear  it,  except  from  the 
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mouth  of  a  witness.  I  might  prove  that  the  ship's  course 
was  changed,  contrary  to  my  directions,  after  I  had  gone 
below  to  rest,  if  I  could  find  the  man  who  was  steering  at 
the  time.     God  only  knows  where  that  man  is. 

"  On  the  other  hand,  the  errors  of  my  past  life,  and  my 
being  in  debt,  are  circumstances  dead  against  me.  The 
lawyers  seem  to  trust  almost  entirely  in  a  famous  counsel, 
whom  they  have  engaged  to  defend  me.  For  my  own 
part,  I  go  to  my  trial  with  little  or  no  hope. 

"  If  the  verdict  is  guilty,  and  if  you  have  any  regard 
left  for  my  character,  never  rest  until  you  have  found 
somebody  who  can  interpret  these  cursed  signs.  Do  for 
me,  I  say,  what  I  cannot  do  for  myself.  Eecover  the 
diamonds  ;  and,  when  you  restore  them,  show  my  owners 
this  letter. 

"  Kiss  the  children  for  me.  I  wish  them,  when  they 
are  old  enough,  to  read  this  defence  of  myself,  and  to 
know  that  their  father,  who  loved  them  dearly,  was  an 
innocent  man.  My  good  brother  will  take  care  of  you, 
for  my  sake.     I  have  done. 

"EODEEICK  WESTERFIELD," 

Mrs.  Westerfield  took  up  the  cypher  once  more.  She 
looked  at  it  as  if  it  were  a  living  thing  that  defied  her. 

"  If  I  r.::i  ever  able  to  read  this  gibberish,"  she  decided 
"  I  know  what  I'll  do  with  the  diamonds  !" 

4. — The  Garret. 

One  year  exactly  after  the  fatal  clay  of  the  trial, 
Mrs.  Westerfield  (secluded  in  the  sanctuary  of  her  bed- 
room) celebrated  her  release  from  the  obligation  of 
wearing  widow's  weeds. 

The  conventional  gradations  in  the  outward  expression 
of  grief,  which  lead  from  black  clothing  to  grey,  formed 
no  part  of  this  afflicted  lady's  system  of  mourning.  She 
laid  her  best  blue  walking  dress  and  her  new  bonnet  to 
match  on  the  bed,  and  admired  them  to  her  heart's 
content.  Her  discarded  garments  were  left  on  the  floor. 
"  Thank  heaven,  I've  done  with  you !"  she  said — and 
kicked  her  rusty  mourning  out  of  the  way  as  she  advanced 
to  the  fireplace  to  ring  the  bell. 
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"  Where  is  my  little  boy  ?"  she  asked,  when  the  land- 
lady entered  the  room. 

"  He's  down  with  me  in  the  kitchen,  ma'am ;  I'm 
teaching  him  to  make  a  plum  cake  for  himself.  He's  so 
happy  !     I  hope  you  don't  want  him  just  now?" 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world.  I  want  you  to  take 
care  of  him  while  I  am  away.  By-the-bye,  where  s 
Syd?" 

The  eldest  child  (the  girl)  had  been  christened  Sydney, 
in  compliment  to  one  of  her  father's  female  relatives. 
The  name  was  not  liked  by  her  mother  —  who  had 
shortened  it  to  Syd,  by  way  of  leaving  as  little  of  it 
as  possible.  With  a  look  at  Mrs.  Westerfield  which 
expressed  ill-concealed  aversion,  the  landlady  answered : 
"  She's  up  in  the  lumber-room,  poor  child.  She  says 
you  sent  her  there  to  be  out  of  the  way." 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  so  I  did." 

"  There's  no  fireplace  in  the  garret,  ma'am.  I'm  afraid 
the  little  girl  must  be  cold  and  lonely." 

It  was  useless  to  plead  for  Syd — Mrs.  Westerfield  was 
not  listening.  Her  attention  was  absorbed  by  her  own 
plump  and  pretty  hands.  She  took  a  tiny  file  from  the 
dressing-table,  and  put  a  few  finishing  touches  to  her 
nails.  "  Send  me  some  hot  water,"  sbe  said ;  "  I  want  to 
dress." 

The  servant  girl  who  carried  the  hot  water  upstairs 
was  new  to  the  ways  of  the  house.  After  having  waited 
on  Mrs.  Westerfield,  she  had  been  instructed  by  the 
kind-hearted  landlady  to  go  on  to  the  top  floor.  "You 
will  find  a  pretty  little  girl  in  the  garret,  all  by  herself. 
Say  you  are  to  bring  her  down  to  my  room,  as  soon  as 
her  Mamma  has  gone  out." 

Mrs.  Westerfield's  habitual  neglect  of  her  eldest  child 
was  known  to  every  person  in  the  house.  Even  the  new 
servant  had  heard  of  it.  Interested  by  what  she  saw,  on 
opening  the  garret  door,  she  stopped  on  the  threshold 
and  looked  in. 

The  lumber  in  the  room  consisted  of  two  rotten  old 
trunks,  a  broken  chair,  and  a  dirty  volume  of  sermons  of 
the  old-fashioned  quarto  size.  The  grimy  ceiling,  slanting 
downwards  to  a  cracked  window,  was  stained  with  rain 
that  had  found  its   way  through  the  roof.     The  faded 
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wall-paper,  loosened  by  damp,  was  torn  away  in  some 
places,  and  bulged  loose  in  others.  There  were  holes  in 
the  skirting-board;  and  from  one  of  them  peeped  the 
brightly  timid  eyes  of  the  child's  only  living  companion 
in  the  garret — a  mouse,  feeding  on  crumbs  which  she  had 
saved  from  her  breakfast. 

Syd  looked  up  when  the  mouse  darted  back  into  its 
hole,  on  the  opening  of  the  door.  "  Lizzie  !  Lizzie  !" 
she  said  gravely,  "  you  ought  to  have  come  in  without 
making  a  noise.  You  have  frightened  away  my  youngest 
child." 

The  good-natured  servant  burst  out  laughing.  "  Have 
you  got  a  large  family,  Miss  ?"  she  inquired,  humouring 
the  joke. 

Syd  failed  to  see  the  joke.  "  Only  two  more,"  she 
answered  as  gravely  as  ever — and  lifted  up  from  the  floor 
two  miserable  dolls,  reduced  to  the  last  extremity  of  dirt 
and  dilapidation.  "  My  two  eldest,"  this  strange  child 
resumed,  setting  up  the  dolls  against  one  of  the  empty 
trunks.  "  The  eldest  is  a  girl,  and  her  name  is  Syd. 
The  other  is  a  boy,  untidy  in  his  clothes,  as  you  see. 
Their  kind  Mamma  forgives  them  when  they  are  naughty, 
and  buys  ponies  for  them  to  ride  on,  and  always  has 
something  nice  for  them  to  eat  when  they  are  hungry. 
Have  you  got  a  kind  Mamma,  Lizzie  ?  And  are  you  very 
fond  of  her?" 

Those  innocent  allusions  to  the  neglect  which  was  the 
one  sad  experience  of  Syd's  young  life  touched  the 
servant's  heart.  A  bygone  time  was  present  to  her 
memory,  when  she  too  had  been  left  without  a  play- 
fellow to  keep  her  company  or  a  fire  to  warm  her,  and 
had  not  endured  it  patiently. 

"  Oh,  my  dear,"  she  said,  "  your  poor  little  arms  are 
red  with  cold.     Come  to  me  and  let  me  rub  them." 

But  Syd's  bright  imagination  was  a  better  protection 
against  the  cold  than  all  the  rubbing  that  the  hands  of 
a  merciful  woman  could  offer.  "  You  are  very  kind, 
Lizzie,"  she  answered.  "  I  don't  feel  the  cold  when  I 
am  playing  with  my  children.  I  am  very  careful  to  give 
them  plenty  of  exercise ;  we  are  going  to  walk  in  the 
Park." 

She  gave  a  hand  to  each  of  the  dolls,   and  walked 
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slowly  round  and  round  the  miserable  room,  pointing 
out  visionary  persons  of  distinction  and  objects  of  interest. 
"  Here's  the  Queen,  my  dears,  in  her  gilt  coach,  drawn 
by  six  horses.  Do  you  see  her  sceptre  poking  out  of  the 
carriage  window?  She  governs  the  nation  with  that. 
Bow  to  the  Queen.  And  now  look  at  the  beautiful  bright 
water.  There's  the  island  where  the  ducks  live.  Ducks 
are  happy  creatures.  They  have  their  own  way  in  every- 
thing, and  they're  good  to  eat  when  they're  dead.  At 
least  they  used  to  be  good,  when  we  had  nice  dinners  in 
Papa's  time.  I  try  to  amuse  the  poor  little  things,  Lizzie. 
Their  Papa  is  dead.  I'm  obliged  to  be  Papa  and  Mamma 
to  them,  both  in  one.  Do  you  feel  the  cold,  my  dears?" 
She  shivered  as  she  questioned  her  imaginary  children. 
"  Now  we  are  at  home  again,"  she  said,  and  led  the  dolls 
to  the  empty  fireplace.  "  Eoaring  fires  always  in  my 
house,"  cried  the  resolute  little  creature,  rubbing  her 
cold  hands  cheerfully  before  the  bleak  blank  grate. 

Warm-hearted  Lizzie  could  control  herself  no  longer. 

"  If  the  child  would  only  make  some  complaint,"  she 
burst  out,  "it  wouldn't  be  so  dreadful!  Oh,  what  a 
shame  !  what  a  shame !"  she  cried,  to  the  astonishment 
of  little  Syd.  "  Come  down,  my  clear,  to  the  nice  warm 
room  where  your  brother  is.  Oh,  your  mother  ?  I  don't 
care  if  your  mother  sees  us  ;  I  should  like  to  give  your 
mother  a  piece  of  my  mind.  There  !  I  don't  mean  to 
frighten  you;  I'm  one  of  your  bad  children — I  fly 
into  a  passion.  You  carry  the  dolls,  and  I'll  carry  you. 
Oh,  how  she  shivers  !     Give  us  a  kiss." 

Sympathy  which  expressed  itself  in  this  way  was  new 
co  Syd.  Her  eyes  opened  wide  in  childish  wonder — and 
suddenly  closed  again  in  childish  terror,  when  her  good 
friend  the  servant  passed  Mrs.  Westerfield's  door  on  the 
way  downstairs.  "  If  Mamma  bounces  out  on  us," 
she  whispered,  "  pretend  we  don't  see  her."  The  nice 
warm  room  received  them  in  safety.  Under  no  stress  of 
circumstances  had  Mrs.  Western  eld  ever  been  known 
to  dress  herself  in  a  hurry.  A  good  half-hour  more 
had  passed  before  the  house  door  was  heaid  to  bang 
—  and  the  pleasant  landlady,  peeping  through  the 
window,  said  :  "  There  she  goes.  Now,  we'll  enjoy 
ourselves !" 

9. 
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5. — The  Landlord 

Mrs.  Westerfield's  destination  was  the  public-house  m 
which  she  had  been  once  employed  as  a  barmaid. 
Entering  the  place  without  hesitation,  she  sent  in  her 
card  to  the  landlord.  He  opened  the  parlour  door  him- 
self, and  invited  her  to  walk  in. 

"  You  wear  well,"  he  said,  admiring  her.  "  Have  you 
come  here  to  be  my  barmaid  again  ?" 

"  Do  you  think  I  am  reduced  to  that?"  she  answered. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  more  unlikely  things  have  happened. 
They  tell  me  you  depend  for  your  income  on  Lord 
Le  Basque — and  his  lordship's  death  was  in  the  news- 
papers last  week." 

"  And  his  lordship's  lawyers  continue  my  allowance." 

Having  smartly  set  the  landlord  right  in  those  words, 
she  had  not  thought  it  necessary  to  add  that  Lady  Le 
Basque,  continuing  the  allowance  at  her  husband's 
request,  had  also  notified  that  it  would  cease  if  Mrs. 
Westerfield  married  again. 

"  You're  a  lucky  woman,"  the  landlord  remarked. 
"  Well,  I'm  glad  to  see  you.  What  will  you  take  to 
drink?" 

"  Nothing,  thank  you.  I  want  to  know  if  you  have 
heard  anything  lately  of  James  Bellbridge." 

The  landlord  was  a  popular  person  in  his  own  circle — 
not  accustomed  to  restrain  himself  when  he  saw  his 
way  to  a  joke.  "Here's  constancy  !"  he  said.  "  She's 
sweet  on  James,  after  having  jilted  him  twelve  years 
ago  !" 

Mrs. Westerfield  rose  with  dignity.  "  I  am  accustomed 
to  be  treated  respectfully,"  she  replied.  "  I  wish  you 
good-morning . ' ' 

The  easy  landlord  pressed  her  back  into  her  chair. 
"Don't  be  a  fool,"  he  said;  "James  is  in  London — 
James  is  staying  in  my  house.  What  do  you  think  of 
that?" 

Mrs.  Westerfield's  bold  grey  eyes  expressed  eager 
curiosity  and  interest.  "  You  don't  mean  that  he  is  going 
to  be  barman  here  again?" 

"No  such  luck,  my  dear;  he  is  a  gentleman  at  large, 
who  patronises  my  house," 
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Mrs.  Westerfield  went  on  with  her  questions, 

"  Has  he  left  America  for  good  ?" 

"  Not  he  !  James  Bellbridge  is  going  back  to  New 
York,  to  open  a  saloon  (as  they  call  it)  in  partnership 
with  another  man.  He's  in  England,  he  says,  on 
business.  It's  my  belief  that  he  wants  money  for  this 
new  venture  on  bad  security.  They're  smart  people 
in  New  York.  His  only  chance  of  getting  his  bills 
discounted  is  to  humbug  his  relations,  down  in  the 
country." 

"  When  does  he  go  to  the  country?" 

"  He's  there  now." 

"  When  does  he  come  back?" 

"  You're  determined  to  see  him,  it  appears.  He  comes 
back  to-morrow." 

"  Is  he  married?" 

"  Aha  !  now  we're  coming  to  the  point.  Make  your 
mind  easy.  Plenty  of  women  have  set  the  trap  for  him ; 
but  he  has  not  walked  into  it  yet.  Shall  I  give  him  your 
love  ?" 

"Yes,"  she  said  coolly.  "As  much  love  as  you 
please." 

"  Meaning  marriage?"  the  landlord  inquired. 

"  And  money,"  Mrs.  Westerfield  added. 

"  Lord  Le  Basque's  money." 

"  Lord  Le  Basque's  money  may  go  to  the  Devil !" 

"Hullo!  Your  language  reminds  of  the  time  when 
you  were  barmaid.  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  have  had 
a  fortune  left  you?" 

"  I  do  !     Will  you  give  a  message  to  James  ?" 

"  I'll  do  anything  for  a  lady  with  a  fortune." 

"  Tell  him  to  come  and  drink  tea  with  his  old  sweet- 
heart to-morrow,  at  six  o'clock." 

"He  won't  doit." 

"He  will." 

With  that  difference  of  opinion,  they  parted. 

6.— The  Brute. 

To-morrow  came — and  Mrs.  Westerfield's  faithful 
James  justified  her  confidence  in  him. 

"  Oh,  Jemmy,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!  You  dear, 
dear  fellow,  I'm  yours  at  last." 

2—2 
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"  That  depends,  cay  lady,  on  whether  I  want  you. 
Let  go  of  my  neck." 

The  man  who  entered  this  protest  against  imprison- 
ment in  the  arms  of  a  fine  woman,  was  one  of  the  human 
beings  who  are  grown  to  perfection  on  English  soil.  He 
had  the  fat  face,  the.  pink  complexion,  the  hard  blue  eyes, 
the  scanty  yellow  hair,  the  smile  with  no  meaning  in  it, 
the  tremendous  neck  and  shoulders,  the  mighty  fists  and 
feet,  which  are  seen  in  complete  combination  in  England 
only.  Men  of  this  breed  possess  a  nervous  system 
without  being  aware  of  it ;  suffer  affliction  without 
feeling  it ;  exercise  courage  without  a  sense  of  danger ; 
marry  without  love ;  eat  and  drink  without  limit ;  and 
sink  (big  as  they  are),  when  disease  attacks  them,  without 
an  effort  to  live. 

Mrs.  Westerfield  released  her  guest's  bull-neck  at  the 
word  of  command.  It  was  impossible  not  to  submit  to 
him — he  was  so  brutal.  Impossible  not  to  admire  him — 
he  was  so  big. 

"  Have  you  no  love  left  for  me  ?"  was  all  she  ventured 
to  say. 

He  took  the  reproof  good-humouredly  "  Love  ?"  he 
repeated.  "  Come  !  I  like  that — after  throwing  me  over 
for  a  man  with  a  handle  to  his  name.  Which  am  I  to 
call  you  :  '  Mrs.'?  or  '  My  Lady  '?" 

"  Call  me  your  own.  What  is  there  to  laugh  at, 
Jemmy  ?  You  used  to  be  fond  of  me  ;  you  would  never 
have  gone  to  America,  when  I  married  Westerfield,  if  I 
hadn't  been  dear  to  you.  Oh,  if  I'm  sure  of  anything, 
I'm  sure  of  that !  You  wouldn't  bear  malice,  dear,  if 
you  only  knew  how  cruelly  I  have  been  disappointed.' 

He  suddenly  showed  an  interest  in  what  she  was 
saying  :  the  brute  became  cheery  and  confidential.  "  So 
he  made  you  a  bad  husband,  did  he  ?  Up  with  his  fist 
and  knocked  you  down,  I  dare  say,  if  the  truth  was 
known?" 

"  You're  all  in  the  wrong,  dear.  lie  would  have  been 
a  good  husband,  if  I  had  cared  about  him.  I  never 
cared  about  anybody  but  you.  It  wasn't  Westerfield 
who  tempted  me  to  say  Yes." 

"  That's  a  lie." 

"  No,  indeed  it  isn't." 
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"  Then  why  did  you  marry  him?" 

"When  I  married  him,  Jemmy,  there  was  a  prospect 
— oh,  how  could  I  resist  it?  Think  of  being  one  of  the 
Le  Basques  !  Held  in  honour,  to  the  end  of  my  life, 
by  that  noble  family,  whether  my  husband  lived  or 
died!" 

To  the  barman's  ears,  this  sounded  like  sheer  nonsense. 
His  experience  in  the  public-house  suggested  an  ex- 
planation.    "  I  say,  my  girl,  have  you  been  drinking?" 

Mrs.  Westerfield's  first  impulse  led  her  to  rise  and 
point  indignantly  to  the  door.  He  had  only  to  look  at 
her — and  she  sat  down  again  a  tamed  woman.  "  You 
don't  understand  how  the  chance  tempted  me,"  she 
answered  gently. 

"  What  chance  do  you  mean?" 

"  The  chance,  dear,  of  being  a  lord's  mother." 

He  was  still  puzzled,  but  he  lowered  his  tone.  The 
true-born  Briton  bowed  by  instinct  before  the  woman 
who  had  jilted  him,  when  she  presented  herself  in  the 
character  of  a  lord's  mother.  "  How  do  you  make  that 
out,  Maria?"  he  asked  politely. 

She  drew  her  chair  nearer  to  him,  when  he  called  her 
by  her  Christian  name  for  the  first  time. 

"When  Westerfield  was  courting  me,"  she  said,  "  his 
brother  (my  lord)  was  a  bachelor.  A  lady — if  one  can 
call  such  a  creature  a  lady  ! — was  living  under  his  pro- 
tection. He  told  Westerfield  he  was  very  fond  of  her, 
and  he  hated  the  idea  of  getting  married.  '  If  your  wife's 
first  child  turns  out  to  be  a  son,'  he  said,  '  there  is  an 
heir  to  the  title  and  estates,  and  I  may  go  on  as  I  am 
now.'  We  were  married  a  month  afterwards — and  when 
my  first  child  was  born  it  was  a  girl.  I  leave  you  to 
judge  what  the  disappointment  was  !  My  lord  (per- 
suaded, as  I  suspect,  by  the  woman  I  mentioned  just 
now)  ran  the  risk  of  waiting  another  year,  and  a  year 
afterwards,  rather  than  be  married.  Through  all  that 
time,  I  had  no  other  child  or  prospect  of  a  child.  His 
lordship  was  fairly  driven  into  taking  a  wife.  Ah,  how 
I  hate  her  !  Their  first  child  was  a  boy — a  big,  bouncing, 
healthy  brute  of  a  boy  !  And  six  months  afterwards,  my 
poor  little  fellow  was  born.  Only  think  of  it  !  And  tell 
ine,  Jemmy,  don't  I  deserve  to  be  a  happy  woman,  after 
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suffering  such  a  dreadful  disappointment  as  that  ?     Is  it 
true  that  you're  going  back  to  America  ?" 

"  Quite  true." 

"  Take  me  back  with  you." 

"  With  a  couple  of  children?" 

"  No.  Only  with  one.  I  can  dispose  of  the  other  in 
England.  Wait  a  little  before  you  say  No.  Do  you 
want  money  ?" 

"  You  couldn't  help  me,  if  I  did." 

"  Marry  me,  and  I  can  help  you  to  a  fortune." 

He  eyed  her  attentively,  and  saw  that  she  was  in 
earnest.     "  What  do  you  call  a  fortune?"  he  asked. 

"Five  thousand  pounds,"  she  answered. 

His  eyes  opened ;  his  mouth  opened ;  he  scratched 
his  head.  Evqn  his  impenetrable  nature  proved  to  be 
capable  of  receiving  a  shock.  Five  thousand  pounds  ! 
He  asked  faintly  for  "  a  drop  of  brandy." 

She  had  a  bottle  of  brandy  ready  for  him. 

"  You  look  quite  overcome,"  she  said. 

He  was  too  deeply  interested  in  the  restorative  in- 
fluence of  the  brandy  to  take  any  notice  of  this  remark. 
When  he  had  recovered  himself  he  was  not  disposed  to 
believe  in  the  five  thousand  pounds. 

"  Where's  the  proof  of  it?"  he  said  sternly. 

She  produced  her  husband's  letter.  "  Did  you  read 
the  Trial  of  Westerfield  for  casting  away  his  ship  ?"  she 
asked. 

"  I  heard  of  it." 

"  Will  you  look  at  this  letter?'* 

"Is  it  long?" 

"Yes." 

"  Then  suppose  you  read  it  to  me." 

He  listened  with  the  closest  attention  while  she  read. 
The  question  of  stealing  the  diamonds  (if  they  could  only 
be  found)  did  not  trouble  either  of  them.  It  was  a  settled 
question,  by  tacit  consent,  on  both  sides.  But  the  value 
in  money  of  the  precious  stones  suggested  a  doubt  that 
still  weighed  on  his  mind. 

"  How  do  you  know  they're  worth  five  thousand 
pounds  ?"  he  inquired. 

"  You  dear  old  stupid  1  Doesn't  Westerfield  himself 
say  so  in  his  letter  ?" 
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"  Bead  that  bit  again." 

She  read  it  again  :  "  After  the  two  calamities  of  the  loss 
of  the  ship,  and  the  disappearance  of  the  diamonds — ■ 
these  last  being  valued  at  five  thousand  pounds — I  re- 
turned to  England." 

Satisfied  so  far,  he  wanted  to  look  at  the  cypher  next. 
She  handed  it  to  him  with  a  stipulation:  "Yours, 
Jemmy,  on  the  day  when  you  marry  me." 

He  put  the  slip  of  paper  into  his  pocket.  "  Now  I've 
got  it,"  he  said,  "  suppose  I  keep  it  ?" 

A  woman  who  has  been  barmaid  at  a  public-house  is  a 
woman  not  easily  found  at  the   end  of  her  resources. 

In  that  case,"  she  curtly  remarked,  "  I  should  first  call 
in  the  police,  and  then  telegraph  to  my  husband's 
employers  in  Liverpool." 

He  handed  the  cypher  back.     "  I  was  joking,"  lie  said. 

"  So  was  I,"  she  answered. 

They  looked  at  each  other.  They  were  made  for  each 
other — and  they  both  felt  it.  At  the  same  time,  James 
kept  his  own  interests  steadily  in  view.  He  stated  the 
obvious  objection  to  the  cypher.  Experts  had  already 
tried  to  interpret  the  signs,  and  had  failed. 

"  Quite  true,"  she  added,  "  but  other  people  may 
succeed." 

"  How  are  you  to  find  them  ?" 

"  Leave  me  to  try.  Will  you  give  me  a  fortnight  from 
to-day?" 

"  All  right.     Anything  else  ?" 

"  One  thing  more.     Get  the  marriage  license  at  once." 

"  Why  ?" 

"  To  show  that  you  are  in  earnest." 

He  burst  out  laughing.  "  It  mightn't  be  much  amiss," 
he  said,  "  if  I  took  you  back  with  me  to  America;  you're 
the  sort  of  woman  we  want  in  our  new  saloon.  I'll  get 
the  license.     Good-night." 

As  he  rose  to  go,  there  was  a  soft  knock  at  the  dcor. 
A  little  girl,  in  a  shabby  frock,  ventured  to  show  herself 
in  the  room. 

"  What  do  you  want  here  ?"  her  mother  asked  sharply. 

Syd  held  out  a  small  thin  hand,  with  a  letter  in  it, 
which  represented  her  only  excuse.  Mrs.  Westerfield 
read  the  letter,  and  crumpled  it  up  in  her  pocket.     "  One 
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of  your  secrets?"  James  asked.  "Anything  about  the 
diamonds,  for  instance  ?" 

"  Wait  till  you  are  my  husband,"  she  f a:d,  "  and  then 
you  may  be  as  inquisitive  as  you  please."  Her  amiable 
sweetheart's  guess  had  actually  hit  the  mark.  During 
the  year  that  had  passed,  she  too  had  tried  her  luck 
among  the  Experts,  and  had  failed.  Having  recently 
heard  of  a  foreign  interpreter  of  cyphers,  she  had  written 
to  ask  his  terms.  The  reply  (just  received)  not  only 
estimated  his  services  at  an  extravagantly  high  rate,  but 
asked  cautious  questions  which  it  was  not  convenient  to 
answer.  Another  attempt  had  been  made  to  discover 
the  mystery  of  the  cypher,  and  made  in  vain. 

James  Bellbridge  had  his  moments  of  good-humour, 
and  was  on  those  rare  occasions  easily  amused.  He  eyed 
the  child  with  condescending  curiosity.  "  Looks  half 
starved,"  he  said — as  if  he  was  considering  the  case  of  a 
stray  cat.  "Hullo,  there!  Buy  a  bit  of  bread."  He 
tossed  a  penny  to  Syd  as  she  left  the  room ;  and  took  the 
opportunity  of  binding  his  bargain  with  Syd's  mother. 
"Mind!  if  I  take  you  to  New  York,  I'm  not  to  be 
burdened  with  both  your  children.  Is  that  girl  the  one 
you  leave  behind  you  ?" 

Mrs.  WesterHelJ  smiled  sweetly,  and  answered :  "  Yes, 
dear." 

l.—Tha  Cyplicr. 

An  advertisement  in  the  newspapers,  addressed  to 
persons  skilled  in  the  interpretation  of  cyphers,  now  re- 
presented Mrs.  Westerfield's  only  chance  of  discovering 
where  the  diamonds  were  hidden.  The  first  answer  that 
she  received  made  some  amends  for  previous  disappoint- 
ment. It  offered  references  to  gentlemen,  whose  names 
were  in  themselves  a  sufficient  guarantee.  She  verified 
the  references  nevertheless,  and  paid  a  visit  to  her  corre- 
spondent on  the  same  day. 

His  personal  appearance  was  not  in  his  favour— he 
was  old  and  dirty,  infirm  and  poor.  His  mean  room 
was  littered  with  shabby  books.  None  of  the  ordinary 
courtesies  of  life  seemed  to  be  known  to  him ;  he  neither 
wished  Mrs.  Westerfield  good-morning  nor  asked  her 
to  take  a  seat.     When  she  attempted  to  enter  into  ex- 
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planations  relating  to  her  errand,  lie  rudely  interrupted 
her. 

"  Show  me  your  cypher,"  he  said;  "I  don't  promise 
to  study  it  unless  I  find  it  worth  my  while." 

Mrs.  Westerfield  was  alarmed. 

" Do  you  mean  that  you  want  a  large  sum  of  money?" 
she  asked. 

"  I  mean  that  I  don't  waste  my  time  on  easy  cyphers 
invented  by  fools." 

She  laid  the  slip  of  paper  on  his  desk. 

'Waste  your  time  on  that,"  she  said  satirically,  "and 
see  how  you  like  it !" 

He  examined  it — first  with  his  bleared  red-rimmed 
eyes ;  then  with  a  magnifying-glass.  The  only  expres- 
sion of  opinion  that  escaped  him  was  indicated  by  his 
actions.  He  shut  up  his  book,  and  gloated  over  the 
signs  and  characters  before  him.  On  a  sudden  he  looked 
at  Mrs.  Westerfield.  "How  did  you  come  by  this?"  he 
asked. 

"  That's  no  business  of  yours." 

"  In  other  words,  you  have  reasons  of  your  own  for  not 
answering  my  question  ?" 

"  Yes." 

Drawing  his  own  inferences  from  that  reply,  he  showed 
his  three  last-left  yellow  teeth  in  a  horrid  grin.  "  I 
understand  !"  he  said,  speaking  to  himself.  He  looked 
at  the  cypher  once  more,  and  put  another  question : 
"  Have  you  got  a  copy  of  this  ?" 

It  had  not  occurred  to  her  to  take  a  copy.  He  rose 
and  pointed  to  his  empty  chair.  His  opinion  of  the 
cypher  was,  to  all  appearance,  forced  to  express  itself  by 
the  discovery  that  there  was  no  copy. 

"  Do  you  know  what  might  happen  ?"  he  asked.  "The 
only  cypher  that  has  puzzled  me  for  the  last  ten  years 
might  be  lost — or  stolen — or  burnt  if  there  was  a  fire  in 
the  house.  You  deserve  to  be  punished  for  your  careless- 
ness.    Make  the  copy  yourself." 

This  desirable  suggestion  (uncivilly  as  it  was  expressed) 
had  its  effect  upon  Mrs.  Westerfield.  Her  marriage  de- 
pended on  that  precious  slip  of  paper.  She  was  confirmed 
in  her  opinion  that  this  very  disagreeable  man  might 
nevertheless  be  a  man  to  be  trusted. 
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"Shall  you  be  long  in  finding  out  what  it  means?" 
she  asked,  when  her  task  was  completed. 

He  carefully  compared  the  copy  with  the  original — and 
then  he  replied : 

"  Days  may  pass  before  I  can  find  the  clue  ;  I  won't 
attempt  it  unless  you  give  me  a  week." 

She  pleaded  for  a  shorter  interval.  He  coolly  handed 
back  her  papers  ;  the  original  and  the  copy. 

"  Try  somebody  else,"  he  suggested — and  opened  his 
book  again.     Mrs.  Westerfield   yielded  with  the  worst 
possible  grace.     In  granting  him  the  week  of  delay,  she 
approached  the  subject  of  his  fee  for  the  second  time 
"  How  much  will  it  cost  me?"  she  inquired. 

"  I'll  tell  you  when  I've  done." 

"  That  won't  do  !     I  must  know  the  amount  first." 

He  handed  her  back  her  papers  for  the  second  time. 
Mrs.  Westerfield's  experience  of  poverty  had  never  been 
the  experience  of  such  independence  as  this.  In  sheer 
bewilderment,  she  yielded  again.  He  took  back  the 
original  cypher,  and  locked  it  up  in  his  desk.  "Call 
here  this  day  week,"  he  said — and  returned  to  his 
book. 

"  You  are  not  very  polite,"  she  told  him,  on  leaving 
the  room. 

"  At  any  rate,"  he  answered,  "I  don't  interrupt  people 
when  they  are  reading." 

The  week  passed. 

Eepeating  her  visit,  Mrs.  Westerfield  found  him  still 
seated  at  his  desk,  still  surrounded  by  his  books,  still 
careless  of  the  polite  attentions  that  he  owed  to  a  lady. 

"  Well  ?"  she  asked,  "  have  you  earned  your  money?" 

"  I  have  found  the  clue." 

"What  is  it?"  she  burst  out.  "Tell  me  the  sub- 
stance.    I  can't  wait  to  read." 

He  went  on  impenetrably  with  what  he  had  to  say. 
"  But  there  are  some  minor  combinations,  which  I  have 
still  to  discover  to  my  own  satisfaction.  I  want  a  few 
days  more." 

She  positively  refused  to  comply  with  this  request. 
"  Write  down  the  substance  of  it,"  she  repeated,  "  and 
tell  me  what  I  owe  you." 

He  handed  her  back  her  cypher  for  the  third  time. 
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The  woman  who  could  have  kept  her  temper,  under 
such  provocation  as  this,  may  be  found  when  the 
mathematician  is  found  who  can  square  the  circle,  or 
the  inventor  who  can  discover  perpetual  motion.  With 
a  furious  look,  Mrs.  Westerfield  expressed  her  opinion  of 
the  philosopher  in  two  words:  "You  brute!"  She 
failed  to  produce  the  slightest  impression  on  him. 

"My  work,"  he  proceeded,  "must  be  well  done  or 
not  clone  at  all.  This  is  Saturday,  eleventh  of  the 
month.     We  will  say  the  evening  of  Wednesday  next." 

Mrs.  Westerfield  sufficiently  controlled  herself  to  be 
able  to  review  her  engagements  for  the  coming  week. 
On  Thursday,  the  delay  exacted  by  the  marriage  license 
would  expire,  and  the  wedding  might  take  place.  On 
Friday,  the  express  train  conveyed  passengers  to 
Liverpool,  to  be  in  time  for  the  departure  of  the  steamer 
for  New  York  on  Saturday  morning.  Having  made 
these  calculations,  she  asked,  with  sulky  submission,  if 
she  was  expected  to  call  again  on  the  Wednesday 
evening. 

"  No.  Leave  me  your  name  and  address.  I  will 
send  you  the  cypher,  interpreted,  at  eight  o'clock." 

Mrs.  Westerfield  laid  one  of  her  visiting  cards  on  his 
desk,  and  left  him. 

8. — The  Diamonds. 

The  new  week  was  essentially  a  week  of  events. 

On  the  Monday  morning,  Mrs.  Westerfield  and  her 
faithful  James  had  their  first  quarrel.  She  took  the 
liberty  of  reminding  him  that  it  was  time  to  give  notice 
of  the  marriage  at  the  church,  and  to  secure  berths  in 
the  steamer  for  herself  and  her  son.  Instead  of  answer- 
ing one  way  or  another,  James  asked  how  the  Expert 
was  getting  on. 

"  Has  your  old  man  found  out  where  the  diamonds 
are  ?" 

"Not  yet." 

"  Then  we'll  wait  till  he  does." 

"Do  you  believe  my  word?"  Mrs.  Westerfield  asked 
curtly. 

James  Bellbridge  answered,  with  Roman  brevity, 
"No." 
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This  was  an  insult;  Mrs  Westerfiela  expressed  her 
sense  of  it.  She  rose,  and  pointed  to  the  door.  "  Go 
back  to  America,  as  soon  as  you  please,"  she  said  ;  "  and 
find  the  money  you  want — if  you  can." 

As  a  proof  that  she  was  in  earnest  she  took  her  copy 
of  the  cypher  out  of  the  bosom  of  her  dress,  and  threw 
it  into  the  fire.  "  The  original  is  safe  in  my  old  man's 
keeping,"  she  added.     "  Leave  the  room." 

James  rose  with  suspicious  docility,  and  walked  out, 
having  his  own  private  ends  in  view. 

Half  an  hour  later,  Mrs.  Westerfield's  old  man  was 
interrupted  over  his  work  by  a  person  of  bulky  and 
blackguard  appearance,  whom  he  had  never  seen 
before. 

The  stranger  introduced  himself  as  a  gentleman  who 
was  engaged  to  marry  Mrs.  Westerfield :  he  requested 
(not  at  all  politely)  to  be  permitted  to  look  at  the  cypher. 
He  was  asked  if  he  had  brought  a  written  order  to  that 
effect,  signed  by  the  lady  herself.  Mr.  Bellbridge, 
resting  his  fists  on  the  writting-table,  answered  that 
he  had  corr,e  to  look  at  the  cypher  on  his  own  sole 
responsibility,  and  that  he  insisted  on  seeing  it 
immediately  "  Allow  me  to  show  you  something  else 
first,"  was  the  reply  he  received  to  this  assertion  of  his 
will  and  pleasure.  "Do  you  know  a  loaded  pistol,  sir, 
when  you  see  it  ?"  The  barrel  of  the  pistol  approached 
within  three  inches  of  the  barman's  big  head  as  he  leaned 
over  the  writing-table.  For  once  in  his  life  he  was 
taken  by  surprise.  It  had  never  occurred  to  him  that  a 
professed  interpreter  of  cyphers  might  sometimes  be 
trusted  with  secrets  which  placed  him  in  a  position  of 
danger,  and  might  therefore  have  wisely  taken  measures 
to  protect  himself.  No  power  of  persuasion  is  comparable 
to  the  power  possessed  by  a  loaded  pistol.  James  left 
the  room;  and  expressed  his  sentiments  in  language 
which  has  not  yet  found  its  way  into  any  English 
Dictionary. 

But  he  had  two  merits,  when  his  temper  was  in  a 
state  of  repose.  He  knew  when  he  was  beaten ;  and 
he  thoroughly  appreciated  the  value  of  the  diamonds. 
When  Mrs.  Westerfield  saw  him  again,  on  the  next  day, 
he    appeared    with  undeniable  claims   on    her  mercy. 
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Notice  of  the  marriage  had  been  received  at  the  church ; 
and  a  cabin  had  been  secured  for  her  on  board  the 
steamer. 

Her  prospects  being  thus-settled,  to  her  own  satisfac- 
tion, Mrs.  Westerfield  was  at  liberty  to  make  her 
arrangements  for  the  desertion  of  poor  little  Syd. 

The  person  on  whose  assistance  she  could  rely  was  an 
unmarried  elder  sister,  distinguished  as  proprietor  of  a 
cheap  girls'  school  in  one  of  the  suburbs  of  London. 
This  lady — known  to  local  fame  as  Miss  Wigger — bad 
already  proposed  to  take  Syd  into  training  as  a  pupil 
teacher.  "I'll  force  the  child  on,"  Miss  Wigger 
promised,  "  till  she  can  earn  her  board  and  lodging  by 
taking  my  lowest  class.  "When  she  gets  older  she  will 
replace  my  regular  governess,  and  I  shall  save  the  salary." 

With  this  proposal  waiting  for  a  reply,  Mrs.  Wester- 
field had  only  to  inform  her  sister  that  it  was  accepted. 
"  Come  here,"  she  wrote,  "  on  Friday  next,  at  any  time 
before  two  o'clock,  and  Syd  shall  be  ready  for  you. 
P.S. — I  am  to  be  married  again  on  Thursday,  and  start 
for  America  with  my  husband  and  my  boy  by  next 
Saturday's  steamer." 

The  letter  was  posted ;  and  the  mother's  anxious 
mind  was,  to  use  her  own  phrase,  relieved  of  another 
worry. 

As  the  hour  of  eight  drew  near  on  Wednesday 
evening,  Mrs.  Westerfield's  anxiety  forced  her  to  find 
relief  in  action  of  some  kind.  She  opened  the  door  of 
her  sitting-room,  and  listened  on  the  stairs.  It  still 
wanted  a  few  minutes  to  eight  o'clock,  when  there  was 
a  ring  at  the  house-bell.  She  ran  down  to  open  the  door. 
The  servant  happened  to  be  in  the  hall,  and  answered 
the  bell.  The  next  moment  the  door  was  suddenly 
closed  again. 

"  Anybody  there  ?"  Mrs.  Westerfield  asked. 

"  No,  ma'am." 

This  seemed  strange.  Had  the  old  wretch  deceived 
Ler,  after  all?  "  Look  in  the  letter-box,"  she  called  out. 
The  servant  obeyed,  and  found  a  letter.  Mrs.  Wester- 
field tore  it  open,  standing  on  the  stairs.  It  contained 
half  a  sheet  of  common  note-paper.  The  interpretation 
of  the  cypher  was  written  on  it  in  these  words  : — 


30  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

"  Bemember  Number  12,  Purbeck  Eoacl,  St.  John's 
Wood.  Go  to  the  summer-house  in  the  back  garden. 
Count  to  the  fourth  plank  in  the  floor,  reckoning  from 
the  side  wall  on  the  right  as  you  enter  the  summer-house. 
Prize  up  the  plank.  Look  under  the  mould  and  rubbish, 
Pind  the  diamonds." 

Not  a  word  of  explanation  accompanied  these  lines. 
Neither  had  the  original  cypher  been  returned.  The 
strange  old  man  had  earned  his  money,  and  had  not 
attended  to  receive  it — had  not  even  sent  word  where  or 
how  it  might  be  paid  !  Had  he  delivered  his  letter 
himself  ?  He  (or  his  messenger)  had  gone  before  the 
house  door  could  be  opened  ! 

A  sudden  suspicion  of  him  turned  her  cold.  Had  he 
stolen  the  diamonds  ?  She  was  on  the  point  of  sending 
for  a  cab,  and  driving  to  his  lodgings,  when  James  came 
in,  eager  to  know  if  the  interpretation  had  arrived. 

Keeping  her  suspicions  to  herself,  she  merely  informed 
him  that  the  interpretation  was  in  her  hands.  He  at 
once  asked  to  see  it.  She  refused  to  show  it  to  him 
until  he  had  made  her  his  wife.  "  Put  a  chisel  in  your 
pocket,  when  we  go  to  church,  to-morrow  morning," 
was  the  one  hint  she  gave  him.  As  thoroughly  worthy 
of  each  other  as  ever,  the  betrothed  lovers  distrusted 
each  other  to  the  last. 

At  eleven  o'clock  the  next  morning  they  were  united 
in  the  bonds  of  wedlock  ;  the  landlord  and  the  landlady  of 
the  public-house  in  which  they  had  both  served  being 
the  only  witnesses  present.  The  children  were  not 
permitted  to  see  the  ceremony.  On  leaving  the  church 
door,  the  married  pair  began  their  honeymoon  by  driving 
to  St.  John's  Wood. 

A  dirty  printed  notice,  in  a  broken  window,  announced 
that  the  House  was  To  Let ;  and  a  sour-tempered  woman 
informed  them  that  they  were  free  to  look  at  the  rooms. 

The  bride  was  in  the  best  of  humours.  She  set  the 
bridegroom  the  example  of  keeping  up  appearances  by 
examining  the  dilapidated  house  first.  This  done,  she 
said  sweetly  to  the  person  in  charge,  "  May  we  look  at 
the  garden  ?" 

The  woman  made  a  strange  answer  to  this  request. 
"  That's  curious,"  she  said. 
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James  interfered  for  the  first  time.  "  What's  curious  ?" 
ho  asked  roughly 

"  Among  all  the  idle  people  who  have  come  here,  at 
one  time  or  another,  to  see  this  house,"  the  woman 
said ;  "  only  two  have  wanted  to  look  at  the  garden." 

James  turned  on  his  heel,  and  made  for  the  summer- 
house,  leaving  it  to  his  wife  to  pursue  the  subject  or  not 
as  she  pleased.     She  did  pursue  the  subject. 

"  I  am  one  of  the  persons,  of  course,"  she  said. 
"  Who  is  the  other  ?" 

"  An  old  man  came  on  Monday." 

The  bride's  pleasant  smile  vanished. 

"  What  sort  of  person  was  he?"  she  asked. 

The  sour-tempered  woman  became  sourer  than  ever. 

"  Oh,  how  can  I  tell !     A  brute.     There  !" 

"  A  brute  !"  The  very  words  which  the  new  Mrs. 
Bell  bridge  had  herself  used  when  the  Expert  had 
irritated  her.  With  serious  misgivings,  she,  too,  turned 
her  steps  in  the  direction  of  the  garden. 

James  had  already  followed  her  instructions  and  used 
his  chisel.  Tho  plank  lay  loose  on  the  floor.  With  both 
his  big  hands  he  rapidly  cleared  away  the  mould  and  the 
rubbish.  In  a  few  minutes  the  hiding-place  was  laid 
bare. 

They  looked  into  it.  They  looked  at  each  other. 
There  was  tho  empty  hole,  telling  its  own  story.  The 
diamonds  were  gone. 

9.— ThcMotlm. 

Mrs.  Bollbridgo  eyed  her  husband,  prepared  for  a. 
furious  outbreak  of  rage.  He  stood  silent,  staring 
stupidly  straight  before  him.  The  shock  that  had  fallen 
on  his  dull  brain  had  stunned  it.  For  the  time,  he  was 
a  big  idiot — speechless,  harmless,  helpless. 

She  put  back  the  rubbish,  and  replaced  the  plank,  and 
picked  up  the  chisel.  "  Come,  James,"  she  said;  "pull 
yourself  together."  It  was  useless  to  speak  to  him. 
She  took  his  arm,  and  led  him  out  to  the  cab  that  was 
waiting  at  the  door. 

The  driver,  helping  him  to  get  in,  noticed  a  piece  of 
paper  lying  on  the  front  seat.  Advertisements,  seeking 
publicity   under    all   possible    circumstances,    are    occa- 
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sionally  sent  flying  into  the  open  windows  of  vehicles. 
The  driver  was  about  to  throw  the  paper  away,  when 
Mrs.  Bellbridge  (seeing  it  on  the  other  side)  took  it 
out  of  his  hand.  "It  isn't  print,"  she  said;  "it's 
writing."  A  closer  examination  showed  that  the  writing 
was  addressed  to  herself.  Her  correspondent  must  have 
followed  her  to  the  church,  as  well  as  to  the  house  in  St. 
John's  Wood.  He  distinguished  her  by  the  nama  which 
she  had  changed  that  morning,  under  the  sanction  of  the 
clergy  and  the  law. 

This  was  what  she  read  :  "  Don't  trouble  yourself, 
madam,  about  the  diamonds.  You  have  made  a  mistake 
— you  have  employed  the  wrong  man." 

Those  words — and  no  more.  Enough,  surely,  to 
justify  the  conclusion  that  he  had  stolen  the  diamonds. 
Was  it  worth  while  to  drive  to  his  lodgings  ?  They  tried 
the  experiment.  The  Expert  had  gone  away  on  busi- 
ness— nobody  knew  where. 

The  newspaper  came  as  usual  on  Friday  morning.  To 
Mrs.  Bellbridge's  amazement  it  set  the  question  of  the 
theft  at  rest,  on  the  highest  authority.  An  article  ap- 
peared, in  a  conspicuous  position,  thus  expressed : 

"  xAnother  of  the  many  proofs  that  truth  is  stranger 
than  fiction  has  just  occurred  at  Liverpool.  A  highly 
respected  firm  of  shipowners  in  that  city  received  a 
strange  letter  at  the  beginning  of  the  present  week. 
Premising  that  he  had  some  remarkable  circumstances 
to  communicate,  the  writer  of  the  letter  entered  abruptly 
on  the  narrative  which  follows  :  A  mend  of  his — con- 
nected with  literature — had,  it  appeared,  noticed  a  lady's 
visiting  card  left  on  his  desk,  and  had  been  reminded  by 
it  (in  what  way  it  was  not  necessary  to  explain)  of  a 
criminal  case  which  had  excited  considerable  public  in- 
terest at  the  time,  viz.,  the  trial  of  Captain  Westerfield 
for  wilfully  casting  away  a  ship  under  his  command. 
Never  having  heard  of  the  trial,  the  writer,  at  his 
friend's  suggestion,  consulted  a  file  of  newspapers — dis- 
covered the  report — and  became  aware,  for  the  first  time, 
that  a  collection  of  Brazilian  diamonds,  consigned  to  th9 
Liverpool  firm,  was  missing  from  the  wrecked  vessel 
when  she  had  been  boarded  by  the  salvage  party,  and 
had  not  been  found  since.     Events,  which  it  was  im- 
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possible  for  him  to  mention  (seeing  that  doing  so  would 
involve  a  breach  of  confidence  placed  in  him  in  his  pro- 
fessional capacity),  had  revealed  to  his  knowledge  a 
hiding-place  in  which  these  same  diamonds,  in  all  pro- 
bability, were  concealed.  This  circumstance  had  left 
him  no  alternative,  as  an  honest  man,  but  to  be  before- 
hand with  the  persons,  who  (as  he  believed)  contem- 
plated stealing  the  precious  stones.  He  had,  accordingly, 
taken  them  under  his  protection,  until  they  were  iden- 
tified and  claimed  by  the  rightful  owners.  In  now  ap- 
pealing to  these  gentlemen,  he  stipulated  that  the  claim 
should  be  set  forth  in  writing,  addressed  to  him  under 
initials  at  a  post-office  in  London.  If  the  lost  property  was 
identified  to  his  satisfaction,  he  would  meet — at  a  specified 
place  and  on  a  certain  day  and  hour — a  person  accredited 
by  the  firm,  and  would  personally  restore  the  diamonds, 
without  claiming  (or  consenting  to  receive)  a  reward. 
The  conditions  being  complied  with,  this  remarkable  in- 
terview took  place ;  the  writer  of  the  letter,  described  as 
an  infirm  old  man  very  poorly  dressed,  fulfilled  his  en- 
gagement, took  his  receipt,  and  walked  away  without 
even  waiting  to  be  thanked.  It  is  only  an  act  of  justice 
to  add  that  the  diamonds  were  afterwards  counted,  and 
not  one  of  them  was  missing." 

Miserable,  deservedly-miserable  married  pair.  The 
stolen  fortune,  on  which  they  had  counted,  had  slipped 
through  their  fingers.  The  berths  in  the  steamer  for 
New  York  had  been  taken  and  paid  for.  James  had 
married  a  woman  with  nothing  besides  herself  to  bestow 
on  him,  except  an  incumbrance  in  the  shape  of  a  boy. 

Late  on  the  fatal  wedding-day  his  first  idea,  when  he 
was  himself  again  after  the  discovery  in  the  summer- 
house,  was  to  get  back  his  passage-money,  to  abandon 
his  wife  and  his  stepson,  and  to  escape  to  America  in  a 
French  steamer.  He  went  to  the  office  of  the  English 
company,  and  offered  the  places  which  he  had  taken  for 
sale.  The  season  of  the  year  was  against  him ;  the 
passenger-traffic  to  America  was  at  its  lowest  ebb,  and 
profits  depended  upon  freights  alone.  If  he  still  con- 
templated deserting  his  wife,  he  must  also  submit  to 
sacrifice  his  money.  The  other  alternative  was  (as  he 
expressed  it  himself)  to  "  have  his  pennyworth  for  his 
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penny,  and  to  turn  his  family  to  some  good  account  in 
New  York."  He  had  not  quite  decided  what  to  do  when 
he  got  home  again  on  the  evening  of  his  marriage. 

At  that  critical  moment  in  her  life  the  bride  was  equal 
to  the  demand  on  her  resources. 

If  she  was  foolish  enough  to  allow  James  to  act  on  his 
natural  impulses,  there  were  probably  two  prospects 
before  her.  In  one  state  of  his  temper,  he  might  knock 
her  down.  In  another  state  of  his  temper,  he  might 
leave  her  behind  him.  Her  only  hope  of  protecting  her- 
self, in  either  case,  was  to  tame  the  bridegroom.  In  his 
absence,  she  wisely  armed  herself  with  the  most  irri- 
sistible  fascinations  of  her  sex.  Never  yet  had  he  seen 
her  dressed  as  she  was  dressed  when  he  came  home. 
Never  yet  had  her  magnificent  eyes  looked  at  him  as 
they  looked  now.  Emotions  for  which  he  was  not  pre- 
pared overcame  this  nmch  injured  man :  he  stared  at 
the  bride  in  helpless  surprise.  That  inestimable  moment 
of  weakness  was  all  Mrs.  Bellbridge  asked  for.  Be- 
wildered by  his  own  transformation,  James  found  himself 
reading  the  newspaper  the  next  morning  sentimentally, 
with  his  arm  round  his  wife's  waist. 

By  a  refinement  of  cruelty,  no  one  word  had  been 
said  to  prepare  little  Syd  for  the  dreary  change  that  was 
now  close  at  hand  in  her  young  life.  The  poor  child  had 
seen  the  preparations  for  departure,  and  had  tried  to 
imitate  her  mother  in  packing  up.  She  had  collected 
her  few  morsels  of  darned  and  ragged  clothing,  and  had 
gone  upstairs  to  put  them  into  one  of  the  dilapidated 
old  trunks  in  the  garret  play-ground,  when  the  servant 
was  sent  to  bring  her  back  to  the  sitting-room.  There, 
enthroned  in  an  easy- chair,  sat  a  strange  lady ;  and 
there,  hiding  behind  the  chair  in  undisguised  dislike  of 
the  visitor,  was  her  little  brother  Eoderick.  Syd  looked 
timidly  at  her  mother  ;  and  her  mother  said  : 

"  Here  is  your  aunt." 

The  personal  appearance  of  Miss  Wigger  might  have 
suggested  a  modest  distrust  of  his  own  abilities  to 
Lavater,  when  that  self-sufficient  man  wrote  his  famous 
work  on  Physiognomy.  "Whatever  betrayal  of  her  inner 
self  her  laoe  might  have  presented,  in  the  distant  time 
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when  she  was  young,  was  now  completely  overlaid  by  a 
surface  of  flabby  fat  which,  assisted  by  green  spectacles, 
kept  the  virtues  (or  vices)  of  this  woman's  nature  a  pro- 
found secret  until  she  opened  her  lips.  When  she  used 
her  voice,  she  let  out  the  truth.  Nobody  could  hear  her 
speak,  and  doubt  for  a  moment  that  she  was  an  in- 
veterately  ill-natured  woman. 

"Make  your  curtsey,  child!"  said  Miss  Wigger. 
Nature  had  so  toned  her  voice  as  to  make  it  worthy  of 
the  terrors  of  her  face.  But  for  her  petticoats,  it  would 
have  been  certainly  taken  for  the  voice  of  a  man. 

The  child  obeyed,  trembling. 

"  You  are  to  go  away  with  me,"  the  schoolmistress 
proceeded,  "  and  to  be  taught  to  make  yourself  useful 
under  my  roof." 

Syd  seemed  to  be  incapable  of  understanding  the  fate 
that  was  in  store  for  her.  She  sheltered  herself  behind 
her  merciless  mother.  "  I'm  going  away  with  you, 
Mamma,"  she  said — "  with  you  and  Eick." 

Her  mother  took  her  by  the  shoulders,  and  pushed  her 
across  the  room  to  her  aunt. 

The  child  looked  at  the  formidable  female  creature 
with  the  man's  voice  and  the  green  spectacles. 

"  You  belong  to  me,"  said  Miss  Wigger,  by  way  of 
encouragement,  "  and  I  have  come  to  take  you  away." 
At  those  dreadful  words,  terror  shook  little  Syd  from 
head  to  foot.  She  fell  on  her  knees  with  a  cry  of  misery 
that  might  have  melted  the  heart  of  a  savage.  "  Oh, 
Mamma,  Mamma,  don't  leave  rue  behind  !  What  have 
I  done  to  deserve  it  ?  Oh,  pray,  pray,  pray  have  some 
pity  on  me !" 

Her  mother  was  as  selfish  and  as  cruel  a  woman  as 
ever  lived.  But  even  her  hard  heart  felt  faintly  the  in- 
fluence of  the  most  intimate  and  most  sacred  of  all 
human  relationships.  Her  florid  cheeks  turned  pale. 
She  hesitated. 

Miss  Wigger  marked  (through  her  own  green  medium) 
that  moment  of  maternal  indecision — and  saw  that  it  was 
time  to  assert  her  experience  as  an  instructress  of  youth. 

"  Leave  it  to  me,"  she  said  to  her  sister.  "  You  never 
did  know,  and  you  never  will  know,  how  to  manage 
children." 

3—2 
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She  advanced.  The  child  threw  herself  shrieking  on 
the  floor.  Miss  Wigger's  long  arms  caught  her  up- 
held her — shook  her.  "  Be  quiet,  you  imp  !"  It  was 
needless  to  tell  her  to  be  quiet.  Syd's  little  curly  head 
sank  on  the  schoolmistress's  shoulder.  She  was  carried 
into  exile  without  a  word  or  a  cry — she  had  fainted. 

10.— The  School. 

Time's  march  moves  slowly,  where  weary  lives  languish 
in  dull  places. 

Dating  from  one  unkept  and  unacknowledged  birthday 
to  another,  Sydney  Westerfield  had  attained  the  sixth 
year  of  her  martyrdom  at  School.  In  that  long  interval 
no  news  ,of  her  mother,  her  brother,  or  her  stepfather 
had  reached  England  :  she  had  received  no  letter,  she  had 
not  even  heard  a  report.  Without  friends,  and  without 
prospects,  Eoderick  Westerfield's  daughter  was,  in  the 
saddest  sense  of  the  word,  alone  in  the  world. 

The  hands  of  the  ugly  old  clock  in  the  schoolroom 
were  approaching  the  time  when  the  studies  of  the  morn- 
ing would  come  to  an  end.  Wearily  waiting  for  their 
release,  the  scholars  saw  an  event  happen  which  was  a 
novelty  in  their  domestic  experience.  The  maid-of-all- 
work  audaciously  put  her  head  in  at  the  door,  and  inter- 
rupted Miss  Wigger  conducting  the  education  of  the 
first-class. 

"  If  you  please,  miss,  there's  a  gentleman " 

Having  uttered  these  introductory  words,  she  was 
reduced  to  silence  by  the  tremendous  voice  of  her 
mistress. 

"Haven't  I  forbidden  you  to  come  here  in  school- 
hours?     Go  away  direc    y  !" 

Hardened  by  a  life  of  drudgery,  under  conditions  of 
perpetual  scolding,  the  servant  stood  her  ground,  and  re- 
covered the  use  of  her  tongue. 

"  There's  a  gentleman  in  the  drawing-room,"  she  per- 
sisted. Miss  Wigger  tried  to  interrupt  her  again.  "  And 
here's  his  card !"  she  shouted,  in  a  voice  that  was  the 
loudest  of  the  two. 

Being  a  mortal  creature,  the  schoolmistress  was  acces- 
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sible  to  the  promptings  of  curiosity.  She  snatched  tho 
card  out  of  the  girl's  hand. 

Mr.  Herbert  Linley,  Mount  Morven,  Perthshire.  "  I 
don't  know  this  person,"  Miss  Wigger  declared.  "  You 
wretch,  have  you  let  a  thief  into  the  house?" 

"A  gentleman,  if  ever  I  see  one  yet,"  the  servant 
asserted. 

"Hold  your  tongue!  Did  he  ask  for  me?  Do  you 
hear?" 

"  You  told  me  to  hold  my  tongue.  No ;  he  didn't  ask 
for  you." 

"  Then  who  did  he  want  to  see  ?" 

"  It's  on  his  card." 

Miss  Wigger  referred  to  the  card  again,  and  discovered 
(faintly  traced  in  pencil)  these  words  :  "  To  see  Miss 
S.  W" 

The  schoolmistress  instantly  looked  at  Miss  Wester- 
field.  Miss  Westerfield  rose  from  her  place  at  the  head 
of  her  class. 

The  pupils,  astonished  at  this  daring  act,  all  looked  at 
the  teacher — their  natural  enemy,  appointed  to  supply 
them  with  undesired  information  derived  from  hated 
books.  They  saw  one  of  Mother  Nature's  favourite 
daughters ;  designed  to  be  the  darling  of  her  family,  and 
the  conqueror  of  hearts  among  men  of  all  tastes  and 
ages.  But  Sydney  Westerfield  had  lived  for  six  weary 
years  in  the  place  of  earthly  torment,  kept  by  Miss 
Wigger  under  the  name  of  a  school.  Every  budding 
beauty,  except  the  unassailable  beauty  of  her  eyes  and 
her  hair,  had  been  nipped  under  the  frosty  superinten- 
dence of  her  maternal  aunt.  Her  cheeks  were  hollow  ; 
her  delicate  lips  were  pale  ;  her  shabby  dress  lay  flat 
over  her  bosom.  Observant  people,  meeting  her  when 
she  was  out  walking  with  the  girls,  were  struck  by  her 
darkly  gentle  eyes,  and  by  the  patient  sadness  of  her 
expression.  "What  a  pity  !"  they  said  to  each  other. 
"  She  would  be  a  pretty  girl,  if  she  didn't  look  so 
wretched  and  so  thin." 

At  a  loss  to  understand  the  audacity  of  her  teacher  in 
rising  before  the  class  was  dismissed,  Miss  Wigger  began 
by  asserting  her  authority.  She  did  in  two  words  :  "  Sit 
down  !" 
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"  I  wish  to  explain,  ma'am." 

"  Sit  down." 

"  I  beg,  Miss  Wigger,  that  you  will  allow  me  to 
explain." 

"  Sydney  Westerfield,  you  are  setting  the  worst  pos- 
sible example  to  your  class.  I  shall  see  this  man  myself. 
Will  you  sit  down  ?" 

Pale  already,  Sydney  turned  paler  still.  She  obeyed 
the  word  of  command — to  the  high  delight  of  the  girls  of 
her  class.  It  was  then  within  ten  minutes  of  the  half- 
hour  after  twelve — when  the  pupils  were  dismissed  to  the 
playground  while  the  cloth  was  laid  for  dinner.  What 
use  would  the  teacher  make  of  that  half -hour  of  freedom? 

In  the  meanwhile  Miss  Wigger  had  entered  her  draw- 
ing-room. With  the  slightest  possible  inclination  of  her 
head,  she  eyed  the  stranger  through  her  green  spectacles. 
Even  under  that  disadvantage  his  appearance  spoke  for 
itself.  The  servant's  estimate  of  him  was  beyond  dis- 
pute. Mr.  Herbert  Liuley's  good  breeding  was  even 
capable  of  suppressing  all  outward  expression  of  the 
dismay  that  he  felt,  on  finding  himself  face  to  face  with 
the  formidable  person  who  had  received  him. 

"  What  is  your  business,  if  you  please  ?"  Miss  Wigger 
began. 

Men,  animals,  and  buildings  wear  out  with  years,  and 
submit  to  their  hard  lot.  Time  only  meets  with  flat  con- 
tradiction when  he  ventures  to  tell  a  woman  that  she  is 
growing  old.  Herbert  Linley  had  rashly  anticipated 
that  the  "young  lady,"  whom  it  was  the  object  of  his 
visit  to  see,  would  prove  to  be  young  in  the  literal  sense 
of  the  word.  When  he  and  Miss  Wigger  stood  face  to 
face,  if  the  door  had  been  set  open  for  him,  he  would 
have  left  the  house  with  the  greatest  pleasure. 

"I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  calling,"  he  said,  "in 
answer  to  an  advertisement.  May  I  ask  " — he  paused, 
and  took  a  newspaper  from  the  pocket  of  his  overcoat — 
"if  I  have  the  honour  of  speaking  to  the  lady  who  is 
mentioned  here  ?" 

He  opened  the  newspaper,  and  pointed  to  the  adver- 
tisement. 

Miss  Wigger's  eyes  rested — not  on  the  passage  indi- 
cated, but  on  the  visitor's  glove.     It  fitted  him  to  such 
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perfection  that  it  suggested  the  enviable  position  in  life 
which  has  gloves  made  to  order.  He  politely  pointed 
again.  Still  inaccessible  to  the  newspaper,  Miss  Wigger 
turned  her  spectacles  next  to  the  front  window  of  the 
room,  and  discovered  a  handsome  carriage  waiting  at  the 
door.  (Money  evidently  in  the  pockets  of  those  beautiful 
trousers,  worthy  of  the  gloves  !)  As  patiently  as  ever, 
Limey  pointed  for  the  third  time,  and  drew  Miss  Wigger's 
attention  in  the  right  direction  at  last.  She  read  the 
advertisement. 

"  A  Young  Lady  wishes  to  be  employed  in  the  educa- 
tion of  a  little  girl.  Possessing  but  few  accomplishments, 
and  having  been  only  a  junior  teacher  at  a  school,  she 
offers  her  services  on  trial,  leaving  it  to  her  employer  to 
pay  whatever  salary  she  may  be  considered  to  deserve,  if 
she  obtains  a  permanent  engagement.  Apply,  by  letter, 
to  S.  W.,  14,  Delta  Gardens,  N.E." 

"  Most  impertinent !"  said  Miss  Wigger. 

Mr.  Linley  looked  astonished. 

"  I  say,  most  impertinent !"  Miss  Wigger  repeated. 

Mr.  Linley  attempted  to  pacify  this  terrible  woman. 
"  It's  very  stupid  of  me,"  he  said ;  "  I  am  afraid  I  don't 
quite  understand  you." 

"  One  of  my  teachers  has  issued  an  advertisement,  and 
has  referred  to  My  address,  without  first  consulting  Me. 
Have  I  made  myself  understood,  sir?"  She  looked  at 
the  carriage  again,  when  she  called  him  "  sir." 

Not  even  Linley's  capacity  for  self-restraint  could 
repress  the  expression  of  relief,  visible  in  his  brightening 
face,  when  he  discovered  that  the  lady  of  the  advertise- 
ment and  the  lady  who  terrified  him  were  two  different 
persons. 

"Have  I  made  myself  understood?"  Miss  Wiggcr 
repeated. 

"  Perfectly,  Madam.  At  the  same  time,  I  am  afraid 
I  must  own  that  the  advertisement  has  produced  a 
favourable  impression  on  me." 

"  I  fail  entirely  to  see  why,"  Miss  Wigger  remarked. 

"  There  is  surely,"  Linley  repeated,  "  something 
straightforward — I  might  almost  say,  something  innocent 
— in  the  manner  in  which  the  writer  expresses  herself. 
She  seems  to  be  singularly  modest  on  the  subject  of  her 
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own  attainments,  and  unusually  considerate  of  the  interests 
of  others.     I  hope  you  will  permit  me ?" 

Before  he  could  add,  "  to  see  the  young  lady,"  the 
door  was  opened  :  a  young  lady  entered  the  room. 

Was  she  the  writer  of  the  advertisement  ?  He  felt 
sure  of  it,  for  no  better  reason  than  this :  the  moment 
he  looked  at  her  she  interested  him.  It  was  an  interest 
new  to  Linley,  in  his  experience  of  himself.  There  was 
nothing  to  appeal  to  his  admiration  (by  way  of  his  senses) 
in  the  pale  worn  young  creature  who  stood  near  the 
door,  resigned  beforehand  to  whatever  reception  she 
might  meet  with.  The  poor  teacher  made  him  think  of 
his  happy  young  wife  at  home — of  his  pretty  little  girl, 
the  spoilt  child  of  the  household.  He  looked  at  Sydney 
Westerfield  with  a  heartfelt  compassion  which  did  honour 
to  them  both." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  coming  here?"  Miss  Wigger 
inquired. 

She  answered  gently,  but  not  timidly.  The  tone  in 
which  the  mistress  had  spoken  had  evidently  not  shaken 
her  resolution,  so  far. 

"  I  wish  to  know,"  she  said,  "if  this  gentleman  desires 
to  see  me,  on  the  subject  of  my  advertisement  ?" 

"  Your  advertisement  ?"  Miss  Wigger  repeated.  "Miss 
Westerfield  !  how  dare  you  beg  for  employment  in  a 
newspaper,  without  asking  my  leave  ?" 

"  I  only  waited  to  tell  you  what  I  had  done,  till  I  knew 
whether  my  advertisement  would  be  answered  or  not." 

She  spoke  as  calmly  as  before,  still  submitting  to  the 
insolent  authority  of  the  schoolmistress  with  a  steady 
fortitude,  very  remarkable  in  any  girl — and  especially  in 
a  girl  whose  face  revealed  a  sensitive  nature.  Linley 
approached  her,  and  said  his  few  kind  words  before  Miss 
Wigger  could  assert  herself  for  the  third  time. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  taken  a  liberty  in  answering  you 
personally,  when  I  ought  to  have  answered  by  letter. 
My  only  excuse  is  that  I  have  no  time  to  arrange  for  an 
interview,  in  London,  by  correspondence.  I  live  in 
Scotland,  and  I  am  obliged  to  return  by  the  mail  to- 
night." 

He  paused.  She  was  looking  at  him.  Did  she  under- 
stand him  ? 
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She  understood  him  only  too  well.  For  the  first  time, 
poor  soul,  in  the  miserable  years  of  her  school  life,  she 
saw  eyes  that  rested  on  her  with  the  sympathy  that  is 
too  truly  felt  to  be  uttered  in  words.  The  admirable 
resignation  which  had  learnt  its  first  hard  lesson  under 
her  mother's  neglect — which  had  endured,  in  after-years, 
the  daily  persecution  that  heartless  companionship  so 
well  knows  how  to  inflict — failed  to  sustain  her,  when 
one  kind  look  from  a  stranger  poured  its  balm  into  the 
girl's  sore  heart.  Her  head  sank ;  her  wasted  figure 
trembled ;  a  few  tears  dropped  slowly  on  the  bosom  of 
her  shabby  dress.  She  tried,  desperately  tried,  to  control 
herself.  "I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  was  all  she  could  say; 
"I  am  not  very  well." 

Miss  Wigger  tapped  her  on  the  shoulder  and  pointed 
to  the  door.  "  Are  you  well  enough  to  see  your  way 
out  ?"  she  asked. 

Linley  turned  on  the  wretch  with  a  mind  divided 
between  wonder  and  disgust.  "  Good  God,  what  has 
she  done  to  deserve  being  treated  in  tbat  way?"  he 
asked. 

Miss  Wigger's  mouth  widened;  Miss  Wigger's  fore- 
head developed  new  wrinkles.  To  own  it  plainly,  the 
schoolmistress  smiled. 

When  it  is  of  serious  importance  to  a  man  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  a  woman's  true  nature — say ,  when  he  contem- 
plates marriage — his  one  poor  chance  of  arriving  at  a  right 
conclusion  is  to  find  himself  provoked  by  exasperating  cir- 
cumstances, and  to  fly  into  a  passion.  If  the  lady  flies 
into  a  passion  on  her  side,  he  may  rely  on  it  that  her 
faults  are  more  than  balanced  by  her  good  qualities.  If, 
on  the  other  hand,  she  exhibits  the  most  admirable  self- 
control,  and  sets  him  an  example  which  ought  to  make 
him  ashamed  of  himself,  he  has  seen  a  bad  sign,  and  he 
will  do  well  to  remember  it. 

Miss  Wigger's  self-control  put  Herbert  Linley  in  the 
wrong,  before  she  took  the  trouble  of  noticing  what  he 
had  said. 

"  If  you  were  not  out  of  temper,"  she  replied,  "  I 
might  have  told  you  that  I  don't  allow  my  house  to  be 
made  an  office  for  the  engagement  of  governesses.  As  it 
is,  I  merely  remind  you  that  your  carriage  is  at  the  door." 
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He  took  the  only  course  that  was  open  to  him  ;  he 
took  his  hat. 

Sydney  turned  away  to  leave  the  room.  Linley  opened 
the  door  for  her.  "  Don't  be  discouraged,"  he  whispered 
as  she  passed  him  ;  "  you  shall  hear  from  me."  Having 
said  this,  he  made  his  parting  bow  to  the  schoolmistress. 
Miss  Wigger  held  up  a  peremptory  forefinger,  and  stopped 
him  on  his  way  out.  He  waited,  wondering  what  she 
would  do  next.     She  rang  the  bell. 

"  You  are  in  the  house  of  a  gentlewoman,"  Miss 
Wigger  explained.  "My  servant  attends  visitors,  when 
they  leave  me."  A  faint  smell  of  soap  made  itself  felt  in 
the  room  :  the  maid  appeared,  wiping  her  smoking  arms 
on  her  apron.  "Door.  I  wish  you  good  morning" — 
were  the  last  words  of  Miss  Wigger. 

Leaving  the   house,  Linley  slipped  a  bribe  into  the 
servant's  hand.     "  I  am  going  to  write  to  Miss  Wester- 
field,"  he  said.    "  Will  you  see  that  she  gets  my  letter?" 
"  That  I  will !" 

He  was  surprised  by  the  fervour  with  which  the  girl 
answered  him.  Absolutely  without  vanity,  he  had  no 
suspicion  of  the  value  which  his  winning  manner,  his 
kind  brown  eyes,  and  his  sunny  smile  had  conferred  on 
his  little  gift  of  money.  A  handsome  man  was  an 
eighth  wonder  of  the  world,  at  Miss  Wigger's  school. 

At  the  first  stationer's  shop  that  he  passed,  he  stopped 
the  carriage,  and  wrote  his  letter. 

"  I  shall  be  glad  indeed  if  I  can  offer  you  a  happier 
life  than  the  life  you  are  leading  now.  It  rests  with  you 
to  help  me  to  do  this.  Will  you  send  me  the  address  of 
your  parents,  if  they  are  in  London,  or  the  name  of  any 
friend  with  whom  I  can  arrange  to  give  you  a  trial  as 
governess  to  my  little  girl  ?  I  am  waiting  your  answer 
in  the  neighbourhood.  If  any  hindrance  should  prevent 
you  from  replying  at  once,  I  add  the  name  of  the  hotel 
at  which  I  am  staying — so  that  you  may  telegraph  to 
me,  before  I  leave  London  to-night." 

The  stationer's  boy,  inspired  by  a  private  view  of  half- 
a-crown,  set  off  at  a  run — and  returned  at  a  run  with  a 
reply. 

"I  have  neither  parents  nor  friends,  and  I  have  just 
been   dismissed   from   my   employment   at   the    school. 
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Without  references  to  speak  for  me,  I  must  not  take 
advantage  of  your  generous  offer.  Will  you  help  me  to 
bear  my  disappointment,  by  permitting  me  to  see  you, 
for  a  few  minutes  only,  at  your  hotel  ?  Indeed,  indeed, 
sir,  I  am  not  forgetful  of  what  I  owe  to  my  respect  for 
you,  and  my  respect  for  myself.  I  only  ask  leave  to 
satisfy  you  that  I  am  not  quite  unworthy  of  the  interest 
which  you  have  been  pleased  to  feel  in — S.  W  " 

In  those  sad  words,   Sydney  Westerfleld   announced 
that  she  had  completed  her  education. 


THE    STORY. 

FIRST  LOOK. 
CHAPTEE    I. 

MRS.  PRESTY  PRESENTS  HERSELF. 

Not  far  from  the  source  of  the  famous  river,  which  rises 
in  the  mountains  between  Loch  Katrine  and  Loch 
Lomond,  and  divides  the  Highlands  and  the  Lowlands 
of  Scotland,  travellers  arrive  at  the  venerable  grey  walls 
of  Mount  Morven ;  and,  after  consulting  their  guide 
books,  ask  permission  to  see  the  house. 

What  would  be  called,  in  a  modern  place  of  residence, 
the  first  floor,  is  reserved  for  the  occupation  of  the 
family.  The  great  hall  of  entrance,  and  its  quaint  old 
fireplace  ;  the  ancient  rooms  on  the  same  level  opening 
out  of  it,  are  freely  shown  to  strangers.  Cultivated 
travellers  express  various  opinions  relating  to  the  family 
portraits,  and  the  elaborately  carved  ceilings.  The  un- 
instructed  public  declines  to  trouble  itself  with  criticism. 
It  looks  up  at  the  towers  and  the  loopholes,  the  battle- 
ments and  the  rusty  old  guns,  which  still  bear  witness  to 
the  perils  of  past  times  when  the  place  was  a  fortress — 
it  enters  the  gloomy  hall,  walks  through  the  stone-paved 
rooms,  stares  at  the  faded  pictures,  and  wonders  at  the 
lofty  chimneypieces  hopelessly  out  of  reach.  Some- 
times it  sits  on  chairs  which  are  as  cold  and  as  hard  as 
iron,  or  timidly  feels  the  legs  of  immovable  tables  which 
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might  be  legs  of  elephants  so  far  as  size  is  concerned. 
When  these  marvels  have  been  duly  admired,  and  the 
guide  books  are  shut  up,  the  emancipated  tourists, 
emerging  into  light  and  air,  all  find  the  same  social 
problem  presented  by  a  visit  to  Mount  Morven  :  "  How 
can  the  family  live  in  such  a  place  as  that  ?" 

If  these  strangers  on  their  travels  had  been  permitted 
to  ascend  to  the  first  floor,  and  had  beeninvited  (for  example) 
to  say  good-night  to  Mrs.  Linley's  pretty  little  daughter, 
they  would  have  seen  the  stone  walls  of  Kitty's  bed- 
chamber snugly  covered  with  velvet  hangings  which  kept 
out  the  cold;  they  would  have  trod  on  a  doubly-laid 
carpet,  which  set  the  chilly  influences  of  the  pavement 
beneath  it  at  defiance ;  they  would  have  looked  at  a 
bright  little  bed,  of  the  last  new  pattern,  worthy  of  a 
child's  deeply  delicious  sleep ;  and  they  would  only  have 
discovered  that  the  room  was  three  hundred  years  old 
when  they  had  drawn  aside  the  window  curtains,  and 
had  revealed  the  adamantine  solidity  of  the  outer  walls. 
Or,  if  they  had  been  allowed  to  pursue  their  investiga- 
tions a  little  farther,  and  had  found  their  way  next  into 
Mrs.  Linley's  sitting-room,  here  again  a  transformation 
scene  would  have  revealed  more  modern  luxury,  pre- 
sented in  the  perfection  which  implies  restraint  within 
the  limits  of  good  taste.  But  on  this  occasion,  instead 
of  seeing  the  head  of  a  lively  little  child  on  the  pillow, 
side  by  side  with  the  head  of  her  doll,  they  would  have 
encountered  an  elderly  lady  of  considerable  size,  fast 
asleep  and  snoring  in  a  vast  arm-chair,  with  a  book  on 
her  lap.  The  married  men  among  the  tourists  would 
have  recognised  a  mother-in-law,  and  would  have  set 
an  excellent  example  to  the  rest ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
example  of  leaving  the  room. 

The  lady  composed  under  the  soporific  influence  of 
literature  was  a  person  of  importance  in  the  house — 
holding  rank  as  Mrs.  Linley's  mother  ;  and  being  other- 
wise noticeable  for  having  married  two  husbands,  and 
survived  them  both. 

The  first  of  these  gentlemen — the  Eight  Honourable 
Joseph  Norman — had  been  a  member  of  Parliament,  and 
had  taken  office  under  Government.  Mrs.  Linley  was 
his  one. surviving  child.     He  died  at  an  advanced  age; 
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leaving  his  handsome  widow  (young  enough,  as  she  was 
always  ready  to  mention,  to  be  his  daughter)  well 
provided  for,  and  an  object  of  matrimonial  aspiration  to 
single  gentlemen  who  admired  size  in  a  woman,  set  off 
by  money.  After  hesitating  for  some  little  time,  Mrs. 
Norman  accepted  the  proposal  of  the  ugliest  and  dullest 
man  among  the  ranks  of  her  admirers.  Why  she  became 
the  wife  of  Mr.  Presty  (known  in  commercial  circles  as 
a  merchant  enriched  by  the  sale  of  vinegar)  she  was 
never  able  to  explain.  Why  she  lamented  him,  with 
tears  of  sincere  sorrow,  when  he  died  after  two  years  of 
married  life,  was  a  mystery  which  puzzled  her  nearest 
and  dearest  friends.  And  why,  when  she  indulged  (a 
little  too  frequently)  in  recollections  of  her  married  life, 
she  persisted  in  putting  obscure  Mr.  Presty  on  a  level 
with  distinguished  Mr.  Norman,  was  a  secret  which  this 
remarkable  woman  had  never  been  known  to  reveal. 
Presented  by  their  widow  with  the  strictest  impartiality 
to  the  general  view,  the  characters  of  these  two  husbands 
combined,  by  force  of  contrast,  the  ideal  of  manly  perfec- 
tion. That  is  to  say,  the  vices  of  Mr.  Norman  were  the 
virtues  of  Mr.  Presty  ;  and  the  vices  of  Mr.  Presty  were 
the  virtues  of  Mr.  Norman. 

Returning  to  the  sitting-room  after  bidding  Kitty  good- 
night, Mrs.  Linley  discovered  the  old  lady  asleep,  and 
saw  that  the  book  on  her  mother's  lap  was  sliding  off. 
Before  she  could  check  the  downward  movement,  the  book 
fell  on  the  floor,  and  Mrs.  Presty  woke. 

"  Oh,  Mamma,  I  am  so  sorry !  I  was  just  too  late  to 
catch  it." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,  my  dear.  I  dare  say  I  should  go 
to  sleep  again,  if  I  went  on  with  my  novel." 

"  Is  it  really  as  dull  as  that  ?" 

"Dull?"  Mrs.  Presty  repeated.  "You  are  evidently 
not  aware  of  what  the  new  school  of  novel  writing  is 
doing.  The  new  school  provides  the  public  with  sooth- 
ing fiction." 

"Are  you  speaking  seriously,  Mamma?" 

"  Seriously,  Catherine — and  gratefully.  These  new 
writers  are  so  good  to  old  women.  No  story  to  excite 
our  poor  nerves ;  no  improper  characters  to  cheat  us 
out  of  our  sympathies  ;  no  dramatic  situations  to  frighten 
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us  ;  exquisite  management  of  details  (as  the  reviews  say), 
and  a  masterly  anatomy  of  human  motives  which — I 
know  what  I  mean,  my  dear,  but  I  can't  explain  it." 

"  I  think  I  understand,  Mamma.  A  masterly 
anatomy  of  human  motives  which  is  in  itself  a  motive  of 
human  sleep.  No;  I  won't  borrow  your  novel  just 
now.  I  don't  want  to  go  to  sleep  ;  I  am  thinking  of 
Herbert  in  London." 

Mrs.  Presty  consulted  her  watch. 

"  Your  husband  is  no  longer  in  London,"  she 
announced;  "  he  has  begun  his  journey  home.  Give  me 
the  railway  guide,  and  I'll  tell  you  when  he  will  be  here 
to-morrow.  You  may  trust  me,  Catherine,  to  make  no 
mistakes.  Mr.  Presty's  wonderful  knowledge  of  figures 
has  been  of  the  greatest  use  to  me  in  later  life.  Thanks 
to  his  instructions,  I  am  the  only  person  in  the  house 
who  can  grapple  with  the  intricacies  of  our  railway 
system.  Your  poor  father,  Mr.  Norman,  never  could 
understand  time-tables,  and  never  attempted  to  conceal 
his  deficiencies.  He  had  none  of  the  vanity  (harmless 
vanity,  perhaps)  which  led  poor  Mr.  Presty  to  express 
positive  opinions  on  matters  of  which  he  knew  nothing, 
such  as  pictures  and  music.  What  do  you  want, 
Malcolm?" 

The  servant  to  whom  this  question  was  addressed 
answered  :  "  A  telegram,  ma'am,  for  the  mistress." 

Mrs.  Linley  recoiled  from  the  message  when  the  man 
offered  it  to  her.  Not  usually  a  very  demonstrative 
person,  the  feeling  of  alarm  which  had  seized  on  her 
only  expressed  itself  in  a  sudden  change  of  colour.  "  An 
accident !"  she  said  faintly.  "  An  accident  on  the 
railway  !" 

Mrs.  Presty  opened  the  telegram. 

"  If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  a  Cabinet  Minister,"  she 
said  to  her  daughter,  "you  would  have  been  too  well 
used  to  telegrams  to  let  them  frighten  you.  Mr.  Presty 
(who  received  his  telegrams  at  his  office)  was  not  quite 
just  to  the  memory  of  my  first  husband.  He  used  to 
blame  Mr.  Norman  for  letting  me  see  his  telegrams. 
But  Mr.  Presty's  nature  had  all  the  poetry  in  which  Mr. 
Norman's  nature  was  deficient.  He  saw  the  angelic 
side  of   women — and   thought   telegrams  and  business, 
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and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  unworthy  of  our  mission.  I 
don't  exactly  understand  what  our  mission  is " 

"  Mamma  !  Mamma  !  is  Herbert  hurt  ?" 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  !  Nobody  is  hurt ;  there  has 
been  no  accident." 

"  Then  why  does  he  telegraph  to  me  ?" 

Hitherto,  Mrs.  Presty  had  only  looked  at  the  message. 
She  now  read  it  through  attentively  to  the  end.  Her 
face  assumed  an  expression  of  stern  distrust.  She  shook 
her  head. 

"  Eead  it  yourself,"  she  answered ;  "  and  remember 
what  I  told  you,  when  you  trusted  your  husband  to 
find  a  governess  for  my  grandchild.  I  said  :  '  You  don't 
know  men  as  I  do.'  I  hope  you  may  not  live  to  repent 
it." 

Mrs.  Linley  was  too  fond  of  her  husband  to  let 
this  pass.  "Why  shouldn't  I  trust  him?"  she  asked. 
"  He  was  going  to  London  on  business — and  it  was  an 
excellent  opportunity." 

Mrs.  Presty  disposed  of  this  weak  defence  of  her 
daughter's  conduct  by  waving  her  hand.  "Eead  your 
telegram,"  she  repeated  with  dignity,  "  and  judge  for 
yourself." 

Mrs.  Linley  read  : 

"  I  have  engaged  a  governess.  She  will  travel  in  the 
same  train  with  me.  I  think  I  ought  to  prepare  you  to 
receive  a  person  whom  you  may  be  surprised  to  see. 
She  is  very  young,  and  very  inexperienced  ;  quite  unlike 
the  ordinary  run  of  governesses.  When  you  hear  how 
cruelly  the  poor  girl  has  been  used,  I  am  sure  you  will 
sympathize  with  her  as  I  do." 

Mrs.  Linley  laid  down  the  message,  with  a  smile. 

"  Poor  dear  Herbert !"  she  said  tenderly.  "  After  we 
have  been  eight  years  married,  is  he  really  afraid  that  I 
shall  be  jealous?  Mamma!  Why  are  you  looking  so 
serious?" 

Mrs.  Presty  took  the  telegram  from  her  daughter,  and 
read  extracts  from  it  with  indignant  emphasis  of  voice 
and  manner. 

"  Travels  in  the  same  train  with  him.  Very  young, 
and  very  inexperienced.  And  he  sympathizes  with  her. 
Ha !     I  know  the  men,  Catherine — I  know  the  men  !" 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

THE  GOVEENESS  ENTEES. 

Me.  Heebeet  Linley  arrived  at  his  own  house  in  the 
forenoon  of  the  next  day.  Mrs.  Linley,  running  out  to 
the  head  of  the  stairs  to  meet  her  husband,  saw 
him  approaching  her  without  a  travelling  companion. 
"  Where  is  the  governess  ?"  she  asked — when  the  first 
salutes  allowed  her  an  opportunity  of  speaking. 

"  On  her  way  to  bed,  poor  soul,  under  the  care  of  the 
housekeeper,"  Linley  answered. 

"Anything  infectious,  my  dear  Herbert?"  Mrs. 
Presty  inquired,  appearing  at  the  breakfast-room  door. 

Linley  addressed  his  reply  to  his  wife : 

"  Nothing  more  serious,  Catherine,  than  want  of 
strength.  She  was  in  such  a  state  of  fatigue,  after  our 
long  night  journey,  that  I  had  to  lift  her  out  of  the 
carriage." 

Mrs.  Presty  listened  with  an  appearance  of  the 
deepest  interest.  "  Quite  a  novelty  in  the  way  of  a 
governess,"  she  said.     "  May  I  ask  what  her  name  is  ?" 

"  Sydney  Westerfield." 

Mrs.  Presty  looked  at  her  daughter  and  smiled 
satirically 

Mrs.  Linley  remonstrated. 

"  Surely,"  she  said,  "  you  don't  object  to  the  young 
lady's  name  I" 

"I  have  no  opinion  to  offer,  Catherine.  I  don't 
believe  in  the  name." 

"  Oh,  Mamma,  do  you  suspect  that  it's  an  assumed 
name?" 

"  My  dear,  I  haven't  a  doubt  that  it  is.  May  I  ask 
another  question  ?"  the  old  lady  continued,  turning  to 
Linlev.  "  What  references  did  Miss  Westerfield  give 
you?" 

"  No  references  at  all." 

Mrs.  Presty  rose  with  the  alacrity  of  a  young  woman, 
and  hurried  to  the  door.  "  Follow  my  example,"  she 
said  to  her  daughter,  on  her  way  out.  "  Lock  up  your 
jewel-box." 
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Linley  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief  when  he  was  left 
alone  with  his  wife.  "  What  makes  your  mother  so 
particularly  disagreeable  this  morning?"  he  inquired. 

"  She  doesn't  approve,  dear,  of  my  leaving  it  to  you  to 
choose  a  governess  for  Kitty." 

"Where  is  Kitty?" 

"  Out  on  her  pony,  for  a  ride  over  the  hills.  Why  did 
you  send  a  telegram,  Herbert,  to  prepare  me  for  the 
governess?  Did  you  really  think  I  might  be  jealous  of 
Miss  Westerfield  ?" 

Linley  burst  out  laughing.  "  No  such  idea  entered 
my  head,"  he  answered.  "  It  isn't  in  you,  my  clear,  to 
be  jealous." 

Mrs.  Linley  was  not  quite  satisfied  with  this  view  of 
her  character.  Her  husband's  well-intended  compliment 
reminded  her  that  there  are  occasions  when  any  woman 
may  be  jealous,  no  matter  how  generous  and  how  gentle 
she  may  be.     "We  won't  go  quite  so  far  as  that,"  she 

said  to  him,  "  because "     She  stopped,  unwilling  to 

dwell  too  long  on  a  delicate  subject.  He  jocosely 
finished  the  sentence  for  her.  "  Because  we  don't  know 
what  may  happen  in  the  future  ?"  he  suggested ; 
making  another  mistake  by  making  a  joke. 

Mrs.  Linley  returned  to  the  subject  of  the  governess. 

"  I  don't  at  all  say  what  my  mother  says,"  she 
resumed ;  "  but  was  it  not  just  a  little  indiscreet  to 
engage  Miss  Westerfield  without  any  references  ?" 

"  Unless  I  am  utterly  mistaken,"  Linley  replied,  "you 
would  have  been  quite  as  indiscreet,  in  my  place.  If 
you  had  seen  the  horrible  woman  who  persecuted  and 
insulted  her " 

His  wife  interrupted  him.  "  How  did  all  this  happen, 
Herbert  ?  Who  first  introduced  you  to  Miss  Westerfield  ?" 

Linley  mentioned  the  advertisement,  and  described 
his  interview  with  the  school-mistress.  Having  next 
acknowledged  that  he  had  received  a  visit  from  Miss 
Westerfield  herself,  he  repeated  all  that  she  had  been 
able  to  tell  him  of  her  father's  wasted  life  and  melan- 
choly end.  Really  interested  by  this  time,  Mrs.  Linley 
was  eager  for  more  information.  Her  husband  hesitated. 
"I  would  rather  you  heard  the  rest  of  it  from  Miss 
Westerfield,"  he  said — "  in  my  absence." 
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"  Why  in  your  absence  ?" 

"  Because  she  can  speak  to  you  more  freely,  when  I 
am  not  present.  Hear  her  tell  her  own  story,  and  then 
let  me  know  whether  you  think  I  have  made  a  mistake. 
I  submit  to  your  decision  beforehand,  whichever  way  it 
may  incline." 

Mrs.  Linlcy  rewarded  him  with  a  kiss.  If  a  married 
stranger  had  seen  them,  at  that  moment,  he  would  havo 
been  reminded  of  forgotten  days — the  days  of  his  honey- 
moon. 

"  And  now,"  Linley  resumed,  "  suppose  we  talk  a 
little  about  ourselves.  I  haven't  seen  my  brother  yet. 
Where  is  Eandal?" 

"  Stavinsr  at  the  farm  to  look  after  your  interests.  Wo 
expect  him  to  come  back  to-day  Ah,  Herbert,  what  do 
we  not  all"  owe  to  that  dear  good  brother  of  yours? 
There  is  really  no  end  to  his  kindness.  The  last  of  our 
poor  Highland  families  who  have  emigrated  to  America 
have  had  their  expenses  privately  paid  by  Sandal.  Tho 
wife  has  written  to  me,  and  has  let  out  the  secret. 
There  is  an  American  newspaper,  among  the  letters  that 
are  waiting  your  brother's  return,  sent  to  him  as  a  little 
mark  of  attention  by  these  good  grateful  people." 
Having  alluded  to  the  neighbours  who  had  left  Scotland, 
Mrs.  Linley  was  reminded  of  other  neighbours  who  had 
remained.  She  was  still  relating  events  of  local  interest, 
when  the  clock  interrupted  her  by  striking  the  hour  of 
the  nursery  dinner.  What  had  become  of  Kitty  ?  Mrs. 
Linley  rose  and  rang  the  bell  to  make  inquiries. 

On  the  point  of  answering,  the  servant  looked  round 
at  the  open  door  behind  him.  He  drew  aside,  and 
revealed  Kitty,  in  the  corridor,  hand  in  hand  with 
Sydney  Westerfield — who  timidly  hesitated  at  entering 
the  room.  "Here  she  is,  Mamma,"  cried  tho  child. 
"  I  think  she's  afraid  of  you  ;  help  me  to  pull  her  in." 

Mrs.  Linley  advanced  to  receive  the  new  member  of 
her  household,  with  the  irresistible  grace  and  kindness 
which  charmed  every  stranger  who  approached  her. 
"  Oh,  it's  all  right,"  said  Kitty.  "  Syd  likes  me,  and  I 
like  Syd.  What  do  you  think  ?  She  lived  in  London 
with  a  cruel  woman  who  never  gave  her  enough  to  eat. 
See  what  a  good  girl  I  am !     I'm  beginning  to  feed  her 
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already."  Kitty  pulled  a  box  of  sweetmeats  out  of  her 
pocket,  and  handed  it  to  the  governess  with  a  tap  on  the 
lid,  suggestive  of  an  old  gentleman  offering  a  pinch  of 
snuff  to  a  friend. 

"  My  dear  child,  you  mustn't  speak  of  Miss  Wester- 
field  in  that  way  !  Pray  excuse  her,"  said  Mrs.  Linley, 
turning  to  Sydney  with  a  smile;  "  I  am  afraid  she  has 
been  disturbing  you  in  your  room." 

Sydney's  silent  answer  touched  the  mother's  heart ; 
she  kissed  her  little  friend.  "  I  hope  j'ou  will  let  her 
call  me  Syd,"  she  said  gently;  "it  reminds  me  of  a 
happier  time."  Her  voice  faltered;  she  could  say  no 
more.  Kitty  explained,  with  the  air  of  a  grown  person 
encouraging  a  child.  "  I  know  all  about  it,  Mamma. 
She  means  the  time  when  her  Papa  was  alive.  She  lost 
her  Papa  when  she  was  a  little  girl  like  me.  I  didn't 
disturb  her.  I  only  said,  '  My  name's  Kitty ;  may  I 
get  up  on  the  bed  ?'  And  she  was  quite  willing  ;  and  we 
talked.  And  I  helped  her  to  dress."  Mrs.  Linley  led 
Sydney  to  the  sofa,  and  stopped  the  flow  of  her 
daughter's  narrative.  The  look,  the  voice,  the  manner 
of  the  governess  had  already  made  their  simple  appeal 
to  her  generous  nature.  When  her  husband  took  Kitty's 
hand  to  lead  her  with  him  out  of  the  room,  she 
whispered  as  he  passed:  "  You  have  done  quite  right; 
I  haven't  a  doubt  of  it  now !" 


CHAPTEE  III. 

MRS.  PEE  STY  CHANGES  HER  MIND. 

The  two  ladies  were  alone. 

Widely  as  the  lot  in  life  of  one  differed  from  the  lot  in 
life  of  the  other,  they  presented  a  contrast  in  personal 
appearance  which  "was  more  remarkable  still.  In  the 
prime  of  life,  tall  and  fair — the  beauty  of  her  delicate 
complexion  and  her  brilliant  blue  eyes  rivalled  by  the 
charm  of  a  figure  which  bad  arrived  at  its  mature  perfec* 
tion  of  development — Mrs.  Linley  sat  side  by  side  with 
a  frail  little  dark-eyed  creature,  thin  and  pale,  whose 
Vvasted  face  bore  patient  witness  to  the  three  crueller 
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privations  under  which  youth  can  suffer — want  of  fresh 
air,  want  of  nourishment,  and  want  of  kindness.  The 
gentle  mistress  of  the  house  wondered  sadly  if  this  lost 
child  of  misfortune  was  capable  of  seeing  the  brighter 
prospect  before  her  that  promised  enjoyment  of  a 
happier  life  to  come. 

"  I  was  afraid  to  disturb  you  while  you  were  resting," 
Mrs.  Linley  said.  "  Let  me  hope  that  my  housekeeper 
has  done  what  I  might  have  dons  myself,  if  I  had  seen 
you  when  you  arrived." 

"  The  housekeeper  has  been  all  that  is  good  and  kind 
to  me,  Madam." 

"Don't  call  me  'Madam;'  it  sounds  so  formal — call 
me  '  Mrs.  Linley.'  You  must  not  think  of  beginning  to 
teach  Kitty  till  you  feel  stronger  and  better.  I  see  but 
too  plainly  that  you  have  not  been  happy.  Don't  think 
of  your  past  life,  or  speak  of  your  past  life." 

"Forgive  me,  Mrs.  Linley;  my  past  life  is  my  one 
excuse  for  having  ventured  to  come  into  this  house." 

"  In  what  way,  my  dear  ?" 

At  the  moment  when  that  question  was  put,  the  closed 
curtains  which  separated  the  breakfast-room  from  the 
library  were  softly  parted  in  the  middle.  A  keen  old 
face,  strongly  marked  by  curiosity  and  distrust,  peeped 
through — eyed  the  governess  with  stern  scrutiny — and 
retired  again  into  hiding.  The  introduction  of  a  stranger 
(without  references)  into  the  intimacy  of  the  family 
circle  was,  as  Mrs.  Presty  viewed  it,  a  crisis  in  domestic 
history.  Conscience,  with  its  customary  elasticity, 
adapted  itself  to  the  emergency,  and  Linley' s  mother-in- 
law  stole  information  behind  the  curtain — in  Linley 's 
best  interests,  it  is  quite  needless  to  say. 

The  talk  of  the  two  ladies  went  on,  without  a 
suspicion  on  either  side  that  it  was  overheard  by  a  third 
person. 

Sydney  explained  herself. 

"  If  I  had  led  a  happier  life,"  she  said,  "  I  might 
have  been  able  to  resist  Mr.  Linley's  kindness.  I  con- 
cealed nothing  from  him.  He  knew  that  I  had  no 
friends  to  speak  for  me ;  he  knew  that  I  had  been 
dismissed  from  my  employment  at  the  school.  Oh,  Mrs. 
Linley,  everything  I  said  v/hich  would  have  made  other 
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people  suspicious  of  me  made  him  feel  for  me  !  I  began 
to  wonder  whether  he  was  an  angel  or  a  man.  If  he 
had  not  prevented  it,  I  should  have  fallen  on  my  knees 
before  him.  Hard  looks  and  hard  words  I  could  have 
endured  patiently,  but  I  had  not  seen  a  kind  look,  I  had 
not  heard  a  kind  word,  for  more  years  than  I  can  reckon 
up.  That  is  all  I  can  say  for  myself;  I  leave  the  rest 
to  your  mercy." 

"  Say  my  sympathy,"  Mrs.  Linley  answered,  "  and 
you  need  say  no  more.  But  there  is  one  thing  I  should 
like  to  know.  You  have  not  spoken  to  me  of  your 
mother.     Have  you  lost  both  your  parents  ?" 

"No." 

"  Then  you  were  brought  up  by  your  mother?" 

"Yes." 

"  You  surely  had  some  experience  of  kindness  when 
you  were  a  child?" 

A  third  short  answer  would  have  been  no  very  grateful 
return  for  Mrs.  Linley's  kindness.  Sydney  had  no  choice 
but  to  say  plainly  what  her  experience  of  her  mother  had 
been. 

"  Are  there  such  women  in  the  world!"  Mrs.  Linley 
exclaimed.     "  Where  is  your  mother  now?" 

"  In  America — I  think." 

"You  think?" 

"  My  mother  married  again,"  said  Sydney.  "  She 
went  to  America  with  her  husband  and  my  little  brother, 
six  years  ago." 

"  And  left  you  behind  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  And  she  has  never  written  to  you  ?" 

"  Never." 

This  time,  Mrs.  Linley  kept  silence ;  not  without  an 
effort.  Thinking  of  Sydney's  mother — and  for  one 
morbid  moment  seeing  her  own  little  darling  in  Sydney's 
place — she  was  afraid  to  trust  herself  to  speak  while 
the  first  impression  was  vividly  present  to  her  mind. 

"  I  will  only  hope,"  she  replied,  after  waiting  a  little, 
"  that  some  kind  person  pitied  and  helped  you  when  you 
were  deserted.  Any  change  must  have  been  for  the 
better  after  that.     Who  took  charge  of  you?" 

"  My  mother's   sister  took  charge   of  me ;  an   elder 
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sister,  who  kept  a  school.  The  time  when  I  was  most 
unhappy  was  the  time  when  my  aunt  began  to  teach  me. 
'  If  you  don't  want  to  be  beaten,  and  kept  on  bread  and 
water,'  she  said,  '  learn,  you  ug'y  little  wretch,  and  be 
quick  about  it.'  " 

"  Did  she  speak  in  that  shameful  way  to  the  other 
girls  ?" 

"  Oh  no  !  I  was  taken  into  her  school  for  nothing, 
and,  young  as  I  was,  I  was  expected  to  earn  my  food 
and  shelter  by  being  fit  to  teach  the  lowest  class.  The 
girls  hated  me.  It  was  such  a  wretched  life  that  I 
hardly  like  to  speak  of  it  now.  I  ran  away,  and  I  was 
caught,  and  severely  punished.  When  I  grew  older  and 
wiser,  I  tried  to  find  some  other  employment  for  myself. 
The  elder  girls  bought  penny  journals  that  published 
stories.  They  were  left  about  now  and  then  in  the 
bedrooms.  I  read  the  stories  when  I  had  the  chance. 
Even  my  ignorance  discovered  how  feeble  and  foolish 
they  were.  They  encouraged  me  to  try  if  I  could  write 
a  story  myself ;  I  couldn't  do  worse,  and  I  might  do 
better.  I  sent  my  manuscript  to  the  editor.  It  was 
accepted  and  printed — but  when  I  wrote  and  asked  him 
if  he  would  pay  me  something  for  it,  he  refused.  Dozens 
of  ladies,  he  said,  wrote  stories  for  him  for  nothing.  It 
didn't  matter  what  the  stories  were.  Anything  would 
do  for  his  readers,  so  long  as  the  characters  were  lords 
and  ladies,  and  there  was  plenty  of  love  in  it.  My  next 
attempt  to  get  away  from  the  school  ended  in  another 
disappointment.  A  poor  old  man,  who  had  once  been 
an  actor,  used  to  come  to  us  twice  a  week,  and  get  a  few 
shillings  by  teaching  the  girls  to  read  aloud.  He  was 
called  '  Professor  of  English  Literature,'  and  he  taught 
out  of  a  ragged  book  of  verses  which  smelt  of  his  pipe. 
I  learnt  one  of  the  pieces  and  repeated  it  to  him,  and 
asked  if  there  was  any  hope  of  my  being  able  to  go  on 
the  stage.  He  was  very  kind  ;  he  told  me  the  truth. 
My  dear,  you  have  no  dramatic  ability ;  God  forbid 
you  should  go  on  the  stage.'  I  went  back  again  to  the 
penny  journals,  and  tried  a  new  editor.  He  seemed  to 
have  more  money  than  the  other  one ;  or  perhaps  he 
was  kinder.  I  got  ten  shillings  from  him  for  my  story. 
"With  that  money  I  made  my  last  attempt — I  advertised 
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for  a  situation  as  governess.  If  Mr.  Linley  had  not 
seen  my  advertisement,  I  might  have  starved  in  the 
streets.  When  my  aunt  heard  of  it,  she  insisted  on  my 
begging  her  pardon  before  the  whole  school.  Do  girls 
get  half  maddened  by  persecution  ?  If  they  do,  I  think 
I  must  have  been  one  of  those  girls.  I  refused  to  beg 
pardon  ;  and  I  was  dismissed  from  my  situation  without 
a  character.  Will  you  think  me  very  foolish  ?  I  shut 
my  eyes  again,  when  I  woke  in  my  delicious  bed  to-day. 
I  was  afraid  that  the  room,  and  everything  in  it,  was  a 
dream."  She  looked  round,  and  started  to  her  feet. 
"  Oh,  here's  a  lady  !     Shall  I  go  away?" 

The  curtains  hanging  over  the  entrance  to  the  library 
were  opened  for  the  second  time.  With  composure 
and  dignity,  the  lady  who  had  startled  Sydney  entered 
the  room. 

"Have  you  been  reading  in  the  library?"  Mrs, 
Linley  asked.  And  Mrs.  Prcsty  answered :  "  No4 
Catherine  ;  I  have  been  listening." 

Mrs.  Linley  looked  at  her  mother ;  her  lovely  com- 
plexion reddened  with  a  deep  blush. 

"Introduce  me  to  Miss  Westcrfield,"  Mrs.  Presty 
proceeded  as  coolly  as  ever. 

Mrs.  Linley  showed  some  hesitation.  What  would 
the  governess  think  of  her  mother  ?  Perfectly  careless 
of  what  the  governess  might  think,  Mrs.  Presty  crossed 
the  room  and  introduced  herself. 

"  Miss  Wcsterfield,  I  am  Mrs.  Linley's  mother.  And 
I  am,  in  one  respect,  a  remarkable  person.  When  I 
form  an  opinion,  and  find  it's  the  opinion  of  a  fool,  I  am 
not  in  the  least  ashamed  to  change  my  mind.  I  have 
changed  my  mind  about  you.     Shake  hands." 

Sydney  respectfully  obeyed. 

"  Sit  down  again." 

Sydney  returned  to  her  chair. 

"  I  had  the  worst  possible  opinion  of  you,"  Mrs. 
Presty  resumed,  "  before  I  had  the  pleasure  of  listening 
on  the  other  side  of  the  curtain.  It  has  been  nry  good 
fortune — what's  your  Christian  name  ?  Did  I  hear  it  ? 
or  have  I  forgotten  it?  'Sydney,'  eh?  Very  well.  I 
was  about  to  say,  Sydney,  that  it  has  been  my  good 
fortune  to  be  intimately  associated,  in  early  life,  with 
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two  remarkable  characters.  Husbands  of  mine,  in  short, 
whose  influence  over  me  has,  I  am  proud  to  say,  set 
death  and  burial  at  defiance.  Between  them  they  have 
made  my  mind  the  mind  of  a  man.  I  judge  for  myself. 
The  opinions  of  others  (when  they  don't  happen  to  agree 
with  mine)  T  regard  as  chaff  to  be  scattered  to  the 
winds.  No,  Catherine,  I  am  not  wandering.  I  am 
pointing  out  to  a  young  person,  who  has  her  way  to 
make  in  the  world,  the  vast  importance,  on  certain 
occasions,  of  possessing  an  independent  mind.  If  I  had 
been  ashamed  to  listen  behind  those  curtains,  there  is  no 
injury  that  my  stupid  prejudices  might  not  have  inflicted 
on  this  unfortunate  girl.  As  it  is,  I  have  heard  her 
story,  and  I  do  her  justice.  Count  on  me,  Sydney,  as 
your  friend,  and  now  get  up  again.  My  grandchild 
(never  accustomed  to  wait  for  anything  since  the  day 
when  she  was  born)  is  waiting  dinner  for  you.  She  is  at 
this  moment  shouting  for  her  governess,  as  King  Eichard 
(I  am  a  great  reader  of  Shakespeare)  once  shouted  for 
his  horse.  The  maid  (you  will  recognise  her  as  a  stout 
person  suffering  under  tight  stays)  is  waiting  outside 
to  show  you  the  way  to  the  nursery.  Au  revoir.  Stop  ! 
I  should  like  to  judge  of  the  purity  of  your  French 
accent.  Say  '  au  revoir'  to  me.  Thank  you. — Weak  in 
her  French,  Catherine,"  Mrs.  Presty  pronounced,  when 
the  door  had  closed  on  the  governess;  "  bi;t  what  can 
you  expect,  poor  wretch,  after  such  a  life  as  she  has  led  ? 
Now  we  are  alone,  I  have  a  word  of  advice  for  your 
private  ear.  We  have  much  to  anticipate  from  Miss 
Westerfield  that  is  pleasant  and  encouraging.  But  I 
don't  conceal  it  from  myself  or  from  you,  we  have  also 
something  to  fear." 

"To  fear?"  Mrs.  Linley  repeated.  "  I  don't  under- 
stand you." 

"  Never  mind,  Catherine,  whether  you  understand 
me  or  not.  I  want  more  information.  Tell  me  what 
your  husband  said  to  you  about  this  young  lady." 

Wondering  at  the  demon  of  curiosity  which  appeared 
to  possess  her  mother,  Mrs.  Linley  obeyed.  Listening 
throughout  with  the  closest  attention,  Mrs.  Presty 
reckoned  up  the  items  of  information,  and  pointed  the 
moral  to  be  drawn  from  them  by  worldly  experience. 
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"  First  obstacle  in  the  way  of  her  moral  development, 
her  father — tried,  found  guilty,  and  dying  in  prison. 
Second  obstacle,  her  mother — an  unnatural  wretch  who 
neglected  and  deserted  her  own  flesh  and  blood.  Third 
obstacle,  her  mother's  sister — being  her  mother  over 
again  in  an  aggravated  form.  People  who  only  look  at 
the  surface  of  things  might  ask  what  we  gain  by  in- 
vestigating Miss  Westerner's  past  life.  We  gain  this : 
we  know  what  to  expect  of  Miss  Westerfield  in  the 
future." 

"  I  for  one,"  Mrs.  Linley  interposed,  "  expect  every- 
thing that  is  good  and  true." 

"  Say  she's  naturally  an  angel,"  Mrs.  Presty  answered ; 
"  and  I  won't  contradict  you.  But  do  pray  hear  how 
my  experience  looks  at  it.  I  remember  what  a  life  she 
has  led,  and  I  ask  myself  if  any  human  creature  could 
have  suffered  as  that  girl  has  suffered  without  being 
damaged  by  it.  Among  those  damnable  people — I  beg 
your  pardon,  my  dear ;  Mr.  Norman  sometimes  used 
stroiig  language,  and  it  breaks  out  of  me  now  and  then — 
the  good  qualities  of  that  unfortunate  young  person  can 
not  have  always  resisted  the  horrid  temptations  and 
contaminations  about  her.  Hundreds  of  times  she  must 
have  had  deceit  forced  on  her ;  she  must  have  lied, 
through  ungovernable  fear ;  she  must  have  been  left  (at 
a  critical  time  of  her  life,  mind  ! )  with  no  more  warning 

against  the  insidious  advances  of  the  passions  than 

than I'm  repeating  what  Mr.  Presty  said  of  a  niece 

of  his  own,  who  went  to  a  bad  school  at  Paris ;  and  I 
don't  quite  remember  what  comparisons  that  eloquent 
man  used  when  he  was  excited.  But  I  know  what  I 
mean.  I  like  Miss  Westerfield  ;  I  believe  Miss  Wester- 
field will  come  out  well  in  the  end.  But  I  don't  forget 
that  she  is  going  to  lead  a  new  life  here — a  life  of  luxury, 
my  dear ;  a  life  of  ease  and  health  and  happiness — and 
God  only  knows  what  evil  seed  sown  in  her,  in  her  past 
life,  may  not  spring  up  under  new  influences.  I  tell  you 
we  must  be  careful ;  I  tell  you  we  must  keep  our  eyes 
open.  And  so  much  the  better  for  Her.  And  so  much 
the  better  for  Us." 

Mrs.  Presty's  wise  and  wary  advice  (presented  un- 
favourably, it  must  be  owned,  through  her  inveterately 
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quaint  way  of  expressing  herself)  failed  to  produce  the 
right  impression  on  her  daughter's  mind.  Mrs.  Linley 
replied  in  the  tone  of  a  person  who  was  unaffectedly 
shocked. 

"  Oh,  Mamma,  I  never  knew  you  so  unjust  before  ! 
You  can't  have  heard  all  that  Miss  Westerfield  said  to 
me.  You  don't  know  her,  as  I  know  her.  So  patient, 
so  forgiving,  so  grateful  to  Herbert." 

"  So  grateful  to  Herbert."  Mrs.  Presty  looked  at  her 
daughter  in  silent  surprise.  There  could  be  no  doubt 
about  it ;  Mrs.  Linley  failed  entirely  to  see  any  pos- 
sibilities of  future  danger  in  the  grateful  feeling  of  her 
sensitive  governess  towards  her  handsome  husband.  At 
this  exhibition  of  simplicity,  the  old  lady's  last  reserves 
of  endurance  gave  way  :  she  rose  to  go.  "  You  have  an 
excellent  hearfe,  Catherine,"  she  remarked  ;  "  but  as  for 
your  head " 

"Well,  and  what  of  my  head?" 

"  It's  always  beautifully  dressed,  my  dear,  by  your 
maid."  With  that  parting  shot,  Mrs.  Presfcy  took  her 
departure  by  way  of  the  library  Almost  at  the  same 
moment,  the  door  of  the  breakfast-room  was  opened.  A 
young  man  advanced,  and  shook  hands  cordially  with 
Mrs.  Linley. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

RANDAL  DECEIVES  HIS  CORRESPONDENCE. 

Self-revealed  by  the  family  likeness  as  Herbert's 
brother,  Eandal  Linley  was  nevertheless  greatly  Herbert's 
inferior  in  personal  appearance.  His  features  were  in 
no  way  remarkable  for  manly  beauty.  In  stature,  he 
hardly  reached  the  middle  height ;  and  young  as  he  was, 
either  bad  habit  or  physical  weakness  had  so  affected 
the  upper  part  of  his  figure  that  he  stooped.  But  with 
these,  and  other  disadvantages,  there  was  something  in 
his  eyes,  and  in  his  smile — the  outward  expression 
perhaps  of  all  that  was  modestly  noble  in  his  nature — so 
irresistible  in  its  attractive  influence  that  men,  women, 
and  children  felt  the  charm  alike.      Inside  of  the  house, 
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and  outside  of  the  house,  everybody  was  fond  of  Eandal; 
even  Mrs.  Presty  included. 

"  Have  you  seen  a  new  face  among  us,  since  you 
returned  ?"  were  his  sister-in-law's  first  words.  Eanclal 
answered  that  he  had  seen  Miss  Westerfield.  The 
inevitable  question  followed.  What  did  he  think  of 
her  ?  "  I'll  tell  you  in  a  week  or  two  more,"  he  replied. 

"  No  !  tell  me  at  once." 

"  I  don't  like  trusting  my  first  impression  ;  I  have  a 
bad  habit  of  jumping  to  conclusions." 

"  Jump  to  a  conclusion  to  please  me.  Do  you  think 
she's  pretty  ?" 

Eandal  smiled  and  gave  way.  "  Your  governess,"  be 
replied,  "  looks  out  of  health,  and  (perhaps  for  that 
reason)  strikes  me  as  being  insignificant  and  ugly.  Let 
us  see  what  our  fine  air  and  our  easy  life  here  will  do 
for  her.  In  so  young  a  woman  as  she  is,  I  am  prepared 
for  any  sort  of  transformation.  We  may  be  all  admiring 
pretty  Miss  Westerfield  before  another  month  is  over 
our  heads. — Have  any  letters  come  for  me  while  I  have 
been  away  ?" 

He  went  into  the  library,  and  returned  with  his  letters. 
"  This  will  amuse  Kitty,"  he  said,  handing  to  his  sister- 
in-law  the  illustrated  New  York  newspaper,  to  which  she 
had  already  referred  in  speaking  to  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Linley  examined  the  engravings  —  and  turned 
back  again  to  look  once  more  at  an  illustration  which 
had  interested  her.  A  paragraph  on  the  same  page 
caught  her  attention.  She  had  hardly  glanced  at  the 
first  words  before  a  cry  of  alarm  escaped  her.  "  Dread- 
ful news  for  Miss  Westerfield !"  she  exclaimed.  "  Eead 
it,  Eandal." 

He  read  these  words  : 

"  The  week's  list  of  insolvent  traders  includes  an 
Englishman  named  James  Bellbridge,  formerly  connected 
with  a  disreputable  saloon  in  this  city.  Bellbridge  is 
under  suspicion  of  having  caused  the  death  of  his  wife  in 
a  fit  of  delirium  tremens.  The  unfortunate  woman  had 
been  married,  for  the  first  time,  to  one  of  the  English 
aristocracy  —  the  Honourable  Eoderick  Westerfield  — 
whose  trial  for  casting  away  a  ship  under  his  command 
excited  considerable  interest  in  London  some  years  since. 
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The  melancholy  circumstances  of  the  case  are  complicated 
by  the  disappearance,  on  the  day  of  the  murder,  of  the 
woman's  young  son  by  her  first  husband.  The  poor  boy 
is  supposed  to  have  tun  away  in  terror  from  his  miserable 
home,  and  the  police  are  endeavouring  to  discover  some 
trace  of  him.  It  is  reported  that  another  child  of  the  first 
marriage  (a  daughter)  is  living  in  England.  But  nothing 
is  known  about  her." 

"Has  your  governess  any  relations  in  England?" 
Eandal  asked. 

"  Only  an  aunt,  who  has  treated  her  in  the  most  in- 
human manner." 

"  Serious  news  for  Miss  Westerfield,  as  you  say," 
Eandal  resumed.  "And,  as  I  think,  serious  news  for  us. 
Here  is  a  mere  girl — a  poor  friendless  creature — absolutely 
dependent  on  .our  protection.  What  are  we  to  do  if 
anything  happens,  in  the  future,  to  alter  our  present 
opinion  of  her !" 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort  is  likely  to  happen,"  Mrs.  Linley 
declared. 

"  Let  us  hope  not,"  Eandal  said  gravely. 


CHAPTER  V 

EANDAL  WRITES   TO   NEW  YORK. 

The  members  of  the  family  at  Mount  Morven  consulted 
together,  before  Sydney  Westerfield  was  informed  of  her 
brother's  disappearance  and  of  her  mother's  death. 

Speaking  first,  as  master  of  the  house,  Herbert  Linley 
offered  his  opinion  without  hesitation.  His  impulsive 
kindness  shrank  from  the  prospect  of  reviving  the  melan- 
choly recollections  associated  with  Sydney's  domestic 
life.  "  Why  distress  the  poor  child,  just  as  she  is  begin- 
ning to  feel  happy  among  us?"  he  asked.  "Give  me 
the  newspaper  ;  I  shan't  feel  easy  till  I  have  torn  it  up." 

His  wife  drew  the  newspaper  out  of  his  reach.  "  Wait 
a  little,"  she  said  quietly  ;  "  some  of  us  may  feel  that  \% 
is  no  part  of  our  duty  to  conceal  the  truth." 

Mrs.  Presty  spoke  next.  To  the  surprise  of  the  family 
council,  she  agreed  with  her  son-in-law. 
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"  Somebody  must  speak  out,"  the  old  lady  began ; 
"  and  I  mean  to  set  the  example.  Telling  the  truth," 
she  declared,  turning  severely  to  her  daughter,  "is  a 
more  complicated  affair  than  you  seem  to  think.  It's  a 
question  of  morality,  of  course ;  but — in  family  circles, 
my  dear — it's  sometimes  a  question  of  convenience  as 
well.  Is  it  convenient  to  upset  my  granddaughter's 
governess,  just  as  she  is  entering  on  her  new  duties? 
Certainly  not  !  Good  Heavens,  what  does  it  matter  to 
my  young  friend  Sydney  whether  her  unnatural  mother 
lives  or  dies  ?  Herbert,  I  second  your  proposal  to  tear 
up  the  paper  with  the  greatest  pleasure." 

Herbert,  sitting  next  to  Eandal,  laid  his  hand  affection- 
ately on  his  brother's  shoulder.  "Are  you  on  our  side?" 
he  asked.     Eandal  hesitated. 

"  I  feel  inclined  to  agree  with  you,"  he  said  to  Herbert. 
"  It  does  seem  hard  to  recall  Miss  Westerfield  to  the 
miserable  life  that  she  has  led,  and  to  do  it  in  the  way  of 
all  others  which  must  try  her  fortitude  most  cruelly.  At 
the  same  time— — " 

"  Oh,  don't  spoil  what  you  have  said,  by  seeing  the 
other  side  of  the  question!"  cried  his  brother.  "You 
have  put  it  admirably ;  leave  it  as  it  is." 

"  At  the  same  time,"  Eandal  gently  persisted,  "  I  have 
heard  no  reasons  which  satisfy  me  that  we  have  a  right 
to  keep  Miss  Westerfield  in  ignorance  of  what  has 
happened." 

This  serious  view  of  the  question,  in  debate  highly 
diverted  Mrs.  Presty.  "I  do  like  that  man,"  she 
announced,  pointing  to  Eandal ;  "  he  always  amuses  me. 
Look  at  him  now !  He  doesn't  know  which  side  he  is 
on,  himself." 

"  He  is  on  my  side,"  Herbert  declared. 

"Not  he!" 

Herbert  consulted  his  brother.  "  What  do  you  say, 
yourself  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  Eandal  answered. 

"  There  !"  cried  Mrs.  Presty.     "  What  did  I  tell  you  ?" 

Eandal  tried  to  set  his  strange  reply  in  the  right  light. 
"  I  only  mean,"  he  explained,  "  that  I  want  a  little  time 
to  think." 

Herbert  gave  up  the   dispute,   and   appealed   to   his 
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wife.  "You  have  still  got  the  American  newspaper 
in  your  hand,"  he  said.  "  What  do  you  mean  to  do 
with  it?" 

Quietly  and  firmly  Mrs.  Linley  answered :  "  I  mean  to 
show  it  to  Miss  Westerfield." 

"Against  my  opinion  ?  Against  your  mother's  opinion?" 
Herbert  asked.  "  Have  we  no  influence  over  you  ?  Do 
as  Eandal  does — take  time,  my  dear,  to  think." 

She  answered  this  with  her  customary  calmness  of 
manner  and  sweetness  of  tone.  "  I  am  afraid  I  must 
appear  obstinate ;  but  it  is  indeed  true  that  I  want  no 
time  to  think ;  my  duty  is  too  plain  to  me." 

Her  husband  and  her  mother  listened  to  her  in 
astonishment.  Too  amiable  and  too  happy — and  it  must 
be  added  too  indolent — to  assert  herself  in  the  ordinary 
emergencies  of  'family  life,  Mrs.  Linley  only  showed  of 
what  metal  she  was  made  on  the  very  rare  occasions 
when  the  latent  firmness  in  her  nature  was  stirred  to  its 
innermost  depths.  The  general  experience  of  this  sweet- 
tempered  and  delightful  woman,  ranging  over  long  inter- 
vals of  time,  was  the  only  experience  which  remained  in 
the  memories  of  the  persons  about  her.  In  bygone  days, 
they  had  been  amazed  when  her  unexpected  readiness 
and  firmness  of  decision  presented  an  exception  to  a 
general  rule — just  as  they  were  amazed  now. 

Herbert  tried  a  last  rernonstance.  "Is  it  possible, 
Catherine,  that  you  don't  see  the  cruelty  of  showing  that 
newspaper  to  Miss  Westerfield  ?" 

Even  this  appeal  to  Mrs.  Linley's  sympathies  failed  to 
shake  her  resolution.  "  You  may  trust  me  to  be  careful," 
was  all  she  said  in  reply;  "I  shall  prepare  her  as 
tenderly  for  the  sad  news  from  America,  as  if  she  was  a 
daughter  of  my  own." 

Hearing  this,  Mrs.  Presty  showed  a  sudden  interest  in 
the  proceedings.  "  When  do  you  mean  to  begin"?"  she 
asked. 

"  At  once,  Mamma." 

Mrs.  Presty  broke  up  the  meeting  on  the  spot.  "  Wait 
till  I  am  out  of  the  way,"  she  stipulated.  "Do  you 
object  to  Herbert  giving  me  his  arm  ?  Distressing  scenea 
are  not  in  his  line  or  in  mine." 

Mrs.   Linley  made  no  objection.      Herbert  resigned 
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himself  (not  at  all  unwillingly)  to  circumstances.     Arm 
in  arm,  he  and  his  wife's  mother  left  the  room. 

Randal  showed  no  intention  of  following  them  ;  he 
had  given  himself  time  to  think.  "We  are  all  wrong, 
Catherine,"  he  said  ;  "  and  you  alone  are  right.  What 
can  I  do  to  help  you?" 

She  took  his  hand  gratefully.  "  Always  kind  !  Never 
thinking  of  yourself  !  I  will  see  Miss  Westerfield  in  my 
own  room.     Wait  here,  in  case  I  want  you." 

After  a  much  shorter  absence  than  Randal  anticipated, 
Mrs.  Linley  returned.  "Has  it  been  very  distressing?" 
he  asked,  seeing  the  traces  of  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"  There  are  noble  qualities,"  she  answered,  "  in  that 
poor  ill-used  girl.  Her  one  thought,  as  soon  as  she 
began  to  understand  my  motive  in  speaking  to  her,  was 
not  for  herself,  but  for  me.  Even  you,  a  man,  must  have 
felt  the  tears  in  your  eyes,  if  you  had  heard  her  promise 
that  I  should  suffer  no  further  anxiety  on  her  account. 
'You  shall  see  no  distressing  change  in  me,'  she  said, 
'  when  we  meet  to-morrow.'  All  she  asked  was  to  be  left 
in  her  room  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  I  feel  sure  of  her 
resolution  to  control  herself  ;  and  yet  I  should  like  to 
encourage  her  if  I  can.  Her  chief  sorrow  (as  it  seems  to 
me)  must  be— not  for  the  mother  who  has  so  shamefully 
neglected  her — but  for  the  poor  little  brother,  a  castaway 
lost  in  a  strange  land.  Can  we  do  nothing  to  relieve  her 
anxiety?" 

"  I  can  write,"  Randal  said,  "  to  a  man  whom  I  know 
in  New  York ;  a  lawyer  in  large  practice." 

"The  very  person  we  want!  Write — pray  write  by 
to-day's  post !" 

The  letter  was  despatched.  It  was  decided — and 
wisely  decided,  as  the  result  proved — to  say  nothing  to 
Sydney  until  the  answer  was  received.  Randal's  corre- 
spondent wrote  back  with  as  little  delay  as  possible.  He 
had  made  every  inquiry,  without  success.  Not  a  trace  of 
the  boy  had  been  found,  or  (in  the  opinion  of  the  police) 
was  likely  to  be  found.  The  one  event  that  had  happened, 
since  the  appearance  of  the  paragraph  in  the  New  York 
journal,  was  the  confinement  of  James  Bellbridge  in  an 
asylum,  as  a  madman  under  restraint  without  hope  of 
recovery. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

SYDNEY      TEACHES. 

Mrs.  Peesty  had  not  very  seriously  exaggerated  the 
truth,  when  she  described  her  much-indulged  grand- 
daughter as  "  a  child  who  had  never  been  accustomed 
to  wait  for  anything  since  the  day  when  she  was 
born." 

Governesses  in  general  would  have  found  it  no  easy 
matter  to  produce  a  favourable  impression  on  Kitty,  and 
to  exert  the  necessary  authority  in  instructing  her,  at  the 
same  time.  Spoilt  children  (whatever  moralists  may  say 
to  the  contrary)  are  companionable  and  affectionate 
children,  for  the  most  part — except  when  they  encounter 
the  unfortunate  persons  employed  to  introduce  them  to 
useful  knowledge.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Linley  (guiltily  con- 
scious of  having  been  too  fond  of  their  only  child  to 
subject  her  to  any  sort  of  discipline)  were  not  very  willing 
to  contemplate  the  prospect  before  Miss  Westerfield  on 
her  first  establishment  in  the  schoolroom.  To  their  sur- 
prise and  relief  there  proved  to  be  no  cause  for  anxiety 
after  all.  Without  making  an  attempt  to  assert  her 
authority,  the  new  governess  succeeded  nevertheless 
when  older  and  wiser  women  would  have  failed. 

The  secret  of  Sydney's  triumph  over  adverse  circum- 
stances lay  hidden  in  Sydney  herself. 

Everything  in  the  ordinary  routine  of  life  at  Mount 
Morven  was  a  source  of  delight  and  surprise  to  the 
unfortunate  creature  who  had  passed  through  six  years 
of  cruelty,  insult,  and  privation  at  her  aunt's  school. 
Look  where  she  might,  in  her  new  sphere  of  action,  she 
saw  pleasant  faces,  and  heard  kind  words.  At  meal 
times,  wonderful  achievements  in  the  art  of  cookery 
appeared  on  the  table  which  she  had  not  only  never 
tasted,  but  never  even  heard  of.  When  she  went  out 
walking  with  her  pupil  they  were  free  to  go  where  they 
pleased,  without  restriction  of  time — except  the  time  of 
dinner.  To  breathe  the  delicious  air,  to  look  at  the 
glorious  scenery,  were  enjoyments  so  exquisitely  ex- 
hilarating that,  by  Sydney's  own  confession,  she  became 
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quite  lightheaded  with  pleasure.  She  ran  races  with 
Kitty — and  nobody  reproved  her.  She  rested,  out  of 
breath,  while  the  stronger  child  was  ready  to  run  on — ■ 
and  no  merciless  voice  cried,  "None  of  your  laziness; 
time's  up !"  Wild  flowers  that  she  had  never  yet  seen 
might  be  gathered,  and  no  offence  was  committed.  Kitty 
told  her  the  names  of  the  flowers,  and  the  names  of  the 
summer  insects  that  flashed  and  hummed  in  the  hillside 
breezes  :  and  was  so  elated  at  teaching  her  governess 
that  her  rampant  spirits  burst  out  in  singing.  "  Your 
turn  next,"  the  joyous  child  cried,  when  she  too  was  out 
of  breath.  "  Sing,  Sydney — sing  !"  Alas  for  Sydney ! 
She  had  not  sung  since  those  happiest  days  of  her  child- 
hood, when  her  good  father  had  told  her  fairy  stories, 
and  taught  her  songs.  They  were  all  forgotten  now. 
"  I  can't  sing,  Kitty  ;  I  can't  sing."  The  pupil,  hearing 
this  melancholy  confession,  became  governess  once  more. 
"  Say  the  words,  Syd  ;  and  hum  the  tune  after  me." 
They  laughed  over  the  singing  lesson,  until  the  echoes  of 
the  hills  mocked  them,  and  laughed  too.  Looking  into 
the  schoolroom,  one  day,  Mrs.  Linley  found  that  the 
serious  business  of  teaching  was  not  neglected.  The 
lessons  went  on  smoothly,  without  an  obstacle  in  the 
way  Kitty  was  incapable  of  disappointing  her  friend  and 
playfellow,  who  made  learning  easy  with  a  smile  and  a 
kiss.  The  balance  of  authority  was  regulated  to  perfection 
in  the  lives  of  these  two  simple  creatures.  In  the  school- 
room, the  governess  taught  the  child.  Out  of  the  school- 
room, the  child  taught  the  governess.  Division  of  labour 
was  a  principle  in  perfect  working  order  at  Mount  Morven 
-  -and  nobody  suspected  it  !  But,  as  the  weeks  followed 
each  other,  one  more  remarkable  circumstance  presented 
itself  which  every  person  in  the  household  was  equally 
quick  to  observe.  The  sad  Sydney  Westerfield  whom 
they  all  pitied  had  now  become  the  pretty  Sydney  Wester- 
field whom  they  all  admired.  It  was  not  merely  a  change — 
it  was  a  transformation.  Kitty  stole  the  handglass  from 
her  mother's  room,  and  insisted  that  her  governess  should 
take  it,  and  look  at  herself.  "Papa  says  you're  as 
plump  as  a  partridge  ;  and  Mamma  says  you're  as  fresh 
as  a  rose  ;  and  Uncle  Eandal  wags  his  head,  and  tells 
them  he  saw  it  from  the  first.     I  heard  it  all  when  they 
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thought  I  was  playing  with  my  doll — and  I  want  to 
know,  you  best  of  nice  girls,  what  you  think  of  your 
own  self  ?" 

"  I  think,  my  dear,  it's  time  we  went  on  with  our 
lessons." 

"  Wait  a  little,  Syd  ;  I  have  something  else  to  say." 

"What  is  it?" 

"  It's  about  Papa.  He  goes  out  walking  with  us — 
doesn't  he  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  He  didn't  go  out  walking  with  me— before  you  came 
here.  I've  been  thinking  about  it ;  and  I'm  sure  Papa 
likes  you.     What  are  you  looking  in  the  drawer  for?" 

"  For  your  lesson-books,  dear." 

"  Yes — but  I  haven't  quite  done  yet.  Papa  talks  a  good 
deal  to  you,  and  you  don't  talk  much  to  Papa.  Don't 
you  like  hirn  ?" 

"  Oh,  Kitty  !" 

"  Then  you  do  like  him?" 

"  How  can  I  help  liking  him?  I  owe  all  may  happi- 
ness to  your  Papa." 

"  Do  you  like  him  better  than  Mamma  ?" 

"  I  should  be  very  ungrateful,  if  I  liked  anybody  better 
than  your  Mamma." 

Kitty  considered  a  little,  and  shook  her  head.  "  I 
don't  understand  that,"  she  declared  roundly.  "  What 
do  you  mean  ?" 

Sydney  cleaned  the  pupil's  slate,  and  set  the  pupil's 
sum — and  said  nothing. 

Kitty  placed  a  suspicious  construction  of  her  own  on 
her  governess's  sudden  silence.  "Perhaps  you  don't 
like  my  wanting  to  know  so  many  things,"  she  sug- 
gested.    "  Or  perhaps  you  meant  to  puzzle  me  ?" 

Sydney  sighed,  and  answered,  "  I'm  puzzled  myself." 


CHAPTEE  VII. 

SYDNEY    SUFFEKS. 

In  the  autumn  holiday-time  friends  in  the  south,  who 
happened  to  be  visiting  Scotland,  were  invited  to  stop  at 
Mount  Morven  on  their  way  to  the  Highlands ;  and  were 
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accustomed  to  meet  the  neighbours  of  the  Linleya 
at  dinner  on  their  arrival.  The  time  for  this  yearly 
festival  had  now  come  round  again ;  the  guests  were  in 
the  house ;  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Linley  were  occupied  in 
making  their  arrangements  for  the  dinner-party.  With 
her  unfailing  consideration  for  everyone  about  her,  Mrs. 
Linley  did  not  forget  Sydney  while  she  was  sending  out 
her  cards  of  invitation.  "  Our  table  will  be  full  at 
dinner,"  she  said  to  her  husband ;  "  Miss  Westerfield 
had  better  join  us  in  the  evening  with  Kitty." 

"  I  suppose  so,"  Linley  answered  with  some  hesitation; 

"  You  seem  to  doubt  about  it,  Herbert.     Why?" 

"  I  was  only  wondering " 

"  Wondering  about  what?" 

"  Has  Miss  Westerfield  got  a  gown,  Catherine,  that 
will  do  for  a  party  ?" 

Linley  s  wife  looked  at  him  as  if  she  doubted  the 
evidence  of  her  own  senses.  "  Fancy  a  man  thinking  of 
that  !"  she  exclaimed.     "  Herbert,  you  astonish  me." 

He  laughed  uneasily  "  I  don't  know  how  I  came  to 
think  of  it — unless  it  is  that  she  wears  the  same  dress 
every  day.  Very  neat ;  but  (perhaps  I'm  wrong)  a  little 
shabby  too." 

"  Upon  my  word,  you  pay  Miss  AVesterfield  a  compli- 
ment which  you  have  never  paid  to  me  !  Wear  what  I 
may,  you  never  seem  to  know  how  I  am  dressed." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Catherine,  I  know  that  you  are 
always  dressed  well." 

That  little  tribute  restored  him  to  his  place  in  his 
wife's  estimation.  "  I  may  tell  you  now,"  she  resumed, 
with  her  gentle  smile,  "that  you  only  remind  me  of 
what  I  had  thought  of  already  My  milliner  is  at  work 
for  Miss  Westerfield.    The  new  dress  must  be  your  gift." 

"  Are  you  joking  ?" 

"  I  am  in  earnest.  To-morrow  is  Sydney's  birthday; 
and  here  is  my  present."  She  opened  a  jeweller's  case, 
and  took  out  a  plain  gold  bracelet.  "  Suggested  by 
Kitty,"  she  added,  pointing  to  an  inlaid  miniature-por- 
trait of  the  child.  Herbert  read  the  inscription :  To 
Sydney  Westerfield,  loith  Catherine  Linlcy's  love.  Ha 
gave  the  bracelet  back  to  his  wife  in  silence  ;  his  manner 
Was  more  serious  than  usual — he  kissed  her  hand. 

5—2 
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The  day  of   the  dinner-party  marked  an   epoch  in 
Sydney's  life. 

For  the  first  time,  in  all  her  past  experience,  she  could 
look  in  the  glass,  and  see  herself  prettily  dressed,  with  a 
gold  bracelet  on  her  arm.  If  we  consider  how  men  (in 
one  way)  and  milliners  (in  another)  profit  by  it,  vanity  is 
surely  to  be  reckoned,  not  among  the  vices  but  among 
the  virtues  of  the  sex.  Will  any  woman,  who  speaks 
the  truth,  hesitate  to  acknowledge  that  her  first  sensa- 
tions of  gratified  vanity  rank  among  the  most  exquisite 
and  most  enduring  pleasures  that  she  has  ever  felt  ? 
Sydney  locked  her  door,  and  exhibited  herself  to  herself 
— in  the  front  view,  the  side  view,  and  the  back  view 
(over  the  shoulder)  with  eyes  that  sparkled  and  cheeks 
that  glowed  in  a  delicious  confusion  of  pride  and  as- 
tonishment. She  practised  bowing  to  strangers  in  her 
new  dress  ;  she  practised  shaking  hands  gracefully,  with 
her  bracelet  well  in  view  Suddenly  she  stood  still  before 
the  glass,  and  became  serious  and  thoughtful.  Kind  and 
dear  Mr.  Lindley  was  in  her  mind  now.  While  she  was 
asking  herself  anxiously  what  he  would  think  of  her, 
Kitty — arrayed  in  her  new  finery,  as  vain  and  as  happy 
as  her  governess — drummed  with  both  fists  outside  the 
door,  and  announced  at  the  top  of  her  voice  that  it  was 
time  to  go  downstairs.  Sydney's  agitation  at  the  pros- 
pect of  meeting  the  ladies  in  the  drawing-room  added  a 
charm  of  its  own  to  the  flush  that  her  exercises  before 
the  glass  had  left  on  her  face.  Shyly  following  instead 
of  leading  her  little  companion  into  the  room,  she  pre- 
sented such  a  charming  appearance  of  youth  and  beauty 
that  the  ladies  paused  in  their  talk  to  look  at  her.  Some 
few  admired  Kitty's  governess  with  generous  interest ; 
the  greater  number  doubted  Mrs.  Linley's  prudence  in 
engaging  a  girl  so  very  pretty  and  so  very  young.  Little 
by  little,  Sydney's  manner — simple,  modest,  shrinking 
from  observation — pleaded  in  her  favour  even  with  the 
ladies  who  had  been  prejudiced  against  her  at  the  outset. 
When  Mrs.  Linley  presented  her  to  the  guests,  the  most 
beautiful  woman  among  them  (Mrs.  MacEdwin)  made 
room  for  her  on  the  sofa,  and  with  perfect  tact  and  kind- 
ness set  the  stranger  at  her  ease.  When  the  gentlemen 
came  in  from  the  dinner-table,  Sydney  was  composed 
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enough  to  admire  the  brilliant  scene,  and  to  wonder 
again,  as  she  had  wondered  already,  what  Mr.  Linley 
would  say  to  her  new  dress. 

Mr.  Linley  certainly  did  notice  her — at  a  distance. 

He  looked  at  her  with  a  momentary  fervour  of  interest 
and  admiration  which  made  Sydney  (so  gratefully  and 
so  guiltlessly  attached  to  him)  tremble  with  pleasure ; 
he  even  stepped  forward  as  if  to  epproach  her,  checked 
himself,  and  went  back  again  among  his  guests.  Now 
in  one  part  of  the  room,  and  now  in  another,  she  saw 
him  speaking  to  them.  The  one  neglected  person  whom 
he  never  even  looked  at  again,  was  the  poor  girl  to 
whom  his  approval  was  the  breath  of  her  life.  Had  she 
ever  felt  so  unhappy  as  she  felt  now  ?  No,  not  even  at 
her  aunt's  school ! 

Friendly  Mrs.  MacEdwin  touched  her  arm.  "  My 
dear,  you  are  losing  your  pretty  colour.  Are  you  over- 
come by  the  heat?     Shall  I  take  you  into  the  next  room?" 

Sydney  expressed  her  sincere  sense  of  the  lady's 
kindness.  Her  commonplace  excuse  was  a  true  excuse 
— she  had  a  headache ;  and  she  asked  leave  to  retire  to 
her  room. 

Approaching  the  door,  she  found  herself  face  to  face 
with  Mr.  Linley.  He  had  just  been  giving  directions  to 
one  of  the  servants,  and  was  re-entering  the  drawing- 
room.  She  stopped,  trembling  and  cold ;  but,  in  the 
very  intensity  of  her  wretchedness,  she  found  courage 
enough  to  speak  to  him. 

"  You  seem  to  avoid  me,  Mr.  Linley,"  she  began, 
addressing  him  with  ceremonious  respect;,  and  keeping 

her  ej'es  on  the  ground.     "  I  hope "  she  hesitated, 

and  desperately  looked  at  him — "  I  hope  I  haven't  done 
anything  to  offend  you?" 

In  her  knowledge  of  him,  up  to  that  miserable  even- 
ing, he  constantly  spoke  to  her  with  a  smile.  She  had 
never  yet  seen  him  so  serious  and  so  inattentive  as  he 
was  now.  His  eyes,  wandering  round  the  room,  rested 
on  Mrs.  Linley — brilliant  and  beautiful,  and  laughing 
gaily.  Why  was  he  looking  at  his  wife  with  plain  signs 
of  embarrassment  in  his  face?  Sydney  piteously  per- 
sisted in  repeating  her  innocent  question  :  "I  hope  I 
haven't  done  anything  to  offend  you  ?" 
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He  seemed  to  be  still  reluctant  to  notice  her — on  the 
one  occasion  of  all  others  when  she  was  looking  her 
best !     But  he  answered  at  last. 

"My  dear  child,  it  is  impossible  that  you  should  offend 
me ;  you  have  misunderstood  and  mistaken  me.  Don't 
suppose — pray  don't  suppose  that  I  am  changed  or  can 
ever  be  changed  towards  you."  He  emphasised  the 
kind  intention  which  those  words  revealed  by  giving  her 
his  band. 

But  the  next  moment  he  drew  back.  There  was  no 
disguising  it,  he  drew  back  as  if  be  wished  to  get  away 
from  her.  Sbe  noticed  that  his  lips  were  firmly  closed 
and  his  eyebrows  knitted  in  a  frown  :  he  looked  like  a 
man  who  was  forcing  himself  to  submit  to  some  hard 
necessity  that  Jae  hated  or  feared. 

Sydney  left  the  room  in  despair. 

He  had  denied  in  the  plainest  and  kindest  terms  that 
he  was  changed  towards  her.  Was  that  not  enough? 
It  was  nothing  like  enough.  The  facts  were  there  to 
speak  for  themselves  :  he  was  an  altered  man  ;  anxiety, 
sorrow,  remorse — one  or  the  other  seemed  to  have  got 
possession  of  him.  Judging  by  Mrs.  Linley's  gaiety  of 
manner,  his  wife  could  not  possibly  have  been  taken 
into  his  confidence. 

What  did  it  mean?  Ob,  the  useless,  hopeless 
question  !  And  yet,  again  and  again  she  asked  herself : 
what  did  it  mean  ? 

In  bewildered  wretchedness  she  lingered  on  the  way  to 
her  room,  and  stopped  at  tbe  end  of  a  corridor. 

On  her  right  hand,  a  broad  flight  of  old  oak  stairs  led 
to  tbe  bed-chambers  on  the  second  floor  of  the  house. 
On  her  left  band,  an  open  door  showed  the  stone  steps 
which  descended  to  tbe  terrace  and  the  garden.  The 
moonlight  lay  in  all  its  loveliness  on  the  flower-beds  and 
the  grass,  and  tempted  her  to  pause  and  admire  it.  A 
prospect  of  sleepless  misers*  was  the  one  prospect  before 
her  that  Sydney  could  see,  if  she  retired  to  rest.  Tho 
cool  night  air  came  freshly  up  the  vaulted  tunnel  in 
which  the  steps  were  set ;  the  moonlit  garden  offered 
its  solace  to  the  girl's  sore  heart.  No  curious  women- 
servants  appeared  on  the  stairs  that  led  to  the  bed- 
chambers.    No  inquisitive  eyes  could  look  at  her  from 
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the  windows  of  the  ground  floor — a  solitude  abandoned 
to  the  curiosity  of  tourists.  Sydney  took  her  hat  and 
cloak  from  the  stand  in  a  recess  at  the  side  of  the  door, 
and  went  into  the  garden. 


CHAPTEB  VIII. 

MBS.  PRESTY   MAKES   A   DISCOVERY. 

The  dinner-party  had  come  to  an  end ;  the  neighbours 
had  taken  their  departure ;  and  the  ladies  at  Mount 
Morven  had  retired  for  the  night. 

On  the  way  to  her  room  Mrs.  Presty  knocked  at  her 
daughter's  door.  "  I  want  to  speak  to  you,  Catherine. 
Are  you  in  bed?" 

"  No,  Mamma.     Come  in." 

Eobed  in  a  dressing-gown  of  delicately-mingled  white 
and  blue,  and  luxuriously  accommodated  on  the  softest 
pillows  that  could  be  placed  in  an  arm-chair,  Mrs. 
Linley  was  meditating  on  the  events  of  the  evening. 
"  This  has  been  the  most  successful  party  we  have  ever 
given,"  she  said  to  her  mother.  "  And  did  you  notice 
how  charmingly  pretty  Miss  "Westerfield  looked  in  her 
new  dress?" 

"It's  about  that  girl  I  want  to  speak  to  you,"  Mrs. 
Presty  answered  severely.  "I  had  a  higher  opinion  of 
her  when  she  first  came  here  than  I  have  now." 

Mrs.  Linley  pointed  to  an  open  door,  communicating 
with  a  second  and  smaller  bed-chamber.  "  Not  quite  so 
loud,"  she  answered,  "  or  you  may  wake  Kitty.  What 
has  Miss  Westerfield  done  to  forfeit  your  good  opinion  ?" 

Discreet  Mrs.  Presty  asked  leave  to  return  to  the 
subject  at  a  future  opportunity. 

"  I  will  merely  allude  now,"  she  said,  "  to  a  change 
for  the  worse  in  your  governess,  which  you  might  have 
noticed  when  she  left  the  drawing-room  this  evening. 
She  had  a  word  or  two  with  Herbert  at  the  door ;  and 
she  left  him  looking  as  black  as  thunder." 

Mrs.  Linley  laid  herself  back  on  her  pillows  and  burst 
out  laughing.  "Black  as  thunder?  Poor  little  Sydney, 
what  a  ridiculous  description  of  her !  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Mamma ;  don't  be  offended." 
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"  On  the  contrary,  my  dear,  I  am  agreeably  surprised. 
Your  poor  father — a  man  of  remarkable  judgment  on 
most  subjects — never  thought  much  of  your  intelligence. 
He  appears  to  have  been  wrong ;  you  have  evidently 
inherited  some  of  my  sense  of  humour.  However,  that 
is  not  .what  I  wan  ted  to  say ;  I  am  the  bearer  of  goocl 
news.  When  we  find  it  necessary  to  get  rid  of  Miss 
Wester  field " 

Mrs.  Linley's  indignation  expressed  itself  by  a  look 
which,  for  the  moment  at  least,  reduced  her  mother  to 
silence.  Always  equal  to  the  occasion,  however,  Mrs. 
Presty's  face  assumed  an  expression  of  innocent  amaze- 
ment, which  would  have  produced  a  round  of  applause 
on  the  stage.  "  What  have  I  said  to  make  you  angry  ?" 
she  inquired.  "  Surely,  my  dear,  you  and  your  husband 
are  very  extraordinary  people." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Mamma,  that  you  have 
said  to  Herbert  what  you  said  just  now  to  me  ?" 

"  Certainly.  I  mentioned  it  to  Herbert  in  the  course 
of  the  evening.  He  was  excessively  rude.  He  said, 
'  Tell  Mrs.  MacEdwin  to  mind  her  own  business — and 
set  her  the  example  yourself.'  " 

Mrs.  Linley  returned  her  mother's  look  of  amazement, 
without  her  mother's  eye  for  dramatic  effect.  "What 
has  Mrs.  MacEdwin  to  do  with  it  ?"  she  asked. 

"If  you  will  only  let  me  speak,  Catherine,  I  shall  be 
happy  to  explain  myself.  You  saw  Mrs.  MacEdwin 
talking  to  me  at  the  party.  That  good  lady's  head — a 
feeble  head,  as  all  her  friends  admit — has  been  com- 
pletely turned  by  Miss  Westerfield.  '  The  first  duty  of 
a  governess '  (this  foolish  woman  said  to  me)  '  is  to 
win  the  affections  of  her  pupils.  My  governess  has 
entirely  failed  to  make  the  children  like  her.  A  dreadful 
temper ;  I  have  given  her  notice  to  leave  my  service. 
Look  at  that  sweet  girl  and  your  little  granddaughter  ! 
I  declare  I  could  cry  when  I  see  how  they  understand 
each  other  and  love  each  other.'  I  quote  our  charming 
friend's  nonsense,  verbatim  (as  we  used  to  say  when 
we  were  in  Parliament  in  Mr.  Norman's  time),  for  the 
sake  of  what  it  led  to.  If,  by  any  lucky  chance,  Miss 
Westerfield  happens  to  be  disengaged  in  the  future,  Mrs. 
MacEdwin's  house  is  open  to  her — at  her  own  time,  and 
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on  her  own  terms.  I  promised  to  speak  to  you  on  the 
subject,  and  I  perform  my  promise.  Think  over  it;  I 
strongly  advise  you  to  think  over  it." 

Even  Mrs.  Linley's  good-nature  declined  to  submit  to 
this.  "  I  shall  certainly  not  think  over  what  cannot 
possibly  happen,"  she  said.     "  Good-night,  Mamma." 

"  Good-night,  Catherine.  Your  temper  doesn't  seem 
to  improve  as  you  get  older.  Perhaps  the  excitement 
of  the  party  has  been  too  much  for  your  nerves.  Try 
to  get  some  sleep  before  Herbert  comes  up  from  the 
smoking-room  and  disturbs  you." 

Mrs.  Linley  refused  even  to  let  this  pass  unanswered. 
"  Herbert  is  too  considerate  to  disturb  me,  when  his 
friends  keep  him  up  late,"  she  said.  "  On  those 
occasions,  as  you  may  see  for  yourself,  he  has  a  bed  in 
his  dressing-room." 

Mrs.  Presty  passed  through  the  dressing-room  on  her 
way  out.  "  A  very  comfortable-looking  bed,"  she  re- 
marked, in  a  tone  intended  to  reach  her  daughter's  ears. 
"  I  wonder  Herbert  ever  leaves  it." 

The  way  to  her  own  bed-chamber  led  her  by  the  door 
of  Sydney's  room.  She  suddenly  stopped ;  the  door 
was  not  shut.  This  was  in  itself  a  suspicious  circum- 
stance. 

Young  or  old,  ladies  are  not  in  the  habit  of  sleeping 
with  their  bedroom  doors  ajar.  A  strict  sense  of  duty 
led  Mrs.  Presty  to  listen  outside.  No  sound  like  the 
breathing  of  a  person  asleep  was  to  be  heard.  A  strict 
sense  of  duty  conducted  Mrs.  Presty  next  into  the  room, 
and  even  encouraged  her  to  approach  the  bed  on  tip-toe. 
The  bed  was  empty ;  the  clothes  had  not  been  disturbed 
since  it  had  been  made  in  the  morning  ! 

The  old  lady  stepped  out  into  the  corridor  in  a  state  of 
excitement,  which  greatly  improved  her  personal  ap- 
pearance. She  looked  almost  young  again  as  she  men- 
tally reviewed  the  list  of  vices  and  crimes  which  a 
governess  might  commit,  who  had  retired  before  eleven 
o'clock,  and  was  not  in  her  bedroom  at  twelve.  On 
further  reflection,  it  appeared  to  be  barely  possible  that 
Miss  Westerfielcl  might  be  preparing  her  pupil's  exercises 
for  the  next  day.  Mrs.  Presty  descended  to  the  school- 
room, on  the  first  floor. 
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No.  Here  again  there  was  nothing  to  see  but  an 
empty  room. 

Where  was  Miss  Westerfield  ? 

Was  it  within  the  limits  of  probability  that  she  had 
been  bold  enough  to  join  the  party  in  the  smoking-room? 
The  bare  idea  was  absurd. 

In  another  minute,  nevertheless,  Mrs.  Presty  was  at 
the  door,  listening.  The  men's  voices  were  loud  :  they 
were  talking  politics.  She  peeped  through  the  keyhole  ; 
the  smokers  had,  beyond  all  doubt,  been  left  to  them- 
selves. If  the  house  had  not  been  full  of  guests,  Mrs. 
Presty  would  now  have  raised  an  alarm.  As  things 
were,  the  fear  of  a  possible  scandal  which  the  family 
might  have  reason  to  regret  forced  her  to  act  with 
caution.  In  the  suggestive  retirement  of  her  own  room, 
she  arrived  at  a  wise  and  wary  decision.  Opening  her 
door  by  a  few  inches,  she  placed  a  chair  behind  the 
opening  in  a  position  which  commanded  a  view  of 
Sydney's  room.  Wherever  the  governess  might  be,  her 
return  to  her  bed-chamber,  before  the  servants  were 
astir  in  the  morning,  was  a  chance  to  be  counted  on. 
The  night-lamp  in  the  corridor  was  well  alight ;  and  a 
venerable  person,  animated  by  a  sense  of  duty,  was  a 
person  naturally  superior  to  the  seductions  of  sleep. 
Before  taking  the  final  precaution  of  extinguishing  her 
candle,  Mrs.  Presty  touched  up  her  complexion,  and 
resolutely  turned  her  back  on  her  nightcap.  "  This  is  a 
case  in  which  I  must  keep  up  my  dignity,"  she  decided 
as  she  took  her  place  in  the  chair. 

One  man  in  the  smoking-room  appeared  to  be 
thoroughly  weary  of  talking  politics.  That  man  was 
the  master  of  the  house. 

Eandal  noticed  the  worn  pre-occupied  look  in  his 
brother's  face,  and  determined  to  break  up  the  meeting. 
The  opportunity  for  which  he  was  waiting  occurred  in 
another  minute.  He  was  asked  as  a  moderate  politician 
to  decide  between  two  guests,  both  members  of  Parlia- 
ment, who  were  fast  drifting  into  mere  contradiction  of 
each  other's  second-hand  opinions.  In  plain  terms  they 
stated  the  matter  in  dispute  :  "  Which  of  our  political 
parties  deserves  the  confidence  of  the  English  people?" 
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In  plain  terms,  on  his  side,  Banclal  answered  :  "  The 
party  that  lowers  the  taxes."  Those  words  acted  on 
the  discussion  like  water  on  a  fire.  As  members  of 
Parliament,  the  two  contending  politicians  were  naturally 
innocent  of  the  slightest  interest  in  the  people  or  the 
taxes ;  they  received  the  new  idea  submitted  to  them  in 
helpless  silence.  Friends  who  were  listening  began  to 
laugh.  The  oldest  man  present  looked  at  his  watch. 
In  five  minutes  more  the  lights  were  out,  and  the 
Bmoking-room  was  deserted. 

Linley  was  the  last  to  retire — fevered  by  the  combined 
influences  of  smoke  and  noise.  His  mind,  oppressed  all 
through  the  evening,  was  as  ill  at  ease  as  ever.  Linger- 
ing, wakeful  and  irritable,  in  the  corridor  (just  as  Sydney 
had  lingered  before  him),  he  too  stopped  at  the  open 
door,  and  admired  the  peaceful  beauty  of  the  garden. 

The  sleepy  servant,  appointed  to  attend  in  the 
smoking-room,  asked  if  he  should  close  the  door.  Linley 
answered,  "  Go  to  bed,  and  leave  it  to  me."  Still  lin- 
gering at  the  top  of  the  steps,  he  too  was  tempted  by 
the  refreshing  coolness  of  the  air.  He  took  the  key  out 
of  the  lock ;  secured  the  door  after  he  had  passed 
through  it ;  put  the  key  in  his  pocket,  and  went  down 
into  the  garden. 

CHAPTEE   IX. 

SOMEBODY    ATTENDS    TO    THE    DOOR. 

With  slow  steps  Linley  crossed  the  lawn ;  his  mind 
gloomily  absorbed  in  thoughts  which  had  never  before 
troubled  his  easy  nature — thoughts  heavily  laden  with  a 
burden  of  self-reproach. 

Arrived  at  the  limits  of  the  lawn,  two  paths  opened 
before  him.  One  led  into  a  quaintly  pretty  enclosure, 
cultivated  on  the  plan  of  the  old  gardens  at  Versailles, 
and  called  the  French  Garden.  The  other  path  led  to  a 
grassy  walk,  winding  its  way  capriciously  through  a 
thick  shrubbery.  Careless  in  what  direction  he  turned 
his  steps,  Linley  entered  the  shrubbery,  because  it  hap- 
pened to  be  nearest  to  him. 

Except  at  certain  points,  where  the  moonlight  found 
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its  way  through  open  spaces  in  the  verdure,  the  grassy 
path  which  he  was  now  following  wound  onward  in 
shadow.  How  far  he  had  advanced  he  had  not  noticed, 
when  he  heard  a  momentary  rustling  of  leaves  at  some 
little  distance  in  advance  of  him.  The  faint  breeze  had 
died  away ;  the  movement  among  the  leaves  had  been 
no  doubt  produced  by  the  creeping  or  the  flying  of  some 
creature  of  the  night.  Looking  up,  at  the  moment  when 
he  was  disturbed  by  this  trifling  incident,  he  noticed  a 
bright  patch  of  moonlight  ahead  as  he  advanced  to  a 
new  turn  in  the  path. 

The  instant  afterwards  he  was  startled  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  figure,  emerging  into  the  moonlight  from 
the  farther  end  of  the  shrubbery,  and  rapidly  ap- 
proaching him.  He  was  near  enough  to  see  that  it  was 
the  figure  oi  a  woman.  Was  it  one  of  the  female 
servants,  hurrying  back  to  the  house  after  an  interview 
with  a  sweetheart  ?  In  his  black  evening  dress,  he  was, 
in  all  probability,  completely  hidden  by  the  deep  shadow 
in  which  he  stood.  Would  he  be  less  likely  to  frighten 
the  woman  if  he  called  to  her  than  if  he  allowed  her  to 
come  close  up  to  him  in  the  dark  ?  He  decided  on  calling 
to  her. 

"  Who  is  out  so  late  ?"  he  asked. 

A  cry  of  alarm  answered  him.  The  figure  stood  still 
for  a  moment,  and  then  turned  back  as  if  to  escape  him 
by  flight. 

"  Don't  be  frightened,"  he  said.  "  Surely  you  know 
my  voice  ?" 

The  figure  stood  still  again.  He  showed  himself  in 
the  moonlight,  and  discovered — Sydney  Westerfield. 

"  You  !"  he  exclaimed. 

She  trembled ;  the  words  in  which  she  answered  him 
were  words  in  fragments. 

"  The  garden  was  so  quiet  and  pretty — I  thought 
there  would  be  no  harm — please  let  me  go  back — I'm 
afraid  I  shall  be  shut  out " 

She  tried  to  pass  him.  "  My  poor  child,"  he  said, 
"what  is  there  to  be  frightened  about?  I  have  been 
tempted  out  by  the  lovely  night,  like  you.  Take  my 
arm.  It  is  so  close  in  here  among  the  trees.  If  we  go 
back  to  the  lawn,  the  air  will  come  to  you  freely." 
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She  took  his  arm ;  he  could  feel  her  heart  throbbing 
against  it.  Kindly  silent,  he  led  her  back  to  the  open 
space.  Some  garden  chairs  were  placed  here  and  there  : 
he  suggested  that  she  should  rest  for  awhile. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  shall  be  shut  out,"  she  repeated.  "  Pray 
let  me  get  back." 

He  yielded  at  once  to  the  wish  that  she  expressed. 
"  You  must  let  me  take  you  back,"  he  explained.  "  They 
are  all  asleep  at  the  house  by  this  time.  No  !  no  !  don't 
be  frightened  again.  I  have  got  the  key  of  the  door. 
The  moment  I  have  opened  it,  you  shall  go  in  by 
yourself." 

She  looked  at  him  gratefully.  "  You  are  not  offended 
with  me  now,  Mr.  Linley,"  she  said.  "  You  are  like 
your  kind  self  again." 

They  ascended  the  steps  which  led  to  the  door.  Linley 
took  the  key  from  his  pocket.  It  acted  perfectly  in  draw- 
ing back  the  lock ;  but  the  door,  when  he  pushed  it, 
resisted  him.  He  put  his  shoulder  against  it,  and  exerted 
his  strength,  helped  by  his  weight.  The  door  remained 
immovable. 

r-  Had  one  of  the  servants — sitting  up  later  than  usual 
after  the  party,  and  not  aware  that  Mr.  Linley  had  gone 
into  the  garden — noticed  the  door,  and  carefully  fastened 
the  bolts  on  the  inner  side  ?  That  was  exactly  what  had 
happened. 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  submit  to  circum- 
stances. Linley  led  the  way  down  the  steps  again.  "We 
are  shut  out,"  he  said. 

Sydney  listened  in  silent  dismay.  He  seemed  to  be- 
merely  amused ;  he  treated  their  common  misfortune  as 
lightly  as  if  it  had  been  a  joke. 

"  There's  nothing  so  very  terrible  in  our  situation,"  he- 
reminded  her.  "  The  servants'  offices  will  be  opened 
between  six  and  seven  o'clock ;  the  weather  is  perfect ; 
and  the  summer-house  in  the  French  Garden  has  one1 
easy-chair  in  it,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  in  which  you. 
may  rest  and  sleep.  I'm  sure  you  must  be  tired — let  ine< 
take  you  there." 

She  drew  back,  and  looked  up  at  the  house. 

"  Can't  we  make  them  hear  us  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Quite  impossible.     Besides "     He  was  about  to 
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remind  her  of  the  evil  construction  which  might  be  placed 
on  their  appearance  together,  returning  from  the  garden 
at  an  advanced  hour  of  the  night ;  but  her  innocence 
pleaded  with  him  to  be  silent.  He  only  said,  "  You  for- 
get that  we  all  sleep  at  the  top  of  our  old  castle.  There 
is  no  knocker  to  the  door,  and  no  bell  that  rings  upstairs. 
Come  to  the  summer-house.  In  an  hour  or  two  more  we 
shall  see  the  sun  rise." 

She  took  his  arm  in  silence.  They  reached  the  French 
Garden  without  another  word  having  passed  between 
them. 

The  summer-house  had  been  designed,  in  harmony 
with  the  French  taste  of  the  last  century,  from  a  classical 
model.  It  was  a  rough  copy  in  wood  of  The  Temple  of 
Vesta  at  Borne.  Opening  the  door  for  his  companion, 
Linley  paused  before  he  followed  her  in.  A  girl  brought 
up  by  a  careful  mother  would  have  understood  and 
appreciated  his  hesitation ;  she  would  have  concealed 
any  little  feeling  of  embarrassment  that  might  have 
troubled  her  at  the  moment,  and  would  have  asked  him 
to  come  back  and  let  her  know  when  the  rising  of  the 
sun  began.  Neglected  by  her  mother,  worse  than  neg- 
lected by  her  aunt,  Sydney's  fearless  ignorance  put  a 
question  which  would  have  lowered  the  poor  girl  cruelly 
in  the  estimation  of  a  stranger.  "  Are  you  going  to  leave 
me  here  by  myself?"  she  asked.  "  Why  don't  you  come 
in  ? 

Linley  thought  of  his  visit  to  the  school,  and  remem- 
bered the  detestable  mistress.  He  excused  Sydney ;  he 
felt  for  her.  She  held  the  door  open  for  him.  Sure  of 
himself,  he  entered  the  summer-house. 

As  a  mark  of  respect  on  her  part,  she  offered  the  arm- 
chair to  him :  it  was  the  one  comfortable  seat  in  the 
neglected  place.  He  insisted  that  she  should  take  it ; 
and,  searching  the  summer-house,  found  a  wooden  stool 
for  himself.  The  small  circular  room  received  but  little 
of  the  dim  outer  light — they  were  near  each  other — they 
were  silent.  Sydney  burst  suddenly  into  a  nervous  little 
laugh. 

"  Why  do  you  laugh  ?"  he  asked  good-humouredly. 

"  It  seems  so  strange,  Mr.  Linley,  for  us  to  be  out 
hero,"     In  the  moment  when  she  made  that  reply  hex 
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merriment  vanished  :  she  looked  out  sadly,  through  the 
open  door,  at  the  stillness  of  the  night.  "What  should 
I  have  done,"  she  wondered,  "  if  I  had  been  shut  out  of 
the  house  by  myself?"  Her  eyes  rested  on  him  timidly  ; 
there  was  some  thought  in  her  which  she  shrank  from 
expressing.  She  only  said  :  "  I  wish  I  knew  how  to  be 
worthy  of  your  kindness." 

Her  voice  warned  him  that  she  was  struggling  with 
strong  emotion.  In  one  respect,  men  are  all  alike ;  they 
hate  to  see  a  woman  in  tears.  Linley  treated  her  like  a 
child ;  he  smiled,  and  patted  her  on  the  shoulder. 
"  Nonsense  !"  he  said  gaily.  "  There  is  no  merit  in  being 
kind  to  my  good  little  governess." 

She  took  that  comforting  hand — it  was  a  harmless  im- 
pulse that  she  was  unable  to  resist — she  bent  over  it, 
and  kissed  it  gratefully.  He  drew  his  hand  away  from 
her  as  if  the  soft  touch  of  her  lips  had  been  fire  that 
burnt  it.  "  Oh,"  she  cried,  "  have  I  done  wrong  '?" 
"  No,  my  dear — no,  no." 

There  was  an  embarrassment  in  his  manner,  the  in- 
evitable result  of  his  fear  of  himself  if  he  faltered  in  the 
resolute  exercise  of  self-restraint,  which  was  perfectly 
incomprehensible  to  Sydney.  He  moved  his  seat  back  a 
little,  so  as  to  place  himself  farther  away.  Something  in 
that  action,  at  that  time,  shocked  and  humiliated  her. 
Completely  misunderstanding  him,  she  thought  he  was 
reminding  her  of  the  distance  that  separated  them  in 
social  rank.  Oh,  the  shame  of  it  !  the  shame  of  it ! 
Would  other  governesses  have  taken  a  liberty  with  their 
master?  A  fit  of  hysterical  sobbing  burst  its  way 
through  her  last  reserves  of  self-control ;  she  started  to 
her  feet,  and  ran  out  of  the  summer-house. 

Alarmed  and  distressed,  he  followed  her  instantly. 
She  was  leaning  against  the  pedestal  of  a  statue  in 
the  garden,  panting,  shuddering,  a  sight  to  touch  the 
heart  of  a  far  less  sensitive  man  than  the  man  who  now 
approached  her.  "Sydney!"  he  said.  "Dear  little 
Sydney  !"  She  tried  to  speak  to  him  in  return.  Breath 
and  strength  failed  her  together ;  she  lifted  her  hand, 
vainly  grasping  at  the  broad  pedestal  behind  her;  she 
would  have  fallen  if  he  had  not  caught  her  in  his  arms. 
Her  head  sank  faintly  backward  on  his  breast.     Ha 


So  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

looked  at  the  poor  little  tortured  face,  turned  up  towards 
him  in  the  lovely  moonlight.  Again  and  again  he  had 
honourably  restrained  himself — he  was  human ;  he  was 
a  man— in  one  mad  moment  it  was  done,  hotly,  passion- 
ately done — ha  kissed  her. 

For  the  first  time  in  her  maiden  life,  a  man's  lips 
touched  her  lips.  All  that  had  been  perplexing  and 
strange,  all  that  had  been  innocently  wonderful  to  her- 
self in  the  feeling  that  bound  Sydney  to  her  first  friend, 
was  a  mystery  no  more.  Love  lifted  its  veil,  Nature  re- 
vealed its  secrets,  in  the  one  supreme  moment  of  that 
kiss.  She  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck  with  a  low  cry 
of  delight — and  returned  his  kiss. 

"  Sydney,"  he  whispered,  "  I  love  you." 

She  heard  him  in  rapturous  silence.  Her  kiss  had 
answered  for  her. 

At  that  crisis  in  their  lives,  they  were  saved  by  an 
accident ;  a  poor  little  common  accident  that  happens 
every  day.  The  spring  in  the  bracelet  that  Sydney  wore 
gave  way  as  she  held  him  to  her ;  the  bright  trinket  fell 
on  the  grass  at  her  feet.  The  man  never  noticed  it.  The 
woman  saw  her  pretty  ornament  as  it  dropped  from  her 
arm — saw,  and  remembered  Mrs.  Linley's  gift. 

Cold  and  pale — with  horror  of  herself  confessed  in  the 
action,  simple  as  it  was— she  drew  back  from  him  in 
dead  silence. 

He  was  astounded.  In  tones  that  trembled  with 
agitation,  he  said  to  her  :  "  Are  you  ill  ?" 

"  Shameless  and  wicked,"  she  answered.  "  Not  ill." 
She  pointed  to  the  bracelet  on  the  grass.  "  Take  it  up  ; 
I  am  not  fit  to  touch  it.     Look  on  the  inner  side." 

He  remembered  the  inscription  :  "  To  Sydney  Wester- 
field,  with  Catherine  Linley's  love."  His  head  sank  on 
his  breast ;  he  understood  her  at  last.  "  You  despise 
me,"  he  said,  "  and  I  deserve  it." 

"  No ;  I  despise  myself.  I  have  lived  among  vile 
people ;  and  I  am  vile  like  them." 

She  moved  away  a  few  steps  with  a  heavy  sigh. 
"  Kitty  !"  she  said  to  herself.     "  Poor  little  Kitty  !" 

He  followed  her.  ' '  Why  are  you  thinking  of  the 
child,"  he  asked,  "  at  such  a  time  as  this  ?" 

She  replied  without  returning  or  looking  round ;  dig- 
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trust  of  herself  had  inspired  her  with  terror  of  Linley, 
from  the  time  when  the  bracelet  had  dropped  on  the 
grass. 

"I  can  make  but  one  atonement,"  she  said.  "We 
must  see  each  other  no  more.  I  must  say  good-bye  to 
Kitty — I  must  go.  Help  me  to  submit  to  my  hard  lot — I 
must  go." 

He  set  her  no  example  of  resignation  ;  he  shrank  from 
the  prospect  that  she  presented  to  him. 

"  Where  are  you  to  go  if  you  leave  us  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Away  from  England !  The  farther  away  from  yon 
the  better  for  both  of  us.  Help  me  with  your  interest ; 
have  me  sent  to  the  new  world  in  the  west,  with  other 
emigrants.  Give  me  something  to  look  forward  to  that 
is  not  shame  and  despair.  Let  me  do  something  that  is 
innocent  and  good — I  may  find  a  trace  of  my  poor  lost 
brother.     Oh,  let  me  go  !     Let  me  go  !" 

Her  resolution  shamed  him.  He  rose  to  her  level,  in 
spite  of  himself. 

"  I  dare  not  tell  you  that  you  are  wrong,"  he  said. 
"  I  only  ask  you  to  wait  a  little  till  we  are  calmer,  before 
you  speak  of  the  future  again."  He  pointed  to  the 
summer-house.  "  Go  in,  my  poor  girl.  Best,  and  com- 
pose yourself,  while  I  try  to  think." 

He  left  her,  and  paced  up  and  down  the  formal  walks 
in  the  garden.  Away  from  the  maddening  fascination 
of  her  presence,  his  mind  grew  clearer.  He  resisted  the 
temptation  to  think  of  her  tenderly ;  he  set  himself  to 
consider  what  it  would  be  well  to  do  next. 

The  moonlight  was  seen  no  more.  Misty  and  starless, 
the  dark  sky  spread  its  majestic  obscurity  over  the  earth. 
Linley  looked  wearily  towards  the  eastern  heaven.  The 
darkness  daunted  him ;  he  saw  in  it  the  shadow  of  his 
own  sense  of  guilt.  The  grey  glimmering  of  dawn,  the 
songs  of  birds  when  the  pure  light  softly  climbed  the  sky, 
roused  and  relieved  him.  With  the  first  radiant  rising 
of  the  sun  he  returned  to  the  summer-house. 

"  Do  I  disturb  you?"  he  asked,  waiting  at  the  door. 

"No." 

"  Will  you  come  out  and  speak  to  me  ?" 

She  appeared  at  the  door,  waiting  to  hear  what  he  had 
to  say  to  her. 

P 
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"  I  must  ask  you  to  submit  to  a  sacrifice  of  your  own 
feelings,"  he  began.  "When  I  kept  away  from  you  in 
the  drawing-room,  last  night — when  my  strange  conduct 
made  you  fear  that  you  had  offended  me — I  was  trying 
to  remember  what  I  owed  to  my  good  wife.  I  have  been 
thinking  of  her  again.  We  must  spare  her  a  discovery 
too  terrible  to  be  endured,  while  her  attention  is  claimed 
by  the  guests  who  are  now  in  the  house.  In  a  week's 
time  they  will  leave  us.  Will  you  consent  to  keep  up 
appearances  ?  Will  you  live  with  us  as  usual,  until  we 
are  left  by  ourselves?" 

"It  shall  be  done,  Mr.  Linley.  I  only  ask  one  favour 
of  you.  My  worst  enemy  is  my  own  miserable  wicked 
heart.  Oh,  don't  you  understand  me  ?  I  arn  ashamed 
io  look  at  you  !" 

He  had  only  to  examine  his  own  heart,  and  to  know 
what  she  meant.  "  Say  no  more,"  he  answered  sadly. 
"  We  will  keep  as  much  away  from  each  other  as  we 
can." 

She  shuddered  at  that  open  recognition  of  the  guilty 
love  which  united  them,  in  spite  of  their  horror  of  it,  and 
took  refuge  from  him  in  the  summer-house.  Not  a  word 
more  passed  between  them  until  the  unbarring  of  doors 
was  heard  in  the  stillness  of  the  morning,  and  the  smoke 
began  to  rise  from  the  kitchen  chimney.  Then  he  re- 
turned, and  spoke  to  her. 

"  You  can  get  back  to  the  house,"  he  said.  Go  up 
by  the  front  stairs,  and  you  will  not  meet  the  servants  at 
this  early  hour.  If  they  do  see  you,  you  have  your  cloak 
on ;  they  will  think  you  have  been  in  the  garden  earlier 
than  usual.  As  you  pass  the  upper  door,  draw  back  the 
bolts  quietly,  and  I  can  let  myself  in." 

She  bent  her  head  in  silence.  He  looked  after  her  as 
she  hastened  away  from  him  over  the  lawn ;  conscious  of 
admiring  her,  conscious  of  more  than  he  dared  realize  to 
himself.  When  she  disappeared,  he  turned  back  to  wait 
where  she  had  been  waiting.  With  his  sense  of  the 
duty  he  owed  to  his  wife  penitently  present  to  his  mind, 
the  memory  of  that  fatal  kiss  still  left  its  vivid  impression 
on  him.  "  What  a  scoundrel  I  am  !"  he  said  to  himself 
as  he  stood  alone  in  the  summer-house,  looking  at  the 
chair  which  she  had  just  left. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

KITTY   MENTIONS    HER   BIRTHDAY. 

A  clever  old  lady,  possessed  of  the  inestimable  advan- 
tages of  worldly  experience,  must  submit  nevertheless  to 
the  laws  of  Nature.  Time  and  Sleep  together — powerful 
agents  in  the  small  hours  of  the  morning — had  got  the 
better  of  Mrs.  Presty;s  resolution  to  keep  awake.  Free 
from  discovery,  Sydney  ascended  the  stairs.  Free  from 
discovery,  Sydney  entered  her  own  room. 

Half-an-hour  later,  Linley  opened  the  door  of  his 
dressing-room.  His  wife  was  still  sleeping.  His  mother- 
in-law  woke  two  hours  later ;  looked  at  her  watch  ;  and 
discovered  that  she  had  lost  her  opportunity.  Other  old 
women,  under  similar  circumstances,  might  have  felt 
discouraged.  This  old  woman  believed  in  her  own  sus- 
picions more  devoutly  than  ever.  When  the  breakfast- 
bell  rang,  Sydney  found  Mrs.  Presty  in  the  corridor, 
waiting  to  say  good-morning. 

"  I  wonder  what  you  were  doing  last  night,  when  you 
ought  to  have  been  in  bed  ?"  the  old  lady  began,  with  a 
treacherous  amiability  of  manner.  "Oh,  I  am  not 
mistaken !  your  door  was  open,  my  dear,  and  I  looked 
in." 

"  Why  did  you  look  in,  Mrs.  Presty?" 

"  My  young  friend,  I  was  naturally  anxious  about  you. 
I  am  anxious  still.  Were  you  in  the  house  ?  or  out  of 
the  house?" 

"  I  was  walking  in  the  garden,"  Sydney  replied. 

"  Admiring  the  moonlight?" 

"  Yes  ;  admiring  the  moonlight." 

"  Alone,  of  course?"  Sydney's  friend  suggested. 

And  Sydney  took  refuge  in  prevarication.  "  Why 
should  you  doubt  it?"  she  said. 

Mrs.  Presty  wasted  no  more  time  in  asking  questions. 
She  was  pleasantly  reminded  of  the  words  of  worldly 
wisdom  which  she  had  addressed  to  her  daughter  on  the 
day  of  Sydney's  arrival  at  Mount  Morven.  "  The  good 
qualities  of  that  unfortunate  young  creature  "  (she  had 
said)  "  can  not  have  always  resisted  the  horrid  temptations 
and  contaminations  about  her.     Hundreds  of  times  she 
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must  have  had  deceit  forced  on  her  ;  she  must  have  lied 
through  ungovernable  fear."  Elevated  a  little  higher 
than  ever  in  her  own  estimation,  Mis.  Presty  took 
Sydney's  arm,  and  led  her  down  to  breakfast  with 
motherly  familiarity.  Linley  met  them  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs.  His  mother-in-law  first  stole  a  look  at  Sydney, 
and  then  shook  hands  with  him  cordially.  "  My  dear 
Herbert,  how  pale  you  are  !  That  horrid  smoking.  You 
look  as  if  you  had  been  up  all  night." 

Mrs.  Linley  paid  her  customary  visit  to  the  schoolroom 
that  morning. 

The  necessary  attention  to  her  guests  had  left  little 
leisure  for  the  exercise  of  observation  at  the  breakfast-table; 
the  one  circumstance  which  had  forced  itself  on  her 
notice  had.  been  the  boisterous  gaiety  of  her  husband. 
Too  essentially  honest  to  practise  deception  of  any  kind 
cleverly,  Linley  had  overacted  the  part  of  a  man  whose 
mind  was  entirely  at  ease.  The  most  unsuspicious 
woman  living,  his  wife  was  simply  amused.  "  How  he 
does  enjoy  society !"  she  thought.  "  Herbert  will  be  a 
young  man  to  the  end  of  his  life." 

In  the  best  possible  spirits — still  animated  by  her  suc- 
cessful exertions  to  entertain  her  friends — Mrs.  Linley 
opened  the  schoolroom  doortbriskly.  "  How  are  the  lessons 
getting  on?"  she  began — and  checked  herself  with  a  start. 
"  Kitty  !"  she  exclaimed.     "  Crying?" 

The  child  ran  to  her  mother  with  tears  in  her  eyes, 
"  Look  ao  Syd  !  She  sulks  ;  she  cries ;  she  won't  talk  to 
me — send  for  the  doctor." 

"You  tiresome  child,  I  don't  want  the  doctor.  I'm 
not  ill." 

"There,  Mamma!"  cried  Kitty.  "  She  never  scolded 
me  before  to-day." 

Inother  words, here  was  a  complete  reversal  of  the  usual 
order  of  things  in  the  schoolroom.  Patient  Sydney  was 
out  of  temper ;  gentle  Sydney  spoke  bitterly  to  the  little 
friend  whom  she  loved.  Mrs.  Linley  drew  a  chair  to  the 
governess's  side,  and  took  her  hand.  The  strangely 
altered  girl  tore  her  hand  away,  and  burst  into  a  violent 
fit  of  crying.  Puzzled  and  frightened,  Kitty  (to  the  best 
of  a  child's  ability)  followed  her  example.     Mrs.  Linley 
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took  her  daughter  on  her  knee,  and  gave  Sydney's  out- 
break of  agitation  time  to  subside.  There  were  no  feverish 
appearances  in  her  face,  there  was  no  feverish  heat  in  her 
skin  when  their  hands  had  touched  each  other  for  a 
moment.  In  all  probability  the  mischief  was  nervous 
mischief,  and  the  outburst  of  weeping  was  an  hysterical 
effort  at  relief. 

"  I  am  afraid,  my  dear,  you  have  had  a  bad  night," 
Mrs.  Linley  said. 

"Bad?     Worse  than  bad !" 

Sydney  stopped ;  looked  at  her  good  mistress  and 
friend  in  terror ; .  and  made  a  confused  effort  to  explain 
awiiy  what  she  had  just  said.  As  sensibly  and  kindly 
self-possessed  as  ever,  Mrs.  Linley  told  her  that  she  only 
wanted  rest  and  quiet.  "  Let  me  take  you  to  my  room," 
she  proposed.  "  We  will  have  the  sofa  moved  into  the 
balcony ;  and  you  will  soon  go  to  sleep  in  the  delicious 
warm  air.  You  may  put  away  your  books,  Kitty ;  this 
is  a  holiday.  Come  with  me,  and  be  petted  and  spoilt 
b}-  the  ladies  in  the  morning-room." 

Neither  the  governess  nor  the  pupil  was  worthy  of  the 
sympathy  so  frankly  offered  to  them.  Still  strangely 
confused,  Sydney  made  commonplace  apologies,  and 
asked  leave  to  go  out  and  walk  in  the  park.  Hearing 
this,  Kitty  declared  that  where  her  governess  went  she 
would  go  too.  Mrs.  Linley  smoothed  her  daughter's 
pretty  auburn  hair,  and  said  playfully :  "I  think  I  ought 
to  be  jealous."  To  her  surprise  Sydney  looked  up  as  if 
the  words  had  been  addressed  to  herself.  "  You  mustn't 
be  fonder,  my  dear,  of  3'our  governess,"  Mrs.  Linley  went 
on,  "  than  you  are  of  your  mother."  She  kissed  the 
child,  and,  rising  to  go,  discovered  that  Sydney  had 
moved  to  another  part  of  the  room.  She  was  standing 
at  the  piano,  with  a  page  of  music  in  her  hand.  The 
page  was  upside  down — and  she  had  placed  herself  in  a 
position  which  concealed  her  face.  Slow  as  Mrs.  Linley 
was  to  doubt  any  person  (more  especially  a  person  who 
interested  her),  she  left  the  room  with  a  vague  fear  of 
something  wrons,  and  with  a  conviction  that  she  would 
do  well  to  consult  her  husband. 

Hearing  the  door  close,  Sydney  looked  round.  She 
ami  Kitty  were  alone  again  ;  and  Kitty  was  putting  away 


86  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

her  books,  without  showing  any  pleasure  at  the  prospect 
of  a  holiday. 

Sydney  took  the  child  fondly  in  her  arms.  "  Would 
you  be  very  sorry,"  she  asked,  "  if  I  was  obliged  to  go 
away,  some  day,  and  leave  you?"  Kitty  turned  pale 
with  terror  at  the  dreadful  prospect  which  those  words 
presented.  "  There  !  there  !  I  am  only  joking,"  Sydney 
said,  shocked  at  the  effect  which  her  attempt  to  suggest 
the  impending  separation  had  produced.  "  You  shall 
come  with  me,  darling ;  we  will  walk  in  the  park 
together." 

Kitty's  face  brightened  directly.  She  proposed 
extending  their  walk  to  the  paddock,  and  feeding  the 
cows.  Sydney  readily  consented.  Any  amusement  was 
welcome  to  her  which  diverted  the  child's  attention  from 
herself. 

They  had  been  nearly  an  hour  in  the  park,  and  were 
returning  to  the  house  through  a  clump  of  trees,  when 
Sydney's  companion,  running  on  before  her,  cried, 
"  Here's  Papa  !"  Her  first  impulse  was  to  draw  back 
behind  a  tree,  in  the  hope  of  escaping  notice.  Linley 
sent  Kitty  away  to  gather  a  nosegay  of  daisies,  and 
joined  Sydney  under  the  trees. 

"  I  have  been  looking  for  you  everywhere,"  he  said. 
"  My  wife " 

Sydney  interrupted  him.  "  Discovered  !"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"There  is  nothing  that  need  alarm  you,"  he  replied. 
"  Catherine  is  too  good  and  too  true  herself  to  suspect 
others  easily.  She  sees  a  change  in  you  that  she 
doesn't  understand — she  asks  if  I  have  noticed  it — and 
that  is  all.  But  her  mother  has  the  cunning  of  the 
devil.  There  is  a  serious  reason  for  controlling  your- 
self." 

He  spoke  so  earnestly  that  he  startled  her.  "  Are 
you  angry  with  me?"  she  asked. 

"  Angry  !  Does  the  man  live  who  could  be  angry  with 
you?" 

"It  might  be  better  for  both  of  us  if  you  were  angry 
with  me.  I  have  tried  to  control  myself  ;  I  will  try 
again.  Oh,  if  you  only  knew  what  I  suffer  when  Mrs. 
Linley  is  kind  to  me  !" 
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He  persisted  in  trying  to  rouse  her  to  a  sense  of  the 
danger  that  threatened  them,  while  the  visitors  remained 
in  the  house.  "  In  a  few  days,  Sydney,  there  will  be  no 
more  need  for  the  deceit  that  is  now  forced  on  us.  Till 
that  time  comes,  remember — Mrs.  Presty  suspects  us." 

Kitty  ran  back  to  them  with  her  hands  full  of  daisies 
before  they  could  say  more. 

"  There  is  your  nosegay,  Papa.  No  ;  I  don't  want 
you  to  thank  me — I  want  to  know  what  present  you  are 
going  to  give  me."  Her  father's  mind  was  pre-occupied ; 
he  looked  at  her  absently.  The  child's  sense  of  her  own 
importance  was  wounded  :  she  appealed  to  her  gover- 
ness. "  Would  you  believe  it  ?"  she  asked.  "  Papa  has 
forgotten  that  next  Tuesday  is  my  birthday  !" 

"Very  well,  Kitty;  I  must  pay  the  penalty  of  for- 
getting.    What  present  would  you  like  to  have  ?" 

"  I  want  a  doll's  perambulator." 

"  Ha  !     In  my  time  we  were  satisfied  with  a  doll." 

They  all  three  looked  round.  Another  person  had 
suddenly  joined  in  the  talk.  There  was  no  mistaking 
the  person's  voice :  Mrs.  Presty  appeared  among  the 
trees,  taking  a  walk  in  the  park.  Had  she  heard  what 
Linley  and  the  governess  had  said  to  each  other  while 
Kitty  was  gathering  daisies  ? 

"  Quite  a  domestic  scene  !"  the  sly  old  lady  remarked. 
"  Papa,  looking  like  a  saint  in  a  picture,  with  flowers  in 
his  hand.  Papa's  spoilt  child  always  wanting  some- 
thing, and  always  getting  it.  And  Papa's  governess,  so 
sweetly  fresh  and  pretty  that  I  should  certainly  fall  in 
love  with  her,  if  I  had  the  advantage  of  being  a  man. 
You  have  no  doubt  remarked,  Herbert — I  think  I  hear 
the  bell ;  shall  we  go  to  lunch  ? — you  have  no  doubt,  I 
say,  remarked  what  curiously  opposite  styles  Catherine 
and  Miss  Western  eld  present ;  so  charming,  and  yet 
such  complete  contrasts.  I  wonder  whether  they  oc- 
casionally envy  each  other's  good  looks  ?  Does  my 
daughter  ever  regret  that  she  is  not  Miss  Westeifield  ? 
And  do  you,  my  dear,  sometimes  wish  you  were  Mrs. 
Linley?" 

"  While  we  are  about  it,  let  me  put  a  third  question," 
Linley  interposed.  "  Are  you  ever  aware  of  it  yourself, 
Mrs.  Presty,  when  you  are  talking  nonsense  ?" 
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He  was  angry,  and  he  showed  it  in  that  feeble  reply. 
Sydney  felt  the  implied  insult  offered  to  her  in  another 
way.  It  roused  her  to  the  exercise  of  self-control  as 
nothing  had  roused  her  yet.  She  ignored  Mrs.  Presty's 
irony  with  a  composure  worthy  of  Mrs.  Presty  herself. 
"  Where  is  the  woman,"  she  said,  "  who  would  not  wish 
to  be  as  beautiful  as  Mrs.  Linley — and  as  good?" 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear,  for  a  compliment  to  my 
daughter  :  a  sincere  compliment,  no  doubt.  It  comes  in 
very  neatly  and  nicely,"  Mrs.  Presty  acknowledged, 
"  after  my  son-in-law's  little  outbreak  of  temper.  My 
poor  Herbert,  when  will  you  understand  that  I  mean  no 
harm?  I  am  an  essentially  humorous  person;  my 
wonderful  spirits  are  always  carrying  me  away.  I  do 
assure  you,  Miss  Westerfield,  I  don't  know  what  worry 
is.  My  troubles — deaths  in  the  family,  and  that  sort  of 
thing — seem  to  slip  off  me  in  a  most  remarkable  manner. 
Poor  Mr.  Norman  used  to  attribute  it  to  my  excellent 
appetite.  Or,  no ;  I  think  he  said  my  excellent  diges- 
tion. My  second  husband  would  never  hear  of  such  an 
explanation  as  that.  His  high  ideal  of  women  shrank 
from  allusions  to  stomachs.  He  used  to  speak  so  nicely 
(quoting  some  poet)  of  the  sunshine  of  my  breast. 
Vague  perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Presty,  modestly  looking 
down  at  the  ample  prospect  of  a  personal  nature  which 
presented  itself  below  her  throat,  "but  so  flattering  to 
one's  feelings.  There's  the  luncheon  bell  again,  I 
declare !  I'll  run  on  before  and  tell  them  you  are 
coming.  Some  people  might  say  they  wished  to  be 
punctual.  I  am  truth  itself,  and  I  own  I  don't  like  being 
helped  to  the  underside  of  the  fish.  Au  rcvoir  !  Do 
you  remember,  Miss  Westerfield,  when  I  asked  you  to 
repeat  au  revoir  as  a  specimen  of  your  French  ?  I  didn't 
think  much  of  your  accent.  Oh,  dear  me,  I  didn't 
think  much  of  your  accent !" 

Kitty  looked  after  her  affluent  grandmother  with  eyes 
that  stared  respectfully  in  ignorant  admiration.  She 
pulled  her  father's  coat-tail,  and  addressed  herself 
gravely  to  his  private  ear.  "  Oh,  Papa,  what  noble 
words  Grandmamma  has  1" 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

LINLEY   ASSEETS    HIS    AUTHORITY. 

On  the  evening  of  Monday  in  the  new  week,  the  last  of 
the  visitors  had  left  Mount  Morven.  Mrs.  Linley 
dropped  into  a  chair  (in,  what  Eandal  called,  "the 
heavenly  tranquillity  of  the  deserted  drawing-room ") 
and  owned  that  the  effort  of  entertaining  her  guests  had 
completely  worn  her  out.  "  It's  too  absurd,  at  my  time 
of  life,"  she  said  with  a  faint  smile  ;  "  but  I  am  really 
and  truly  so  tired  that  I  must  go  to  bed  before  dark,  as  if 
I  was  a  child  again." 

Mrs.  Presty — maliciously  observant  of  the  governess, 
sitting  silent  and  apart  in  a  corner — approached  her 
daughter  in  a  hurry ;  to  all  appearance  with  a  special 
object  in  view.  Linley  was  at  no  loss  to  guess  what 
that  object  might  be.  "  Will  you  do  me  a  favour, 
Catherine?"  Mrs.  Presty  began.  "  I  wish  to  say  a  word 
to  you  in  your  own  room." 

"  Oh,  Mamma,  have  some  mercy  on  me,  and  put  it  off 
till  to-morrow  !" 

Mrs.  Presty  reluctantly  consented  to  this  proposal,  on 
one  condition.  "It  is  understood,"  she  stipulated,  "that 
I  am  to  see  you  the  first  thing  in  the  morning?" 

Mrs.  Linley  was  ready  to  accept  that  condition,  or  any 
condition,  which  promised  her  a  night  of  uninterrupted 
repose.  She  crossed  the  room  to  her  husband,  and  took 
his  arm.  "  In  my  state  of  fatigue,  Herbert,  I  shall 
never  get  up  our  steep  stairs,  unless  you  help  me." 

As  they  ascended  the  stairs  together,  Linley  found 
that  his  wife  had  a  reason  of  her  own  for  leaving  the 
drawing-room. 

"I  am  quite  weary  enough  to  go  to  bed,"  she  ex- 
plained. "  But  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  first.  It's 
about  Miss  Westerfield.  (No,  no,  we  needn't  stop  on 
the  landing.)  Do  you  know,  I  think  I  have  found  out 
what  has  altered  our  little  governess  so  strangely — I 
seem  to  startle  you  ?" 

"No." 

"  I  am  only  astonished,"  Mrs.  Linley  resumed,  "  at 
my   own   stupidity  in  not  having  discovered  it  before. 
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We  must  be  kinder  than  ever  to  the  poor  girl  now ;  can't 
you  guess  why  ?  My  dear,  how  dull  you  are  !  Must  I 
remind  you  that  we  have  had  two  single  men  among  our 
visitors  ?  One  of  them  is  old,  and  doesn't  matter.  But 
the  other — I  mean  Sir  George,  of  course — is  young, 
handsome,  and  agreeable.  I  am  so  sorry  for  Sydney 
Westerfield.  It's  plain  to  me  that  she  is  hopelessly  in 
love  with  a  man  who  has  run  through  his  fortune,  and 
must  marry  money  if  he  marries  at  all.  I  shall  speak 
to  Sydney  to-morrow ;  and  I  hope  and  trust  I  shall 
succeed  in  winning  her  confidence.  Thank  Heaven, 
here  we  are  at  my  door  at  last  !  I  can't  say  more 
now ;  I'm  ready  to  drop.  Good  night,  dear ;  you  look 
tired  too.  It's  a  nice  thing  to  have  friends,  I  know  ; 
but,  oh,  what  a  relief  it  is  sometimes  to  get  rid  of 
them  !" 

She  kissed  him,  and  let  him  go. 

Left  by  himself,  to  compare  his  wife's  innocent 
mistake  with  the  terrible  enlightenment  that  awaited 
her,  Linley's  courage  failed  him.  He  leaned  on  the 
quaintly-carved  rail  that  protected  the  outer  side  of  the 
landing,  and  looked  down  at  the  stone  hall  far  below 
If  the  old  woodwork  (he  thought)  would  only  give  way 
under  his  weight,  there  would  be  an  escape  from  the 
coming  catastrophe,  found  in  an  instant. 

A  timely  remembrance  of  Sydney  recalled  him  to 
himself.  For  her  sake,  he  was  bound  to  prevent  Mrs. 
Presty's  contemplated  interview  with  his  wife  on  the 
next  morning. 

Descending  the  stairs,  he  met  his  brother  in  the  corridor 
on  the  first  floor. 

"  The  very  man  I  wanted  to  see,"  Eandal  said.  "  Tell 
me,  Herbert,  what  is  the  matter  with  that  curious  old 
woman?" 

"  Do  you  mean  Mrs.  Presty?" 

"  Yes.  She  has  just  been  telling  me  that  our  friend 
Mrs.  MacEdwin  has  taken  a  fancy  to  Miss  Westerfield, 
and  would  be  only  too  glad  to  deprive  us  of  our  pretty 
governess." 

"  Did  Mrs.  Presty  say  that  in  Miss  Westerfield's  pre- 

"  No.     Soon  after  you  and  Catherine  left  the  room, 
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Miss  Westerfield  left  it  too.  I  dare  say  I  am  wrong,  for 
I  haven't  had  time  to  think  of  it;  but  Mrs.  Presty's 
manner  suggested  to  me  that  she  would  be  glad  to  see 
the  poor  girl  sent  out  of  the  house." 

"  I  am  going  to  speak  to  her,  Eandal,  on  that  very 
subject.     Is  she  still  in  the  drawing-room?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Did  she  say  anything  more  to  you?' 

"  I  didn't  give  her  the  chance  ;  I  don't  like  Mrs.  Presty. 
You  look  worn  and  worried,  Herbert.  Is  there  anything 
wrong?" 

"  If  there  is,  my  dear  fellow,  you  will  hear  of  it  to- 
morrow." 

So  they  parted. 

Comfortably  established  in  the  drawing-room,  Mrs. 
Presty  had  just  opened  her  favourite  newspaper.  Her 
only  companion  was  Linley's  black  poodle,  resting  at  her 
feet.  On  the  opening  of  the  door,  the  dog  rose — advanced 
to  caress  his  master — and  looked  up  in  Linley's  face.  If 
Mrs.  Presty's  attention  had  happened  to  be  turned  that 
way,  she  might  have  seen,  in  the  faithful  creature's  sudden 
and  silent  retreat,  a  warning  of  her  son-in-law's  humour 
at  that  moment.  But  she  was,  or  assumed  to  be,  inter- 
ested in  her  reading ;  and  she  deliberately  overlooked 
Linley's  appearance.  After  waiting  a  little  to  attract 
her  attention,  he  quietly  took  the  newspaper  out  of  her 
hand. 

"  What  does  this  mean?'  Mrs.  Presty  asked. 

"  It  means,  ma'am,  that  I  have  something  to  say  to 
you." 

"  Apparently,  something  that  can't  be  said  with  com- 
mon civility?  Be  as  rude  as  you  please  :  I  am  well  used 
to  it." 

Linley  wisely  took  no  notice  of  this. 

"  Since  you  have  lived  at  Mount  Morven,"  he  pro- 
ceeded, "  I  think  you  have  found  me,  on  the  whole,  an 
easy  man  to  get  on  with.  At  the  same  time,  when  I  do 
make  up  my  mind  to  be  master  in  my  own  house,  I  am 
master." 

Mrs.  Presty  crossed  her  hands  placidly  on  her  lap,  and 
asked  :  "  Master  of  what?" 

"  Master  of  your  suspicions  of  Miss  Westerfield.     You 
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are  free,  of  course,  to  think  of  her  and  of  me  as  you 
please.  What  I  forbid  is  the  expression  of  your  thoughts 
— either  by  way  of  hints  to  my  brother,  or  officious  com- 
munications with  my  wife.  Don't  suppose  that  I  am 
afraid  of  the  truth.  Mrs.  Linley  shall  know  more  than 
you  think  for,  and  shall  know  it  to-morrow ;  not  from 
you,  but  from  me.' 

Mrs.  Presty  shook  her  head  compassionately.  "  My 
good  sir,  surely  you  know  me  too  well  to  think  that  I 
am  to  be  disposed  of  in  that  easy  way  ?  Must  I  remind 
you  that  your  wife's  mother  has  '  the  cunning  of  the 
devil '  ?" 

Linley  recognised  his  own  words.  "  So  you  were 
listening  among  the  trees  !"  he  said. 

"  Yes  ;  I  was  listening ;  and  I  have  only  to  regret  that 
I  didn't  hear  more.  Let  us  return  to  our  subject.  I 
don't  trust  my  daughter's  interests — my  much-injured 
daughter's  interests — in  your  hands.  They  are  not  clean 
hands,  Mr.  Linley.  I  have  a  duty  to  do ;  and  I  shall  do 
it  to-morrow." 

"  No,  Mrs.  Presty,  you  won't  do  it  to-morrow." 

"  "Who  will  prevent  me?" 

"  I  shall  prevent  you." 

"  In  what  way,  if  you  please?" 

"  I  don't  think  it  necessary  to  answer  that  question. 
My  servants  will  have  their  instructions  ;  and  I  shall  see 
myself  that  my  orders  are  obeyed." 

"Thank  you.  I  begin  to  understand;  I  am  to  be 
turned  out  of  the  house.  Very  well.  We  shall  see  what 
my  daughter  says  to  that." 

"  You  know  as  well  as  I  do,  Mrs.  Presty,  that  if  your 
daughter  is  forced  to  choose  between  us  she  will  decide 
for  her  husband.  You  have  the  night  before  you  for  con- 
sideration.    I  have  no  more  to  say." 

Among  Mrs.  Presty's  merits,  it  is  only  just  to  reckon  a 
capacity  for  making  up  her  mind  rapidly,  under  stress  of 
circumstances.  Before  Linley  had  opened  the  door,  on 
his  way  out,  he  was  called  back. 

"  I  am  shocked  to  trouble  you  again,"  Mrs.  Presty 
said,  "  but  I  don't  propose  to  interfere  with  my  night's 
rest  by  thinking  about  you.  My  position  is  perfectly 
clear   to   me,   without    wasting    time   in   consideration. 
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When  a  man  so  completely  forgets  what  is  due  to  the 
weaker  sex  as  to  threaten  a  woman,  the  woman  has  no 
alternative  but  to  submit.  You  are  aware  that  I  had 
arranged  to  see  my  daughter  to-morrow  morning.  I 
yield  to  brute  force,  sir.  Tell  your  wife  that  I  shall  not 
keep  my  appointment.     Are  you  satisfied?" 

"  Quite  satisfied,"  Limey  said — and  left  the  room. 

His  mother-in-law  looked  after  him  with  a  familiar 
expression  of  opinion,  and  a  smile  of  supreme  contempt. 

"  You  fool  I" 

Only  two  words ;  and  yet  there  seemed  to  be  some 
hidden  meaning  in  them  —  relating  perhaps  to  what 
might  happen  on  the  next  day — which  gently  tickled 
Mrs.  Presty  in  the  region  assigned  by  phrenologists  to  the 
sense  of  self-esteem. 

CHAPTEE  XII. 

TWO    OF    THEM    SLEEP    BADLY. 

Waiting  for  Sydney  to  come  into  the  bedroom  as  usual 
and  wish  her  good-night,  Kitty  was  astonished  by  the 
appearance  of  her  grandmother,  entering  on  tiptoe  from 
the  corridor,  with  a  small  paper  parcel  in  her  hand. 

"Whisper!"  said  Mrs.  Presty,  pointing  to  the  open 
door  of  communication  with  Mrs.  Linley's  room.  "  This 
is  your  birthday  present.  You  mustn't  look  at  it  till  you 
wake  to-morrow  morning."  She  pushed  the  parcel  under 
the  pillow — and,  instead  of  saying  good-night,  took  a  chair 
and  sat  down. 

"  May  I  show  my  present,"  Kitty  asked,  "  when  I  go 
to  Mamma  in  the  morning?" 

The  present  hidden  under  the  paper  wrapper  was  a 
sixpenny  picture-book.  Kitty's  grandmother  disapproved 
of  spending  money  lavishly  on  birthday  gifts  to  children. 
"  Show  it,  of  course ;  and  take  the  greatest  care  of  it," 
Mrs.  Presty  answered  gravely.  "  But  tell  me  one  thing, 
my  dear,  wouldn't  you  like  to  see  all  your  presents  early 
in  the  morning,  like  mine?" 

Still  smarting  under  the  recollection  of  her  interview 
with  her  son-in-law,  Mrs.  Presty  had  certain  ends  to  gain 
ill  putting  this  idea  into  the  child's  head.     It  was  her 
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special  object  to  raise  domestic  obstacles  to  a  private 
interview  between  the  husband  and  wife  during  the 
earlier  hours  of  the  day.  If  the  gifts,  usually  presented 
after  the  nursery  dinner,  were  produced  on  this  occasion 
after  breakfast,  there  would  be  a  period  of  delay  before 
any  confidential  conversation  could  take  place  between 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Linley.  In  this  interval  Mrs.  Presty  saw 
her  opportunity  of  setting  Linley's  authority  at  defiance, 
by  rousing  the  first  jealous  suspicion  in  the  mind  of  his 
wife. 

Innocent  little  Kitty  became  her  grandmother's  accom- 
plice on  the  spot.  "  I  shall  ask  Mamma  to  let  me  have 
my  presents. at  breakfast-time,"  she  announced. 

"  And  kind  Mamma  will  say  Yes,"  Mrs.  Presty  chimed 
in.  "  We  will  breakfast  early,  my  precious  child.  Good- 
night." 

Kitty  was  half  asleep  when  her  governess  entered  the 
room  afterwards,  much  later  than  usual.  "  I  thought 
you  had  forgotten  me,"  she  said,  yawning,  and  stretching 
out  her  plump  little  arms. 

Sydney's  heart  ached  when  she  thought  of  the  separa- 
tion that  was  to  come  with  the  next  day ;  her  despair 
forced  its  way  to  expression  in  words.  "  I  wish  I  could 
forget  you,"  she  answered,  in  reckless  wretchedness. 

The  child  was  still  too  drowsy  to  hear  plainly.  "  What 
did  you  say  ?"  she  asked.  Sydney  gently  lifted  her  in  the 
bed,  and  kissed  her  again  and  again.  Kitty's  sleepy  eyes 
opened  in  surprise.  "How  cold  your  hands  are!"  she 
said  ;  "  and  how  often  you  kiss  me.  I  am  going  to  make 
a  joke,  Syd.  What  is  it  you  have  come  to  say  to  me — 
good-uight  or  good-bye?" 

Sydney  laid  her  down  again  on  the  pillow,  gave  her  a 
last  kiss,  and  ran  out  of  the  room. 

In  the  corridor  she  heard  Linley's  voice  on  the  lower 
floor.  He  was  asking  one  of  the  servants  if  Miss  Wester- 
field  was  in  the  house  or  in  the  garden.  Her  first  impulse 
was  to  advance  to  the  stairs  and  to  answer  his  question. 
In  a  moment  more  the  remembrance  of  Mrs.  Linley 
checked  her.     She  went  back  to  her  bedchamber. 

The  presents  that  she  had  received,  since  her  arrival  at 
Mount  Morven,  were  all  laid  out  so  that  they  could  be 
easily  seen  by  any  person  entering  the  room,  after  she 
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had  left  the  house.  On  the  sofa  lay  the  pretty  new  dress 
which  she  had  worn  at  the  evening  party.  Other  little 
gifts  were  arranged  on  either  side  of  it.  The  bracelet, 
resting  on  the  pedestal  of  a  statue  close  by,  kept  a  morsel 
of  paper  in  its  place — on  which  she  had  written  a  few 
penitent  words  of  farewell  addressed  to  Mrs.  Linley. 
On  the  toilet-table  three  photographic  portraits  showed 
themselves  among  the  brushes  and  combs.  She  sat 
down,  and  looked  iirst  at  the  likenesses  of  Mrs.  Linley 
and  Kitty. 

Had  she  any  right  to  make  those  dear  faces  her  com- 
panions in  the  future  ? 

She  hesitated  ;  her  tears  dropped  on  the  photographs. 
"  They're  as  good  as  spoilt  now,"  she  thought ;  "  they're 
no  longer  fit  for  anybody  but  me."  She  paused,  and 
abruptly  took  up  the  third  and  last  photograph — the 
likeness  of  Herbert  Linley. 

Was  it  an  onence,  now,  even  to  look  at  his  portrait  ? 
No  idea  of  leaving  it  behind  her  was  in  her  mind.  Her 
resolution  vibrated  between  two  miseries — the  misery  of 
preserving  her  keepsake  after  she  had  parted  from  him 
for  ever,  and  the  misery  of  destroying  it.  Eesigned  to 
one  more  sacrifice,  she  took  the  card  in  both  hands  to 
tear  it  up.  It  would  have  been  scattered  in  pieces  on 
the  floor,  but  for  the  chance  which  had  turned  the 
portrait  side  of  the  card  towards  her  instead  of  the  back. 
Her  longing  eyes  stole  a  last  look  at  him — a  frenzy 
seized  her — she  pressed  her  lips  to  the  photograph  in  a 
passion  of  hopeless  love.  "What  does  it  matter?" 
she  asked  herself.  "I'm  nothing  but  the  ignorant 
object  of  his  kindness — the  poor  fool  who  could  see  no 
difference  between  gratitude  and  love.  Where  is  the 
harm  of  having  him  with  me  when  I  am  starving  in  the 
streets,  or  dying  in  the  workhouse  ?"  The  fervid  spirit 
in  her  that  had  never  known  a  mother's  loving  discipline, 
never  thrilled  to  the  sympathy  of  a  sister-friend,  rose 
in  revolt  against  the  evil  destiny  which  had  embittered 
her  life.  Her  eyes  still  rested  on  the  photograph. 
"  Come  to  my  heart,  my  only  friend,  and  kill  me!"  As 
those  wild  words  escaped  her,  she  thrust  the  card 
furiously  into  the  bosom  of  her  dress — and  threw 
herself  on  the  floor.     There  was  something  in  the  mad 
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self-abandonment  of  that  action  'which  mocked  the 
innocent  despair  of  her  childhood,  on  the  day  "when 
her  mother  left  her  at  the  cruel  mercy  of  her  aunt. 

That  night  was  a  night  of  torment  in  secret  to  another 
person  at  Mount  Morven. 

Wandering,  in  his  need  of  self-isolation,  up  and  down 
the  dreary  stone  passages  in  the  lower  part  of  the  house, 
Linley  counted  the  hours,  inexorably  lessening  the 
interval  between  him  and  the  ordeal  of  confession  to  his 
wife.  As  yet,  he  bad  failed  to  find  the  opportunity  of 
addressing  to  Sydney  the  only  words  of  encouragement 
he  could  allow  to  pass  his  lips :  he  had  asked  for  her 
earlier  in  the  evening,  and  nobody  could  tell  him  where 
she  was.  Still  in  ignorance  of  the  refuge  which  she 
might  by  bare  possibility  hopo  to  find  in  Mrs.  Mac- 
Edwin's  house,  Sydney  was  spaied  the  torturing  doubts 
which  now  beset  Herbert  Lmlej  s  mind.  Would  the 
noble  woman  whom  they  had  injured  allow  their 
atonement  to  plead  for  them,  and  consent  to  keep  their 
miserable  secret '?  Might  they  still  put  their  trust  in 
that  generous  nature  a  few  hours  hence  ?  Again  and 
again  those  questions  confronted  Linley :  and  again  and 
again  he  shrank  from  attempting  to  answer  them. 

CHAPTER  XTTT. 

KITTY  KEEPS  HEB  BIRTHDAY. 

They  were  all  assembled  as  usual  at  the  breakfast- 
table. 

Preferring  the  request  suggested  to  her  by  Mrs.  Presty, 
Kitty  had  hastened  the  presentation  of  the  birthday 
gifts,  by  getting  into  her  mother's  bed  in  the  morning, 
and  exacting  her  mother's  promise  before  she  would 
consent  to  get  out  again.  By  her  own  express  wish, 
she  was  left  in  ignorance  of  what  the  presents  would 
prove  to  be.  '■'  Hide  them  from  me,"  said  this  young 
epicure  in  pleasurable  sensations,  "and  make  me  want 
to  see  them  until  I  can  bear  it  no  longer."  The  gifts 
had  accordingly  been  collected  in  an  embrasure  of  one  of 
the  windows  ;  and  the  time  had  now  airived  when  Kitty 
could  bear  it  no  longer. 
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In  the  procession  of  the  presents,  Mrs.  Linley  led  the 
way. 

She  had  passed  behind  the  screen  which  had  thus 
far  protected  the  hidden  treasures  from  discovery,  and 
appeared  again  with  a  vision  of  beauty  in  the  shape  of  a 
doll.  The  dress  of  this  wonderful  creature  exhibited  the 
latest  audacities  of  French  fashion.  Her  head  made  a 
bow ;  her  eyes  went  to  sleep  and  woke  again  ;  she  had  a 
voice  that  said  two  words — more  precious  than  two 
thousand  in  the  mouth  of  a  mere  living  creature.  Kitty's 
arms  opened  and  embraced  her  gift  with  a  scream  of 
ecstasy  That  fervent  pressure  found  its  way  to  the 
right  spring.  The  doll  squeaked:  "Mammal" — and 
creaked — and  cried  again — and  said  :  "  Papa  !"  Kitty 
sat  down  on  the  floor;  her  legs  would  support  her 
no  longer.  "  I  think  I  shall  faint,"  she  said  quite 
seriously. 

In  the  midst  of  the  general  laughter,  Sydney  silently 
placed  a  new  toy  (a  pretty  little  imitation  of  a  jeweller's 
casket)  at  Kitty's  side,  and  drew  back  before  the  child 
could  look  at  her.  Mrs.  Presty  was  the  only  person 
present  who  noticed  her  pale  face  and  the  trembling  of 
her  hands  as  she  made  the  effort  which  preserved  her 
composure. 

The  doll's  necklace,  bracelets,  and  watch  and  chain, 
riveted  Kitty's  attention  on  the  casket.  Just  as  she 
thought  of  looking  round  for  her  dear  Syd,  her  father 
produced  a  new  outburst  of  delight  by  presenting  a 
perambulator  worthy  of  the  doll.  Her  uncle  followed 
with  a  parasol,  devoted  to  the  preservation  of  the  doll's 
complexion  when  she  went  out  for  an  airing.  Then 
there  came  a  pause.  Where  was  the  generous  grand- 
mother's gift?  Nobody  remembered  it;  Mrs.  Presty 
herself  discovered  the  inestimable  sixpenny  picture-book 
cast  away  and  forgotten  on  a  distant  window-seat.  "  I 
have  a  great  mind  to  keep  this,"  she  said  to  Kitty, 
"till  you  are  old  enough  to  value  it  properly."  In  the 
moment  of  her  absence  at  the  window,  Linley's 
mother-in-law  lost  the  chance  of  seeing  him  whisper  to 
Sydney.  "  Meet  me  in  the  shrubbery  in  half-an-hour," 
he  said.  She  stepped  back  from  him,  startled  by  the 
proposal.     When  Mrs.  Presty  was  in  the  middle  of  the 


98  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

room  again,  Linley  and  the  governess  were  no  longer 
near  each  other. 

Having  by  this  time  recovered  herself,  Kitty  got  on  her 
legs.  "  Now,"  the  spoilt  child  declared,  addressing  the 
company  present,  "  I'm  going  to  play." 

The  doll  was  put  into  the  perambulator,  and  was 
wheeled  about  the  room,  while  Mrs.  Linley  moved  the 
chairs  out  of  the  way,  and  Randal  attended  with  the 
open  parasol — under  orders  to  "  pretend  that  the  sun 
was  shining."  Once  more  the  sixpenny  picture-book 
was  neglected.  Mrs.  Presty  picked  it  up  from  the  floor, 
determined  by  this  time  to  hold  it  in  reserve  until  her 
ungrateful  grandchild  reached  years  of  discretion.  She 
put  it  in  the  book-case  between  Byron's  "  Don  Juan" 
and  Butler's  "Lives  of  the  Saints."  In  the  position 
which  she  now  occupied,  Linley  was  visible  approaching 
Sydney  again.  "  Your  own  interests  are  seriously 
concerned,"  he  whispered,  "  in  something  that  I  have  to 
tell  you." 

Incapable  of  hearing  what  passed  between  them,  Mrs. 
Presty  could  see  that  a  secret  understanding  united  her 
son-in-law  and  the  governess.  She  looked  round  cau- 
tiously at  Mrs.  Linley. 

Kitty's  humour  had  changed ;  she  was  now  eager  to 
see  the  doll's  splendid  clothes  taken  off  and  put  on  again. 
"Come  and  look  at  it,"  she  said  to  Sydney;  "I  want 
you  to  enjoy  my  birthday  as  much  as  I  do."  Left  by 
himself,  Eandal  got  rid  of  the  parasol  by  putting  it  on  a 
table  near  the  door.  Mrs.  Presty  beckoned  to  him  to 
join  her  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room. 

"  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  favour,"  she  began. 

Glancing  at  Linley  before  she  proceeded,  Mrs.  Presty 
took  up  a  newspaper,  and  affected  to  be  consulting 
Randal's  opinion  on  a  passage  which  had  attracted  her 
attention.  "  Your  brother  is  looking  our  way,"  she 
whispered:  "he  mustn't  suspect  that  there  is  a  secret 
between  us." 

False  pretences  of  any  kind  invariably  irritated  Randal. 
"  What  do  you  want  me  to  do  ?"  he  asked  sharply. 

The  reply  only  increased  his  perplexity. 

"  Observe  Miss  Westerfield  and  your  brother.  Look 
at  them  new/' 
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Eandal  obeyed. 

"  What  is  there  to  look  at?"  he  inquired, 

"Can't  you  see?" 

"  I  see  they  are  talking  to  each  other." 

"  They  are  talking  confidentially ;  talking  so  that  Mrs. 
Linley  can't  hear  them.     Look  again." 

Eandal  fixed  his  eyes  on  Mrs.  Presty,  with  an  ex- 
pression which  showed  his  dislike  of  that  lady  a  little 
too  plainly.  Before  he  could  answer  what  she  had  just 
said  to  hirn,  his  lively  little  niece  kit  on  a  new  idea. 
The  sun  was  shining,  the  flowers  were  in  their  brightest 
beauty — and  the  doll  had  not  yet  been  taken  into  the 
garden  !  Kitty  at  once  led  the  way  out ;  so  completely 
pre-occupied  in  steering  the  perambulator  in  a  straight 
course  that  she  forgot  her  uncle  and  the  parasol.  Only 
waiting  to  remind  her  husband  and  Sydney  that  they 
were  wasting  the  beautiful  morning  indoors,  Mrs.  Linley 
followed  her  daughter — and  innocently  placed  a  fatal 
obstacle  in  Mrs.  Presty's  way  by  leaving  the  room. 
Having  consulted  each  other  by  a  look,  Linley  and  the 
governess  went  out  next.  Left  alone  with  Eandal,  Mrs. 
Presty  s  anger,  under  the  complete  overthrow  of  her 
carefully-laid  scheme,  set  restraint  at  defiance. 

"  My  daughter's  married  life  is  a  wreck,"  she  burst 
out,  pointing  theatrically  to  the  door  by  which  Linley 
and  Sydney  Westerfield  had  retired.  "And  Catherine 
has  the  vile  creature  whom  your  brother  picked  up  in 
London  to  thank  for  it  I  Kow  do  you  understand 
me  ?" 

"Less  than  ever,"  Eandal  answered — "unless  you 
have  taken  leave  of  your  senses." 

Mrs.  Presty  recovered  the  command  of  her  temper. 

On  that  fine  morning  her  daughter  might  remain  in 
the  garden  until  the  luncheon-bell  rang.  Linley  had 
only  to  say  that  he  wished  to  speak  with  his  wife  ;  and 
the  private  interview,  which  he  had  so  rudely  insisted  on 
as  his  sole  privilege,  would  assuredly  take  place.  The 
one  chance  left  of  still  defeating  him  on  his  own  ground 
was  to  force  Eandal  to  interfere  by  convincing  him  of  his 
brother's  guilt.  Moderation  of  language  and  composure 
of  manner  offered  the  only  hopeful  prospect  of  reaching 
this  end.     Mrs.  Presty  assumed  the  disguise  of  patient 
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submission,  and  used  the  irresistible  influence  of  good 
humour  and  good  sense. 

"  I  don't  complain,  dear  Eandal,  of  what  you  have 
said  of  me,"  she  replied.  "  My  indiscretion  has  deserved 
it.  I  ought  to  have  produced  my  proofs,  and  have  left  it 
to  you  to  draw  the  conclusion.  Sit  down,  if  you  please. 
I  won't  detain  you  for  more  than  a  few  minutes." 

Eandal  had  not  anticipated  such  moderation  as  this  ; 
he  took  the  chair  that  was  nearest  to  Mrs.  Presty.  They 
were  both  now  sitting  with  their  backs  turned  to  the 
entrance  from  the  library  to  the  drawing-room. 

"  I  won't  trouble  you  with  my  own  impressions,"  Mrs. 
Presty  went  on.  "  I  will  be  careful  only  to  mention 
what  I  have  seen  and  heard.  If  you  refuse  to  believe 
me,  I  refer  you  to  the  guilty  persons  themselves." 

She  had  just  got  to  the  end  of  those  introductory 
words,  when  Mrs.  Linley  returned,  by  way  of  the 
library,  to  fetch  the  forgotten  parasol. 

Eandal  insisted  on  making  Mrs.  Presty  express  herself 
plainly  "  You  speak  of  guilty  persons,"  he  said.  "  Am 
I  to  understand  that  one  of  those  guilty  persons  is  my 
brother?" 

Mrs.  Linley  advanced  a  step  and  took  the  parasol  from 
the  table.  Hearing  what  Eandal  said,  she  paused,  won- 
dering at  the  strange  allusion  to  her  husband.  In  the 
meanwhile,  Mrs.  Presty  answered  the  question  that  had 
been  addressed  to  her. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  to  Eandal ;  "  I  mean  your  brother, 
and  your  brother's  mistress — Sydney  Westerfield." 

Mrs.  Linley  laid  the  parasol  back  on  the  table,  and 
approached  them. 

She  never  once  looked  at  her  mother ;  her  face,  white 
and  rigid,  was  turned  towards  Eandal.  To  him,  and  to 
him  only,  she  spoke. 

"  What  does  my  mother's  horrible  language  mean  ?" 
she  asked. 

Mrs.  Presty  triumphed  inwardly ;  chance  had  decided 
in  her  favour  after  all  !  "  Don't  you  see,"  she  said  to 
her  daughter,  "  that  I  am  here  to  answer  for  myself  ?" 

Mrs.  Linley  still  looked  at  Eandal,  and  still  spoke  to 
him.  "  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  insist  on  an  explana- 
tion from  my  mother,"   she  proceeded.     "  No  matter 
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what  I  may  feel,  I  must  remember  that  she  is  my 
mother.  I  ask  you  again — you  who  have  been  listening 
to  her— what  does  she  mean?" 

Mrs.  Presty's  sense  of  her  own  importance  refused  to 
submit  to  being  passed  over  in  this  way. 

"  However  insolently  you  may  behave,  Catherine,  you 
will  not  succeed  in  provoking  me.  ^our  mother  is 
bound  to  open  your  eyes  to  the  truth.  You  have  a  rival 
in  your  husband's  affections ;  and  that  rival  is  your 
governess.  Take  your  own  course  now ;  I  have  no  more 
to  say."  With  her  head  high  in  the  air — looking  the 
picture  of  conscious  virtue — the  old  lady  walked  out. 

At  the  same  moment,  Bandal  seized  his  first  oppor- 
tunity of  speaking. 

He  addressed  himself  gently  and  respectfully  to  his 
sister-in-law,  She  refused  to  hear  him.  The  indignation 
which  Mrs.  Presty  had  roused  in  her  made  no  allowances, 
and  was  blind  to  all  sense  of  right. 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself  to  account  for  your  silence," 
she  said  most  unjustly.  "  You  were  listening  to  my 
mother  without  a  word  of  remonstrance  when  I  came 
into  the  room.  You  are  concerned  in  this  vile  slander,  too." 

Bandal  considerately  refrained  from  provoking  her  by 
attempting  to  defend  himself,  while  she  was  incapable  of 
understanding  him.  "  You  will  be  sorry  when  you  find 
that  you  have  misjudged  me,"  he  said,  and  sighed,  and 
left  her. 

She  dropped  into  a  chair.  If  there  was  any  one  dis- 
tinct thought  in  her  at  that  moment,  it  was  the  thought 
of  her  husband.  She  was  eager  to  see  him  ;  she  longed 
to  say  to  him  :  "  My  love,  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it !" 
He  was  not  in  the  garden  when  she  had  returned  for  the 
parasol ;  and  Sydnpv  was  not  in  the  garden.  Wondering 
what  had  become  cf  her  father  and  her  governess,  Kitty 
had  asked  the  nursemaid  to  look  for  them.  What  had 
happened  since  ?  Where  had  they  been  found  ?  After 
some  hesitation,  Mrs.  Linloy  sent  for  the  nursemaid. 
She  felt  the  strongest  reluctance,  when  the  girl  appeared, 
to  approach  the  very  inquiries  which  she  was  interested 
in  making. 

"  Have  you  found  Mr.  Linley  ?"  she  said — with  an 
effort. 
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"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  "Where  did  you  find  him  ?" 

"  In  the  shrubbery." 

"Did  your  master  say  anything?" 

"  I  slipped  away,  ma'am,  before  he  saw  me." 

"Why?" 

"Miss   Westerfield   was   in  the   shrubbery,  with  my 

master.      I  might  have  been  mistaken "     The  girl 

paused,  and  looked  confused. 

Mrs.  Linley  tried  to  tell  her  to  go  on.  The  words  were 
in  her  mind ;  but  the  capacity  of  giving  expression  to 
them  failed  her.  She  impatiently  made  a  sign.  The 
sign  was  understood. 

"  I  might  have  been  mistaken,"  the  maid  repeated — 
"  but  I  thought  Miss  Westerfield  was  crying." 

Having  replied  in  those  terms,  she  seemed  to  be 
anxious  to  get  away.  The  parasol  caught  her  eye. 
"Miss  Kitty  wants  this,"  she  said,  "and  wonders  why 
you  have  not  gone  back  to  her  in  the  garden.  May 
I  take  the  parasol  ?" 

"  Take  it." 

The  tone  of  the  mistress's  voice  was  completely 
changed.  The  servant  looked  at  her  with  vague  mis- 
givings.    "  Are  you  not  well,  ma'am  ?" 

"  Quite  well." 

The  servant  withdrew. 

Mrs.  Linley's  chair  happened  to  be  near  one  of  the 
windows,  which  commanded  a  view  of  the  drive  leading 
to  the  main  entrance  of  the  house.  A  carriage  had  just 
arrived,  bringing  holiday  travellers  to  visit  that  part  of 
Mount  Morven  which  was  open  to  strangers.  She 
watched  them  as  they  got  out,  talking,  and  laughing, 
and  looking  about  them.  Still  shrinking  instinctively 
from  the  first  doubt  of  Herbert  that  had  ever  entered  her 
mind,  she  found  a  refuge  from  herself  in  watching  the 
ordinary  events  of  the  day.  One  by  one  the  tourists 
disappeared  under  the  portico  of  the  front  door.  The 
empty  carriage  was  driven  away  next,  to  water  the 
horses  at  the  village  inn.  Solitude  was  all  she  could  see 
from  the  windows  ;  silence,  horrible  silence,  surrounded 
her  out  of  doors  and  in.  The  thoughts  from  which  she 
recoiled  forced  their  way  back  into  her  mind  ;  the  narra- 
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tive  of  the  nursemaid's  discovery  became  a  burden  on  her 
memory  once  more.  She  considered  the  circumstances. 
In  spite  of  herself,  she  considered  the  circumstances 
again.  Her  husband  and  Sydney  Westerfield  together 
in  the  shrubbery — and  Sydney  crying.  Had  Mrs.  Presty'a 
abominable  suspicion  of  them  reached  their  ears  ?  or  ? — 
No  !  that  second  possibility  might  be  estimated  at  its 
right  value  by  any  other  woman  ;  not  by  Herbert  Linley's 
wife. 

She  snatched  up  the  newspaper,  and  fixed  her  eyes  on 
it  in  the  hope  of  fixing  her  mind  on  it  next.  Obstinately, 
desperately,  she  read  without  knowing  what  she  was 
reading.  The  lines  of  print  were  beginning  to  mingle 
and  grow  dim,  when  she  was  startled  by  the  sudden 
opening  of  the  door.     She  looked  round. 

Her  husband  entered  the  room. 
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Linley  advanced  a  few  steps — and  stopped. 

His  wife,  hurrying  eagerly  to  meet  him,  checked  her- 
self. It  might  have  been  distrust,  or  it  might  have  been 
unreasoning  fear — she  hesitated  on  the  point  of  approach- 
ing him. 

"  I  have  something  to  say,  Catherine,  which  I'm  afraid 
will  distress  you." 

His  voice  faltered,  his  eyes  rested  on  her— then  looked 
away  again.     He  said  no  more. 

He  had  spoken  a  few  commonplace  words — and  yet  he 
had  said  enough.  She  saw  the  truth  in  his  eyes,  heard 
the  truth  in  his  voice.  A  fit  of  trembling  seized  her. 
Linley  stepped  forward,  in  the  fear  that  she  might  fall. 
She  instantly  controlled  herself,  and  signed  to  him  to 
keep  back.  "  Don't  touch  me  !"  she  said.  "  You  come 
from  Miss  Westerfield  !" 

That  reproach  roused  him. 

"  I  own  that  I  come  from  Miss  Westerfield,"  he 
answered.     "  She  addresses  a  request  to  you  through  me." 

"  I  refuse  to  grant  it." 
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"  Hear  it  first." 

"No!" 

"  Hear  it — in  your  own  interest.  She  asks  permission 
to  leave  the  house,  never  to  return  again.  While  she  is 
still  innocent " 

His  wife  eyed  hirn  with  a  look  of  unutterable  contempt. 
He  submitted  to  it,  but  not  in  silence. 

"  A  man  doesn't  he,  Catherine,  who  makes  such  a 
confession  as  I  am  making  now.  Miss  Westerfield  offers 
the  one  atonement  in  her  power,  while  she  is  still 
innocent  of  having  wronged  you— except  in  thought." 

"  Is  that  all?"  Mrs.  Linley  asked. 

"  It  rests  with  you,"  he  replied,  "to  say  if  there  is  any 
other  sacrifice  of  herself  which  will  be  more  acceptable 
to  you." 

"  Let  me  understand  first  what  the  sacrifice  means. 
Does  Miss  Westerfield  make  any  conditions?" 

"  She  has  positively  forbidden  me  to  make  con- 
ditions." 

"  And  goes  out  into  the  world,  helpless  and  friend- 
less ?" 

"Yes." 

Even  under  the  terrible  trial  that  wrung  her,  the 
nobility  of  the  woman's  nature  spoke  in  her  next 
words. 

"  Give  me  time  to  think  of  what  you  have  said,"  she 
pleaded.  "  I  have  led  a  happy  life;  I  am  not  used  to 
suffer  as  I  am  suffering  now." 

They  were  both  silent.  Kitty's  voice  was  audible  on 
the  stairs  that  led  to  the  picture-gallery,  disputing  with 
the  maid.  Neither  her  father  nor  her  mother  heard 
her. 

"  Miss  Westerfield  is  innocent  of  having  wronged  me, 
except  in  thought,"  Mrs.  Linley  resumed.  "  Do  you 
tell  me  that  on  your  word  of  honour?" 

"  On  my  word  of  honour." 

So  far  his  wife  was  satisfied.  "My  governess,"  she 
said,  "  might  have  deceived  me — she  has  not  deceived 
me.  I  owe  it  to  her  to  remember  that.  She  shall  go, 
but  not  helpless  and  not  friendless." 

Her  husband  forgot  the  restraints  he  had  imposed  on 
himself. 
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"  Is  there  another  woman  in  the  world  like  you  !"  he 
exclaimed. 

"  Many  other  women,"  she  answered  firmly.  "  A 
vulgar  termagant,  feeling  a  sense  of  injury,  finds  relief  in 
an  outburst  of  jealousy  and  a  furious  quarrel.  You 
have  always  lived  among  ladies.  Surely  you  ought  to 
know  that  a  wife  in  my  position,  who  respects  herself, 
restrains  herself.  I  try  to  remember  what  I  owe  to 
others  as  well  as  what  they  owe  to  me." 

She  approached  the  writing-table,  and  took  up  a 
pen. 

Feeling  his  position  acutely,  Linley  refrained  from 
openly  admiring  her  generosity.  Until  he  had  deserved 
to  be  forgiven,  he  had  forfeited  the  right  to  express  an 
opinion  on  her  conduct.  She  misinterpreted  his  silence. 
As  she  understood  it,  he  appreciated  an  act  of  self- 
sacrifice  on  Miss  Westerfield's  side — but  he  bad  no  word 
of  encouragement  for  an  act  of  self-sacrifice  on  bis  wife's 
side.  She  threw  down  the  pen,  with  the  first  outbreak 
of  anger  that  had  escaped  her  yet. 

"  You  have  spoken  for  the  governess,"  she  said  to 
him.  "  I  haven't  heard  yet,  sir,  what  you  have  to  say 
for  yourself.  Is  it  you  who  tempted  her  ?  You  know 
how  gratefully  she  feels  towards  you — have  you 
perverted  her  gratitude,  and  led  her  blindfold  to  lov^)? 
Cruel,  cruel,  cruel  !     Defend  yourself  if  you  can." 

He  made  no  reply. 

"Is  it  not  worth  your  while  to  defend  yourself  ?"  she 
burst  out  passionately.     "  Your  silence  is  an  insult  I" 

"  My  silence  is  a  confession,"  he  answered  sadly. 
"She  may  accept  your  mercy— I  may  not  even  hopeforit." 

Something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  reminded  her  of  past 
days — the  days  of  perfect  love  and  perfect  confidence, 
when  she  had  been  the  one  woman  in  the  world  to  him. 
Dearly  treasured  remembrances  of  her  married  life  filled 
her  heart  with  tenderness,  and  dimmed  with  tears  the 
angry  light  that  had  risen  in  her  eyes.  There  was  no 
pride,  no  anger,  in  his  wife  when  she  spoke  to  him 
now. 

"  Oh,  my  husband,  has  she  taken  your  love  from 
me?" 

"Judge  for  yourself,  Catherine,  if  there  is  no  proof  of 
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niy  love  for  you  in  what  I  have  resisted — and  no  remem- 
brance of  all  that  I  owe  to  you  in  what  I  have  con- 
fessed." 

She  ventured  a  little  nearer  to  him.  "  Can  I  believe 
you  ?" 

"Put  me  to  the  test." 

She  instantly  took  him  at  his  word.  "When  Miss 
Westerfield  has  left  us,  promise  not  to  see  her  again." 

"  I  promise." 

"  And  not  even  to  write  to  her." 

"  I  promise." 

She  went  back  to  the  writing-table.  "  My  heart  is 
easier,"  she  said  simply  "  I  can  be  merciful  to  her 
now." 

After  writiug  a  few  lines,  she  rose,  and  handed  the 
paper  to  him.  He  looked  up  from  it  in  surprise. 
"  xlddressed  to  Mrs.  MacEdwin  !"  he  said. 

"Addressed,"  she  answered,  "to  the  only  person  I 
know  who  feels  a  true  interest  in  Miss  Westerfield. 
Have  you  not  heard  of  it?" 

"  I  remember,"  he  said — and  read  the  lines  that 
followed  : 

"  I  recommend  Miss  Westerfield  as  a  teacher  of  young 
children,  having  had  ample  proof  of  her  capacity, 
industry,  and  good  temper  while  she  has  been  governess 
to  my  child.  She  leaves  her  situation  in  my  service 
under  circumstances  which  testify  to  her  sense  of  duty 
and  her  sense  of  gratitude." 

"  Have  I  said,"  she  asked,  "  more  than  I  could 
honourably  and  truly  say — even  after  what  has  hap- 
pened ?" 

He  could  only  look  at  her;  no  words  could  have 
spoken  for  him  as  his  silence  spoke  for  him  at  that 
moment.  When  she  took  back  the  written  paper  there 
was  pardon  in  her  eyes  already. 

The  last  worst  trial  remained  to  be  undergone  ;  she 
faced  it  resolutely.  "  Tell  Miss  Westerfield  that  I  wish 
to  see  her." 

On  the  point  of  leaving  the  room,  Herbert  was  called 
back.  "  If  you  happen  to  meet  with  rny  mother,"  his 
■wife  added,  "  will  you  ask  her  to  come  to  me  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  knew  her  daughter's  nature ;  Mrs.  Presty 
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had  been  waiting  near  at  hand,  in  expectation  of  the 
message  which  she  now  received. 

Tenderly  and  respectfully,  Mrs.  Linley  addressed 
herself  to  her  mother.  "  When  we  last  met,  I  thought 
you  spoke  rashly  and  cruelly.  I  know  now  that  there 
was  truth — some  truth,  let  me  say — in  what  offended  me 
at  the  time.  If  you  felt  strongly,  it  was  for  my  sake. 
I  wish  to  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  was  hasty,  I  was  wrong." 

On  an  occasion  when  she  had  first  irritated  and  then 
surprised  him,  Randal  Linley  had  said  to  Mrs.  Presty, 
"  You  have  got  a  heart,  after  all  !"  Her  reply  to  her 
daughter  showed  that  view  of  her  character  to  be  the 
right  one.  "  Say  no  more,  my  dear,"  she  answered. 
"  I  was  hasty  ;  I  was  wrong." 

The  words  had  barely  fallen  from  her  lips,  before 
Herbert  returned.  He  was  followed  by  Sydney  Wester- 
field. 

The  governess  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 
Her  head  sank  on  her  breast ;  her  quick  convulsive 
breathing  was  the  only  sound  that  broke  the  silence. 
Mrs.  Linley  advanced  to  the  place  in  which  Sydney 
stood.  There  was  something  divine  in  her  beauty  as 
she  looked  at  the  shrinking  girl,  and  held  out  her  hand. 

Sydney  fell  on  her  knees.  In  silence  she  lifted  that 
generous  hand  to  her  lips.  In  silence,  Mrs.  Linley 
raised  her — took  the  writing  which  testified  to  her 
character  from  the  table — and  presented  it.  Linley 
looked  at  his  wife,  looked  at  the  governess.  He 
waited — and  still  neither  the  one  nor  the  other  uttered  a 
word.  It  was  more  than  he  could  endure.  He 
addressed  himself  to  Sydney  first. 

"  Try  to  thank  Mrs.  Linley,"  he  said. 

She  answered  faintly  :  "  I  can't  speak  !" 

He  appealed  to  his  wife  next.  "  Say  a  last  kind  word 
to  her,"  he  pleaded. 

She  made  an  effort,  a  vain  effort  to  obey  him.  A 
gesture  of  despair  answered  for  her  as  Sydney  had 
answered  :  "  I  can't  speak  !" 

True,  nobly  true,  to  the  Christian  virtue  that  repents, 
to  the  Christian  virtue  that  forgives,  those  three  persons 
stood  together  on  the  brink  of  separation,  and  forced 
their  frail  humanity  to  suffer  and  submit. 
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In  mercy  to  the  woman,  Linley  summoned  the 
courage  to  part  them.     He  turned  to  his  wife  first. 

"  I  may  say,  Catherine,  that  she  has  your  good  wishes 
for  happier  days  to  come  ?" 

.Mrs.  Linley  pressed  his  hand. 

He  approached  Sydney,  and  gave  his  wife's  message. 
It  was  in  his  heart  to  add  something  equally  kind  on 
his  own  part.  He  could  only  say  what  we  have  all  said 
— how  sincerely,  how  sorrowfully,  we  all  know — the 
common  word,  "  Good-bye  !" — the  common  wish,  "  God 
bless  you!" 

At  that  last  moment  the  child  ran  into  the  room,  in 
search  of  her  mother. 

There  was  a  low  murmur  of  horror  at  the  sight  of  her. 
That  innocent,  heart,  they  had  all  hoped,  might  have 
been  spared  the  misery  of  the  parting  scene  ! 

She  saw  that  Sydney  had  her  hat  and  cloak  on. 
"  You're  dressed  to  go  out,"  she  said.  Sydney  turned 
away  to  hide  her  face.  It  was  too  late  ;  Kitty  had  seen 
the  tears.  "  Oh,  my  darling,  you're  not  going  away !" 
She  looked  at  her  father  and  mother.  "  Is  she  going 
away  ?"  They  were  afraid  to  answer  her.  With  all  her 
little  strength,  she  clasped  her  beloved  friend  and  play- 
fellow round  the  waist.  "  My  own  dear,  you're  not 
going  to  leave  me  !"  The  dumb  misery  in  Sydney's  face 
struck  Linley  with  horror.  He  placed  Kitty  in  her 
mother's  arms.  The  child's  piteous  cry,  "Oh,  don't  let 
her  go  !  don't  let  her  go  !"  followed  the  governess  as  she 
suffered  her  martyrdom,  and  went  out.  Linley's  heart 
ached :  he  watched  her  until  she  was  lost  to  view. 
"  Gone  !"  he  murmured  to  himself — "  gone  for  ever  1" 

Mrs.  Presty  heard  him,  and  answered  him  :— 
"  She'll  come  back  again  !" 
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As  the  year  advanced,  the  servants  at  Mount  Morven 
remarked  that  the  weeks  seemed  to  follow  each  other 
more  slowly  than  usual.  In  the  higher  regions  of  the 
house,  the  same  impression  was  prevalent ;  but  the  sense 
of  dulness  among  the  gentlefolks  submitted  to  circum- 
stances in  silence. 

If  the  question  had  been  asked  in  past  days :  Who  is 
the  brightest  and  happiest  member  of  the  family  ?  every- 
body would  have  said  :  Kitty.  If  the  question  had  been 
asked  at  the  present  time,  differences  of  opinion  might 
have  suggested  different  answers — but  the  whole  house- 
hold would  have  refrained  without  hesitation  from  men- 
tioning the  child's  name. 

Since  Sydney  Westerfield's  departure  Kitty  had  never 
held  up  her  head. 

Time  quieted  the  child's  first  vehement  outbreak  of 
distress  under  the  loss  of  the  companion  whom  she  had 
so  dearly  loved.  Delicate  management,  gently  yet  reso- 
lutely applied,  held  the  faithful  little  creature  in  check, 
when  she  tried  to  discover  the  cause  of  her  governess's 
banishment  from  the  house.  She  made  no  more  com- 
plaints ;  she  asked  no  more  embarrassing  questions — but 
it  was  miserably  plain  to  everybody  about  her  that  she 
failed  to  recover  her  spirits.  She  was  willing  to  learn 
her  lessons  (not  under  another  governess)  when  her 
mother  was  able  to  attend  to  her :  she  played  with  her 
toys,  and  went  out  riding  on  her  pony.  But  the  delightful 
gaiety  of  other  days  was  gone  ;  the  shrill  laughter  that 
once  rang  through  the  house  was  heard  no  more.  Kitty 
had  become  a  quiet  child ;  and,  worse  still,  a  child  who 
seemed  bo  be  easily  tired. 

The  doctor  was  consulted. 

He  was  a  man  skilled  in  the  sound  medical  practice 
that  learns  its  lessons  without  books — bedside  practice. 
•His  opinion  declared  that  the  child's  vital  power  was 


no  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

seriously  lowered.  "  Some  cause  is  at  work  here,"  lie 
said  to  the  mother,  "  which  I  don't  understand.  Can  you 
help  me?"  Mrs.  Linley  helped  him  without  hesitation. 
"  My  little  daughter  dearly  loved  her  governess  ;  and  her 
governess  has  been  obliged  to  leave  us."  That  was  her 
reply.  The  doctor  wanted  to  hear  no  more ;  he  at  once 
advised  that  Kitty  should  be  taken  to  the  sea-side,  and  that 
everything  which  might  remind  her  of  the  absent  friend — 
books,  presents,  even  articles  of  clothing  likely  to  revive 
old  associations — should  be  left  at  home.  A  new  life,  in 
new  air.  When  pen,  ink,  and  paper  were  offered  to  him, 
that  was  the  doctor's  prescription. 

Mrs.  Linley  consulted  her  husband  on  the  choice  of 
the  sea-side  place  to  which  the  child  should  be  re- 
moved. 

The  blank  which  Sydney's  departure  left  in  the  life  of 
the  household  was  felt  by  the  master  and  mistress  of 
Mount  Morven — and  felt,  unhappily,  without  any  open 
avowal  on  either  side  of  what  was  passing  in  their  minds. 
In  this  way  the  governess  became  a  forbidden  subject 
between  them ;  the  husband  waited  for  the  wife  to  set 
the  example  of  approaching  it,  and  the  wife  waited  for 
the  husband.  The  trial  of  temper  produced  by  this  state 
of  hesitation,  and  by  the  secret  doubts  which  it  en- 
couraged, led  insensibly  to  a  certain  estrangement — which 
Linley  in  particular  was  morbidly  unwilling  to  acknow- 
ledge. If,  when  the  dinner-hour  brought  them  together,  he 
was  silent  and  dull  in  his  wife's  presence,  he  attributed 
it  to  anxiety  on  the  subject  of  his  brother — then  absent 
on  a  critical  business-errand  in  London.  If  he  sometimes 
left  the  house  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  and  only 
returned  at  night,  it  was  because  the  management  of  the 
model  farm  had  become  one  of  his  duties,  in  Eandal's 
absence.  Mrs.  Linley  made  no  attempt  to  dispute  this 
view  of  the  altered  circumstances  in  home-life — but  she 
submitted  with  a  mind  ill  at  ease.  Secretly  fearing  that 
Linley  was  suffering  under  Miss  Westerfield's  absence, 
she  allowed  herself  to  hope  that  Kitty's  father  would  see 
a  necessity,  in  his  own  case,  for  change  of  scene,  and 
would  accompany  them  to  the  sea-side. 

"  Won't  you  come  with  us,  Herbert?"  she  suggested, 
when  they  had  both  agreed  on  the  choice  of  a  place. 
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His  temper  was  in  a  state  of  constant  irritation. 
Without  meaning  it  he  answered  her  harmless  question 
sharply. 

' '  How  can  I  go  away  with  you,  when  we  are  losing  by 
the  farm,  and  when  there  is  nobody  to  check  the  ruinous 
expenses  but  myself?" 

Mrs.  Linley's  thoughts  naturally  turned  to  Eandal's 
prolonged  absence.  "  What  can  be  keeping  him  all  this 
time  in  London?"  she  said. 

Linley's  failing  patience  suffered  a  severe  trial. 

"  Don't  you  know,"  he  broke  out,  "  that  I  have  in- 
herited my  poor  mother's  property  in  England,  saddled 
with  a  law-suit  ?  Have  you  never  heard  of  delays  and 
disappointments,  and  quibbles  and  false  pretences,  en- 
countered by  unfortunate  wretches  like  me  who  are 
obliged  to  go  to  law  ?  God  only  knows  when  Bandal  will 
be  free  to  return,  or  what  bad  news  he  may  bring  with 
him  when  he  does  come  back." 

"  You  have  many  anxieties,  Herbert ;  and  I  ought  to 
have  remembered  them." 

That  gentle  answer  touched  him.  He  made  the  best 
apology  in  his  power  :  he  said  his  nerves  were  out  of 
order,  and  asked  her  to  excuse  him  if  he  had  spoken 
roughly.  There  was  no  unfriendly  feeling  on  either 
side ;  and  yet  there  was  something  wanting  in  the  recon- 
ciliation. Mrs.  Linley  left  her  husband,  shaken  by  a 
conflict  of  feelings.  At  one  moment  she  felt  angry  with 
him  ;  at  another  she  felt  angry  with  herself. 

With  the  best  intentions  (as  usual)  Mrs.  Presty  made 
mischief,  nevertheless.  Observing  that  her  daughter  was 
in  tears,  and  feeling  sincerely  distressed  by  the  discovery, 
she  was  eager  to  administer  consolation.  "  Make  your 
mind  easy,  my  dear,  if  you  have  any  doubt  about 
Herbert's  movements  when  he  is  away  from  home.  I 
followed  him  myself  the  day  before  yesterday  when  he 
went  out.  A  long  walk  for  an  old  woman — but  I  can 
assure  you  that  he  does  really  go  to  the  farm." 

Implicitly  trusting  her  husband — and  rightly  trusting 

him — Linley's  wife  replied  by  a  look  which  Mrs.  Presty 

received    in    silent    indignation.      She    summoned    her 

dignity  and  marched  out  of  the  room. 

Five    minutes  afterwards,   Mrs.   Linley  received    an 
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intimation  that  her  mother  was  seriously  offended,  in  the 
form  of  a  little  note : 

"  I  find  that  my  maternal  interest  in  your  welfare,  and 
my  devoted  efforts  to  serve  you,  are  only  rewarded  with 
furious  looks.  The  less  we  see  of  each  other  the  better. 
Permit  me  to  thank  you  for  your  invitation,  and  to 
decline  accompanying  you  when  you  leave  Mount  Mor- 
ven  to-morrow  "  Mrs.  Linley  answered  the  note  in 
person.  The  next  day  Kitty's  grandmother — ripe  for 
more  mischief  on  the  next  favourable  occasion — altered 
her  mind,  and  thoroughly  enjoyed  her  journey  to  the 
sea-side. 
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Dueing  the  first  week  there  was  an  improvement  in  the 
child's  health,  which  justified  the  doctor's  hopeful  antici- 
pations. Mrs.  Linley  wrote  cheerfully  to  her  husband; 
and  the  better  nature  of  Mrs.  Linley's  mother  seemed, 
by  some  inscrutable  process,  to  thrive  morally  under  the 
encouraging  influences  of  the  sea  air.  It  may  be  a  bold 
thing  to  say,  but  it  is  surely  true  that  our  virtues  depend 
greatly  on  the  state  of  our  health. 

During  the  second  week,  the  reports  sent  to  Mount 
Morven  were  less  encouraging.  The  improvement  in 
Kitty  was  maintained ;  but  it  made  no  further  progress. 

The  lapse  of  the  third  week  brought  with  it  depressing 
results.  There  could  be  no  doubt  now  that  the  child  was 
losing  ground.  Bitterly  disappointed,  Mrs.  Linley  wrote 
to  her  medical  adviser,  describing  the  symptoms,  and 
asking  for  instructions.  The  doctor  wrote  back:  "Find 
out  where  your  supply  of  drinking  water  comes  from. 
If  from  a  well,  let  me  know  how  it  is  situated.  Answer 
by  telegraph."  The  reply  arrived:  "A  well  near  the 
parish  church."  The  doctor's  advice  ran  back  along  the 
wires :  "  Come  home  instantly." 

They  returned  the  same  day — and  they  returned  too 
late. 

Kitty's  first  night  at  home  was  wakeful  and  restless ; 
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her  little  hands  felt  feverish,  and  she  was  tormented  by- 
perpetual  thirst.  The  good  doctor  still  spoke  hopefully; 
attributing  the  symptoms  to  fatigue  after  the  journey. 
But,  as  the  days  followed  each  other,  his  medical  visits 
were  paid  at  shorter  intervals.  The  mother  noticed  that 
his  pleasant  face  became  grave  and  anxious,  and  im- 
plored him  to  tell  her  the  truth.  The  truth  was  told  in 
two  dreadful  words  :  "  Typhoid  Fever." 

A  day  or  two  later,  the  doctor  spoke  privately  with 
Mr.  Linley.  The  child's  debilitated  condition — that 
lowered  state  of  the  vital  power  which  he  had  observed 
when  Kitty's  case  was  first  submitted  to  him — placed 
a  terrible  obstacle  in  the  way  of  successful  resistance  to 
the  advance  of  the  disease.  "  Say  nothing  to  Mrs. 
Linley  just  yet.  There  is  no  absolute  danger  so  far, 
unless  delirium  sets  in."  "Do  you  think  it  likely?" 
Linley  asked.  The  doctor  shook  his  head,  and  said, 
"  God  knows." 

On  the  next  evening  but  one,  the  fatal  symptom 
showed  itself.  There  was  nothing  violent  in  the  de- 
lirium. Unconscious  of  past  events  in  the  family  life, 
the  poor  child  supposed  that  her  governess  was  living  in 
the  house  as  usual.  She  piteously  wondered  why  Syd- 
ney remained  downstairs  in  the  schoolroom.  "  Oh, 
don't  keep  her  away  from  me  !  I  want  Syd  !  I  want 
Syd !"  That  was  her  one  cry.  When  exhaustion 
silenced  her,  they  hoped  that  the  sad  delusion  was  at  an 
end.  No  !  As  the  slow  fire  of  the  fever  flamed  up  again, 
the  same  words  were  on  the  child's  lips,  the  same  fond 
hope  was  in  her  sinking  heart. 

The  doctor  led  Mrs.  Linley  out  of  the  room.  "  Is  this 
the  governess?"  he  asked. 

"Yes!" 

" Is  she  within  easy  reach?" 

"  She  is  employed  in  the  family  of  a  friend  of  ours, 
living  five  miles  away  from  us." 

"  Send  for  her  instantly  !" 

Mrs.  Linley  looked  at  him  with  a  wildly-mingled  ex- 
pression of  hope  and  fear.  She  was  not  thinking  of 
herself — she  was  not  even  thinking,  for  that  one  moment, 
of  the  child.  What  would  her  husband  say,  if  she 
(who  had  extorted  his  promise  never  to  see  the  gover- 
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ness    again)    brought   Sydney  Westerfield  back  to  the 
house  ? 

The  doctor  spoke  to  her  more  strongly  still. 

"  I  don't  presume  to  inquire  into  your  private  reasons 
for  hesitating  to  follow  my  advice,"  he  said;  "but  I  am 
bound  to  tell  you  the  truth.  My  poor  httle  patient  is  in 
serious  danger — every  hour  of  delay  is  an  hour  gained  by 
death.  Bring  that  lady  to  the  bedside  as  fast  as  a 
carriage  can  fetch  her,  and  let  us  see  the  result.  If 
Kitty  recognises  her  governess — there,  I  tell  you  plainly, 
is  the  one  chance  of  saving  the  child's  life." 

Mrs.  Linley's  resolution  flashed  on  him  in  her  weary 
eyes — the  eyes  which,  by  day  and  night  alike,  had  known 
so  little  rest.  She  rang  for  her  maid.  "Tell  your 
master  I  want  to  speak  to  him." 

The  woman  answered  :  "  My  master  has  gone  out." 

The  doctor  watched  the  mothers  face.  No  sign  of 
hesitation  appeared  in  it — the  one  thought  in  her  mind 
now  was  the  thought  of  the  child.  She  called  the  maid 
back. 

"  Order  the  carriage." 

"  At  what  time  do  you  want  it,  ma'am?" 

"  At  once  1" 
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Mes.  Linley's  first  impulse  in  ordering  the  carriage  was 
to  use  it  herself.  One  look  at  the  child  reminded  her 
that  her  freedom  of  action  began  and  ended  at  the  bed- 
side. More  than  an  hour  must  elapse  before  Sydney 
Westerfield  could  be  brought  back  to  Mount  Morven; 
the  bare  thought  of  what  might  happen  in  that  interval, 
if  she  was  absent,  filled  the  mother  with  horror.  She 
wrote  to  Mrs.  MacEdwin,  and  sent  her  maid  with  the 
letter. 

Of  the  result  of  tins  proceeding  it  was  noc  possible  to 
entertain  a  doubt. 

Sydney's  love  for  Kitty  would  hesitate  at  no  sacrifice  j 
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and  Mrs.  MaciMwin's  conduct  had  already  answered  for 
her.  She  had  received  the  governess  with  the  utmost 
kindness,  and  she  had  generously  and  delicately  refrained 
from  asking  any  questions.  But  one  person  at  Mount 
Morven  thought  it  necessary  to  investigate  the  motives 
under  which  she  had  acted.  Mrs.  Presty's  inquiring 
mind  arrived  at  discoveries ;  and  Mrs.  Presty's  sense  of 
duty  communicated  them  to  her  daughter. 

"  There  can  be  no  sort  of  doubt,  Catherine,  that  our 
good  friend  and  neighbour  has  heard,  probably  from  the 
servants,  of  what  has  happened  ;  and  (having  her 
husband  to  consider — men  are  so  weak  !)  has  drawn  her 
own  conclusions.  If  she  trusts  our  fascinating  governess, 
it's  because  she  knows  that  Miss  Westerrield's  affections 
are  left  behind  her  in  this  house.  Does  my  explanation 
satisfy  you?" 

Mrs.  Linley  said  :  "  Never  let  me  hear  it  again  !" 

And  Mrs.  Presty  answered  :  "  How  very  ungrateful !" 

The  dreary  interval  of  expectation,  after  the  departure 
of  the  carriage,  was  brightened  by  a  domestic  event. 

Thinking  it  possible  that  Mrs.  Presty  might  know  why 
her  husband  had  left  the  house,  Mrs.  Linley  sent  to  ask 
for  information.  The  message  in  reply  informed  hec 
that  Linley  had  received  a  telegram  announcing  Eandal's 
return  from  London.  He  had  gone  to  the  railway 
station  to  meet  his  brother. 

before  she  went  downstairs  to  welcome  Eandal,  Mrs. 
Linley  paused  to  consider  her  situation.  The  one  alter- 
native before  her  was  to  acknowledge  at  the  .earliest 
opportunity  that  she  had  assumed  the  serious  responsi- 
bility of  sending  for  Sydney  Westerfield.  For  the  first 
time  in  her  life,  Catherine  Linley  found  herself  planning 
beforehand  what  she  would  say  in  speaking  to  her 
husband. 

A  second  message  interrupted  her,  announcing  that 
the  two  brothers  had  just  arrived.  She  joined  them 
immediately  in  the  drawing-room. 

Linley  was  sitting  in  a  corner  by  himself.  The  dread- 
ful discovery  that  the  child's  life  (by  the  doctor's  con- 
fession) was  in  danger  had  completely  overwhelmed  him : 
he  never  even  lifted  his  head  when  his  wife  opened  the 
door.     EandaJ  axid  Mrs.  Presty  were  talking  together, 

8—2 


1 16  THE  EVIL  GENIUS.^ 

The  old  lady's  insatiable  curiosity  was  eager  for  news 
from  London  :  she  wanted  to  know  how  Randal  had 
amused  himself  when  he  was  not  attending  to  business. 

He  was  grieving  for  Kitty ;  and  he  was  looking  sadly 
at  his  brother.  "  I  don't  remember,"  he  answered  ab- 
sently. Other  women  might  have  discovered  that  they 
had  chosen  their  time  badly.  Mrs.  Presty,  with  the  best 
possible  intentions,  remonstrated. 

"  Eeally,  Eandal,  you  must  rouse  yourself.  Surely 
you  can  tell  us  something.  Did  you  meet  with  any 
agreeable  people,  while  3*011  were  away?" 

"  I  met  one  person  who  interested  me,"  he  said,  with 
weary  resignation. 

Mrs.  Presty  smiled.     "  A  woman,  of  course  1" 
"  A  man,"  Eandal  answered;  "  a  guest  like  myself  at 
a  club  dinner." 
"  Who  is  he  ?" 
"  Captain  Bennydeck." 
"  In  the  army?" 
"  No  :  formerly  in  the  navy." 
"  And  you  and  he  had  a  long  talk  together?" 
Eandal's  tones  began  to  betray  irritation.     "  No,"  he 
said  ;  "  the  Captain  went  away  early." 

Mrs.  Presty's  vigorous  intellect  discovered  an  improba- 
bility here.  "  Then  how  came  you  to  feel  interested  in 
him?"  she  objected. 

Even  Eandal's  patience  gave  way.  "  I  can't  account 
for  it,"  he  said  sharply.  "  I  only  know  I  took  a  liking 
to  Captain  Bennydeck."  He  left  Mrs.  Presty,  and  sat 
down  by  his  brother.  "  You  know  I  feel  for  you,"  he 
said,  taking  Linley's  hand.     "  Try  to  hope." 

The  bitterness  of  the  father's  despair  broke  out  in  his 
answer.  "  I  can  bear  other  troubles,  Eandal,  as  well  as 
most  men.  This  affliction  revolts  me.  There's  some- 
thing so  horribly  unnatural  in  the  child  being  threatened 
by  death,  while  the  parents   (who  should  die  first)  are 

alive  and  well "   He  checked  himself.    "  I  had  better 

say  no  more,  I  shall  only  shock  you." 

The  misery  in  his  face  wrung  the  faithful  heart  of  his 
wife.  She  forgot  the  conciliatory  expressions  which  she 
had  prepared  herself  to  use.  "  Hope,  my  dear,  as 
Eandal  tells  you,"  she  said,  "  because  there  is  hope." 
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His  face  flushed,  his  dim  eyes  brightened.  "  Has  the 
doctor  said  it?"  he  asked. 

"Yes." 

"  Why  haven't  I  been  told  of  it  before  ?" 

"  When  I  sent  for  you,  I  heard  that  you  had  gone 
out." 

The  explanation  passed  by  him  unnoticed — perhaps 
even  unheard.  "  Tell  me  what  the  doctor  said,"  he 
insisted ;  "  I  want  it  exactly,  word  for  word." 

She  obeyed  him  to  the  letter. 

The  sinister  change  in  his  face,  as  the  narrative  pro- 
ceeded, was  observed  by  both  the  other  persons  present, 
as  well  as  by  his  wife.  She  waited  for  a  kind  word  of 
encouragement.  He  only  said  coldly  :  "  What  have  vou 
done  ?" 

Speaking  coldly  on  her  side,  she  answered :  "  I  have 
sent  the  carriage  to  fetch  Miss  Westerfield." 

There  was  a  pause.  Mrs.  Presty  whispered  to  Eandal : 
"  I  knew  she  would  come  back  again  !  The  Evil  Genius 
of  the  family — that's  what  I  call  Miss  Westerfield.  The 
name  exactly  fits  her  !" 

The  idea  in  Eandal's  mind  was  that  the  name  exactly 
fitted  Mrs.  Presty.  He  made  no  reply:  his  eyes  rested. 
in  sympathy  on  his  sister-in-law.  She  saw.  and  felt,  his 
kindness  at  a  time  when  kindness  was  doubly  precious. 
Her  tones  trembled  a  little  as  she  spoke  to  her  silent 
husband. 

"  Don't  you  approve  of  what  I  have  done,  Herbert?" 

His  nerves  were  shattered  by  grief  and  suspense ;  but 
he  made  an  effort  this  time  to  speak  gently.  "  How  can 
I  say  that,"  he  replied,  "  if  the  poor  child's  life  depends 
on  Miss  Westerfield  ?  I  ask  one  favour — give  me  time  to 
leave  the  house  before  she  comes  here." 

Mrs.  Linley  looked  at  him  in  amazement. 

Her  mother  touched  her  arm ;  Eandal  tried  by  a  sign 
to  warn  her  to  be  careful.  Their  calmer  minds  had  seen 
what  the  wife's  agitation  had  prevented  her  from  discover- 
ing. In  Linley's  position,  the  return  of  the  governess 
was  a  trial  to  his  self-control  which  he  had  every  reason 
to  dread :  his  look,  his  voice,  his  manner  proclaimed  it 
to  persons  capable  of  quietly  observing  him.  He  had 
struggled  against  his  guilty  passion — at  what  sacrifice  of 
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his  own  feelings  no  one  knew  but  himself — and  here  was 
the  temptation,  at  the  very  time  when  he  was  honourably 
resisting  it,  brought  back  to  him  by  his  wife  !  Her  motive 
did  unquestionably  excuse,  perhaps  even  sanction,  what 
she  had  done ;  but  this  was  an  estimate  of  her  conduct 
which  commended  itself  to  others.  From  his  point  of 
view — motive  or  no  motive — he  saw  the  old  struggle 
against  himself  in  danger  of  being  renewed  ;  he  felt  the 
ground  that  he  had  gained  slipping  from  under  him 
already. 

In  spite  of  the  well-meant  efforts  made  by  her  relatives 
to  prevent  it,  Mrs.  Linley  committed  the  very  error  which 
it  was  most  important  that  she  should  avoid.  She  justi- 
fied herself,  instead  of  leaving  it  to  events  to  justify  her. 
"Miss  Westerfield  comes  here,"  she  argued,  "on  an 
errand  that  is  beyond  reproach — an  errand  of  mercy.  Why 
should  you  leave  the  house?" 

"  In  justice  to  you,"  Linley  answered. 

Mrs.  Presty  could  restrain  herself  no  longer.  "  Drop 
it,  Catherine  !"  she  said  in  a  whisper. 

Catherine  refused  to  drop  it ;  Linley's  short  and  sharp 
reply  had  irritated  her.  "  After  my  experience,"  she 
persisted,  "  have  I  no  reason  to  trust  you?" 

"  It  is  part  of  your  experience,"  he  reminded  her, 
"  that  I  promised  not  to  see  Miss  Westerfield  again." 

"  Own  it  at  once!"  she  broke  out,  provoked  beyond 
endurance ;  "  though  I  may  be  willing  to  trust  you— you 
are  afraid  to  trust  yourself." 

Unlucky  Mrs.  Presty  interfered  again.  "  Don't  listen 
to  her,  Herbert.  Keep  out  of  harm's  way,  and  you  keep 
right." 

She  patted  him  on  the  shoulder,  as  if  she  had  been 
giving  good  advice  to  a  boy.  He  expressed  bis  sense  of 
his  mother-in-law's  friendly  offices  in  language  which 
astonished  her. 

"  Hold  your  tongue  !" 

"Do  you  hear  that?"  Mrs.  Presty  asked,  appealing 
indignantly  to  her  daughter. 

Linley  took  his  hat.  "At  what  time  do  you  expect 
Miss  Westerfield  to  arrive  ?"  he  said  to  his  wife. 

She  looked  at  the  clock  on  the  mantelpiece.  "  Before 
the  half-hour  strikes.     Don't  be  alarmed,"  she  added, 


THE  HUSBAND.  119 

with  an  air  of  ironical  sympathy ;  "  you  will  have  time 
to  make  your  escape." 

He  advanced  to  the  door,  and  looked  at  her. 

"  One  thing  I  beg  you  will  remember,"  he  said. 
"  Every  half -hour  while  I  am  away  (I  am  going  to  the 
farm)  you  are  to  send  and  let  me  know  how  Kitty  is — 
and  especially  if  Miss  Westerfield  justifies  the  experiment 
which  the  doctor  has  advised  us  to  try." 

Having  given  those  instructions  he  went  out. 

The  sofa  was  near  Mrs.  Linley.  She  sank  on  it,  over- 
powered by  the  utter  destruction  of  the  hopes  that  she 
had  founded  on  the  separation  of  Herbert  and  the  gover- 
ness. Sydney  Westerfield  was  still  in  possession  of  her 
husband's  heart ! 

Her  mother  was  surely  the  right  person  to  say  a  word 
of  comfort  to  her.  Eandal  made  the  suggestion — with 
the  worst  possible  result.  Mrs.  Presty  had  not  forgotten 
that  she  had  been  told — at  her  age,  in  her  position  as  the 
widow  of  a  Cabinet  Minister — to  hold  her  tongue.  "  Your 
brother  has  insulted  me,"  she  said  to  Eandal.  He  was 
weak  enough  to  attempt  to  make  an  explanation.  "  I 
was  speaking  of  my  brother's  wife,"  he  said.  "  Your 
brother's  wife  has  allowed  me  to  be  insulted."  Having 
received  that  reply  Eandal  could  only  wonder.  This 
woman  went  to  church  every  Sunday,  and  kept  a  New 
Testament,  bound  in  excellent  taste,  on  her  toilette-table ! 
The  occasion  suggested  reflection  on  the  system  which 
produces  average  Christians  at  the  present  time.  Nothing 
more  was  said  by  Mrs.  Presty ;  Mrs.  Linley  remained 
absorbed  in  her  own  bitter  thoughts.  In  silence  they 
waited  for  the  return  of  the  carriage,  and  the  appearanco 
of  the  governess. 

CHAPTEE  XVIII. 

THE  NURSEMAID. 

Pale,  worn,  haggard  with  anxiety,  Sydney  Westerfield 
entered  the  room,  and  looked  once  more  on  the  faces 
which  she  had  resigned  herself  never  to  see  again.  She 
appeared  to  be  hardly  conscious  of  the  kind  reception 
which  did  its  best  to  set  her  at  her  ease. 
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"  Am  I  in  time  ?"  were  the  first  words  that  escaped 
her  on  entering  the  room.  Eeassured  by  the  answer, 
she  turned  back  to  the  door,  eager  to  hurry  upstairs  to 
Kitty's  bedside. 

Mrs.  Linley's  gentle  hand  detained  her. 

The  doctor  had  left  certain  instructions,  warning  the 
mother  to  guard  against  any  accident  that  might  remind 
Kitty  of  the  day  on  which  Sydney  had  left  her.  At  the 
time  of  that  bitter  parting,  the  child  had  seen  her  gover- 
ness in  the  same  walking-dress  which  she  wore  now. 
Mrs.  Linley  removed  the  hat  and  cloak,  and  laid  them 
on  a  chair. 

"  There  is  one  other  precaution  which  we  must  ob- 
serve," she  said;  "  I  must  ask  you  to  wait  in  my  room 
until  I  find  that  you  may  show  yourself  safely.  Now 
come  with  me." 

Mrs.  Presty  "followed  them,  and  begged  earnestly  for 
leave  to  wait  the  result  of  the  momentous  experiment,  at 
the  door  of  Kitty's  bedroom.  Her  self-asserting  manner 
had  vanished ;  she  was  quiet,  she  was  even  humble. 
"While  the  last  chance  for  the  child's  life  was  fast  be- 
coming a  matter  of  minutes  only,  the  grandmother's 
better  nature  showed  itself  on  the  surface.  Eandal 
opened  the  door  for  them  as  the  three  went  out  together. 
He  was  in  that  state  of  maddening  anxiety  about  his  poor 
little  niece,  in  which  men  of  his  imaginative  temperament 
become  morbid,  and  say  strangely  inappropriate  things. 
In  the  same  breath  with  which  he  implored  his  sister-in- 
law  to  let  him  hear  what  had  happened,  without  an 
instant  of  delay,  he  startled  Mrs.  Presty  by  one  of  his 
familiar  remarks  on  the  inconsistencies  in  her  character. 
"You  disagreeable  old  woman,"  he  whispered,  as  she 
passed  him,  "  you  have  got  a  heart  after  all." 

Left  alone,  he  was  never  for  one  moment  in  repose, 
while  the  slow  minutes  followed  each  other  in  the  silent 
house. 

He  walked  about  the  joom,  he  listened  at  the  door,  he 
arranged  and  disarranged  the  furniture.  When  the  nurse- 
maid descended  from  the  upper  regions  with  her  mistress's 
message  for  him,  he  ran  out  to  meet  her ;  saw  the  good 
news  in  her  smiling  face  ;  and,  for  the  first  and  last  tima 
in  his  life,  kissed  one  of  his  brother's  female  servants. 
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Susan — a  well-bred  young  person,  thoroughly  capable  in 
ordinary  cases  of  saying  "For  shame,  sir!"  and  looking 
as  if  she  expected  to  feel  an  arm  round  her  waist  next- 
trembled  with  terror  under  that  astounding  salute.  Her 
master's  brother,  a  pattern  of  propriety  up  to  that  time, 
a  man  declared  by  her  fellow-servants  to  be  incapable  of 
kissing  a  woman  unless  she  had  a  right  to  insist  on  it  in 
the  licensed  character  of  his  wife,  had  evidently  taken 
leave  of  his  senses.  Would  he  bite  her  next  ?  No  :  he 
only  looked  confused,  and  said  (how  very  extraordinary  !) 
that  he  would  never  do  it  again.  Susan  gave  her  message 
gravely-  Here  was  an  unintelligible  man ;  she  felt  the 
necessity  of  being  careful  in  her  choice  of  words. 

"  Miss  Kitty  stared  at  Miss  Westerfield — only  for  a 
moment,  sir — as  if  she  didn't  quite  understand,  and  then 
knew  her  again  directly.  The  doctor  had  just  called. 
He  drew  up  the  blind  to  let  the  light  in,  and  he  looked, 

and   he  says,   'Only  be  careful' "     Tender-hearted 

Susan  broke  down,  and  began  to  cry.  "  I  can't  help  it, 
sir ;  we  are  all  so  fond  of  Miss  Kitty,  and  we  are  so 
happy.  '  Only  be  careful'  (those  were  the  exact  words, 
if  you  please),  '  and  I  answer  for  her  life.' — Oh,  dear  ! 
what  have  I  said  to  make  him  run  away  from  me?" 

Randal  had  left  her  abruptly,  and  had  shut  himself  into 
the  drawing-room.  Susan's  experience  of  men  had  not 
yet  informed  her  that  a  true  Englishman  is  ashamed  to 
be  seen  (especially  by  his  inferiors)  with  the  tears  in  his 
eyes. 

He  had  barely  succeeded  in  composing  himself,  when 
another  servant  appeared — this  time  a  man — with  some- 
thing to  say  to  him. 

"I  don't  know  whether  I  have  done  right,  sir,"  Mal- 
colm began.  "  There's  a  stranger  downstairs  among  the 
tourists  who  are  looking  at  the  rooms  and  the  pictures. 
He  said  he  knew  you.  And  he  asked  if  you  were  not 
related  to  the  gentleman  who  allowed  travellers  to  see 
his  interesting  old  house." 

"Well?" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  said  Yes.  And  then  he  wanted  to  know 
if  you  happened  to  be  here  at  the  present  time." 

Eandal  cut  the  man's  story  short.  "  And  you  said  Yea 
again,  and  he  gave  you  his  card.     Let  me  look  at  it," 
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Malcolm  produced  the  card,  and  instantly  received  in- 
structions to  show  the  gentleman  up.  The  name  recalled 
the  dinner  at  the  London  club — Captain  Bennydeck. 

CHAPTEE  XIX. 

THE   CAPTAIN. 

The  fair  complexion  of  the  Captain's  youthful  days  had 
been  darkened  by  exposure  to  hard  weather  and  extreme 
climates.  His  smooth  face  of  twenty  years  since  was 
scored  by  the  tell-tale  marks  of  care ;  his  dark  beard  waa 
beginning  to  present  variety  of  colour  by  means  of  streaks 
of  grey  ;  and  his  hair  was  in  course  of  undisguised  retreat 
from  his  strong  broad  forehead.  Not  rising  above  the 
middle  height,  the  Captain's  spare  figure  was  well  pre- 
served. It  revealed  power  and  activity,  severely  tested 
perhaps  at  some*  former  time,  but  capable  even  yet  of 
endurance  under  trial.  Although  he  looked  older  than 
his  age,  he  was  still,  personally  speaking,  an  attractive 
man.  In  repose,  his  eyes  were  by  habit  sad,  and  a  little 
weary  in  their  expression.  They  only  caught  a  brighter 
light  when  he  smiled.  At  such  times,  helped  by  this 
change  and  by  his  simple,  earnest  manner,  they  recom- 
mended him  to  his  fellow-creatures  before  he  opened  his 
lips.  Men  and  women  taking  shelter  with  him,  for  in- 
stance, from  the  rain,  found  the  temptation  to  talk  with 
Captain  Bennydeck  irresistible ;  and,  when  the  weather 
cleared,  they  mostly  carried  away  with  them  the  same 
favourable  impression :  "  One  would  like  to  meet  with 
that  gentleman  again." 

Eandal's  first  words  of  welcome  relieved  the  Captain 
of  certain  modest  doubts  of  his  reception,  which  appeared 
to  trouble  him  when  he  entered  the  room.  "  I  am  glad 
to  find  you  remember  me  as  kindly  as  I  remember  you." 
Those  were  his  first  words  when  he  and  Bandal  shook 
hands. 

"  You  might  have  felt  sure  of  that,"  Bandal  said. 

The  Captain's  modesty  still  doubted. 

"  You  see,  the  circumstances  were  a  little  against  me. 
We  met  at  a  dull  dinner,  among  wearisome  worldly  men, 
full  of  boastful  talk  about  themselves.     It  was  all  '  I  did 
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this'*  and  '  I  said  that ' — and  the  gentlemen  who  were 
present  had  always  been  right ;  and  the  gentlemen  who 
were  absent  had  always  been  wrong.  And,  oh,  dear, 
when  they  came  to  politics,  how  they  bragged  about  what 
they  would  have  done  if  they  had  only  been  at  the  head 
of  the  Government ;  and  how  cruelly  hard  to  please  they 
were  in  the  matter  of  wine  !  Do  you  remember  recom- 
mending me  to  spend  my  next  holiday  in  Scotland  ? ± 

"Perfectly.  My  advice  was  selfish — it  really  meant 
that  I  wanted  to  see  you  again." 

"  And  you  have  your  wish,  at  your  brother's  house ! 
The  guide  book  did  it.  First,  I  saw  your  family  name. 
Then,  I  read  on  and  discovered  that  there  were  pictures 
at  Mount  Morven,  and  that  strangers  were  allowed  to  see 
them.     I  like  pictures.     And  here  I  am." 

This  allusion  to  the  house  naturally  reminded  Eandal 
of  the  master.  "I  wish  I  could  introduce  you  to  my 
brother  and  his  wife,"  he  said.  "  Unhappily  their  only 
child  is  ill " 

Captain  Bennydeck  started  to  his  feet.  "  I  am  ashamed 
of  having  intruded  on  you,"  he  began.  His  new  friend 
pressed  him  back  into  his  chair  without  ceremony  "  On 
the  contrary,  you  have  arrived  at  the  best  of  all  possible 
times — the  time  when  our  suspense  is  at  an  end.  The 
doctor  has  just  told  us  that  his  poor  little  patient  is  out 
of  danger.     You  may  imagine  how  happy  we  are." 

"  And  how  grateful  to  God  !"  The  Captain  said  those 
words  in  tones  that  trembled — speaking  to  himself. 

Eandal  was  conscious  of  feeling  a  momentary  embar- 
rassment. The  character  of  his  visitor  had  presented 
itself  in  a  new  light.  Captain  Bennydeck  looked  at  him 
— understood  him — and  returned  to  the  subject  of  his 
travels. 

"  Do  you  remember  your  holiday-time  when  you  were 
a  boy,  and  when  you  had  to  go  back  to  school  ?"  he  asked 
with  a  smile.  "  My  mind  is  in  much  the  same  state  at 
leaving  Scotland,  and  going  back  to  my  work  in  London. 
I  hardly  know  which  I  admire  most — your  beautiful 
country  or  the  people  who  inhabit  it.  I  have  had  some 
pleasant  talk  with  your  poorer  neighbours  ;  the  one  im- 
provement I  could  wish  for  among  them  is  a  keener  sense 
of  their  religious  duties." 
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This  was  an  objection,  new  in  Sandal's  experience  of 

travellers  in  general. 

"  Our  Highlanders  have  noble  qualities,"  he  said.  "If 
you  knew  them  as  well  as  I  do,  you  would  find  a  true 
sense  of  religion  among  them ;  not  presenting  itself,  how- 
ever, to  strangers  as  strongly — I  had  almost  said  as 
agirressively — as  the  devotional  feeling  of  the  Lowland 
Scotch.     Different  races,  different  temperaments." 

"  And  all,"  the  Captain  added,  gravely  and  gently, 
"  with  souls  to  be  saved.  If  I  sent  to  these  poor  people 
some  copies  of  the  Xew  Testament,  translated  into  their 
own  language,  would  my  gift  be  accepted?" 

Strongly  interested  by  this  time,  in  studying  Captain 
Bennydeck's  character  on  the  side  of  it  which  was  new 
to  him,  Eandal  owned  that  he  observed  with  surprise  the 
interest  which'his  friend  felt  in  perfect  strangers.  The 
Captain  seemed  to  wonder  why  this  impression  should 
have  been  produced  by  what  he  had  just  said. 

"I  only  try,"  he  answered,  "to  do  what  good  I  can, 
wherever  I  go." 

"  Your  life  must  be  a  happy  one,"  Eandal  said. 

Captain  Bennydeck's  head  drooped.  The  shadows  that 
attend  on  the  gloom  of  melancholy  remembrance  showed 
their  darkening  presence  on  his  face.  Briefly,  almost 
sternlv,  he  set  Eandal  right. 

"Xo,  sir." 

"  Forgive  me,"  the  younger  man  pleaded,  "  if  I  have 
spoken  thoughtlessly." 

"You  have  mistaken  me,"  the  Captain  explained; 
"  and  it  is  my  fault.  My  life  is  an  atonement  for  the 
sins  of  my  youth.  I  have  reached  my  fortieth  year — and 
that  one  purpose  is  before  me  for  the  rest  cf  my  days. 
Sufferings-  and  dangers  which  but  few  men  undergo 
awakened  my  conscience.  My  last  exercise  of  the  duties 
of  my  profession  associated  rue  with  an  expedition  to  the 
Polar  Seas.  Our  ship  was  crushed  in  the  ice.  Our  march 
to  the  nearest  regions  inhabited  by  humanity  was  a  hope- 
less struggle  of  starving  men,  rotten  with  scurvy,  against 
the  merciless  forces  of  Xature.  One  by  one  my  comrades 
dropped  and  died.  Out  of  twenty  men  there  were  three  ; 
left  with  a  last  nicker  in  them  of  the  vital  flame,  when  ' 
the  party  of  rescue  found  us.     One  of  the  three  died  on 
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the  homeward  voyage.  One  lived  to  reach  his  native 
place,  and  to  sink  to  rest  with  his  wife  and  children  round 
his  bed.  The  last  man  left,  out  of  that  band  of  martyrs 
to  a  hopeless  cause,  lives  to  be  worthier  of  God's  mercy 
— and  tries  to  make  God's  creatures  better  and  happier 
in  this  world,  and  worthier  of  the  world  that  is  to 
come." 

Eandal's  generous  nature  felt  the  appeal  that  had  been 
made  to  it.  "  Will  you  let  me  take  your  hand,  Captain?" 
he  said. 

They  clasped  hands  in  silence. 

Captain  Bennydeck  was  the  first  to  speak  again.  That 
modest  distrust  of  himself,  wlhch  a  man  essentially  noble 
and  brave  is  generally  the  readiest  of  men  to  feel,  seemed 
to  be  troubling  him  once  more — just  as  it  had  troubled 
him  when  he  first  found  himself  in  Eandal's  presence. 

"  I  hope  you  won't  think  me  vain,"  he  resumed;  "I 
seldom  say  so  much  about  myself  as  I  have  said  to 
you." 

"  I  only  wish  you  would  say  more,"  Eandal  rejoined. 
"  Can't  you  put  off  your  return  to  London  for  a  day  or 
two?" 

The  thing  was  not  to  be  done.  Duties  which  it  was 
impossible  to  trifle  with  called  the  Captain  back.  "  It's 
quite  likely,"  he  said,  alluding  pleasantly  to  the  impres- 
sion which  he  had  produced  in  speaking  of  the  High- 
landers, "  that  I  shall  find  more  strangers  to  interest  me 
in  the  great  city." 

"  Are  they  always  strangers  ?"  Eandal  asked.  "  Have 
you  never  met  by  accident  with  persons  whom  you  may 
once  have  known  ?" 

"  Never— yet.     But  it  may  happen  on  my  return." 
"In  what  way?" 

"  In  this  way.  I  have  been  in  search  of  a  poor  girl 
who  has  lost  both  her  parents  :  she  has,  I  fear,  been  left 
helpless  at  the  mercy  of  the  world.  Her  father  was  an 
old  friend  of  mine — once  an  officer  in  the  Navy  like  my- 
self. The  agent  whom  I  formerly  employed  (without 
success)  to  trace  her,  writes  me  word  that  he  has  reason 
to  believe  she  has  obtained  a  situation  as  pupil-teacher 
at  a  school  in  the  suburbs  of  London  ;  and  I  am  going 
back  (among  other  things)  to  try  if  I  can  follow  the  clue 
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myself.  Good-bye,  my  friend.  I  am  heartily  sorry 
to  go !" 

"  Life  is  made  up  of  partings,"  Eandal  answered. 

"  And  of  meetings,"  the  Captain  wisely  reminded  him. 
"  When  you  are  in  London,  you  will  alwavshear  of  me  at 
the  club." 

Heartily  reciprocating  his  good  wishes,  Eandal  attended 
Captain  Bennydeck  to  the  door.  On  the  way  back  to  the 
drawing-room,  he  found  his  mind  dwelling,  rather  to  his 
surprise,  on  the  Captain's  contemplated  search  for  the 
lost  girl. 

Was  the  good  man  likely  to  find  her  ?  It  seemed  use- 
less enough  to  inquire — and  yet  Eandal  asked  himself  the 
question.  Her  father  had  been  described  as  an  officer  in 
the  Navy.  Well,  and  what  did  that  matter  ?  Inclined 
to  laugh  at  his  own  idle  curiosity,  he  was  suddenly  struck 
by  a  new  idea."  What  had  his  brother  told  him  of  Miss 
Westerfield?  She  was  the  daughter  of  an  officer  in  the 
Navy ;  she  had  been  pupil-teacher  at  a  school.  Was  it 
really  possible  that  Sydney  Westerfield  could  be  the  per- 
son whom  Captain  Bennydeck  was  attempting  to  trace  ? 
Eandal  threw  up  the  window  which  overlooked  the  drive 
in  front  of  the  house.  Too  late  !  The  carriage  which 
had  brought  the  Captain  to  Mount  Morven  was  no  longer 
in  sight. 

The  one  other  course  that  he  could  take  was  to  mention 
Captain  Bennydeck's  name  to  Sydney,  and  be  guided  by 
the  result. 

As  he  appro  iched  the  bell,  determining  to  send  a 
message  upstairs,  he  heard  the  door  opened  behind 
him.  Mrs.  Presty  had  entered  the  drawing-room, 
with  a  purpose  (as  it  seemed)  in  which  Eandal  was 
concerned. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

THE   MOTHER-IN-LAW. 

Strong  as  the  impression  was  which  Captain  Bennydeck 
had  produced  on  Eandal,  Mrs.  Presty's  first  words  dis- 
missed it  from  his  mind.  She  asked  him  if  he  had  any 
message  for  his  brother. 
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Eandal  instantly  looked  at  the  clock.  "  Has  Cathe- 
rine not  sent  to  the  farm,  yet?"  he  asked  in  astonish- 
ment. 

Mrs.  Prcsty's  mind  seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  her 
daughter.  "  Ah,  poor  Catherine  !  Worn  out  with 
anxiety  and  watching  at  Kitty's  bedside.  Night  after 
night  without  any  sleep ;  night  after  night  tortured  by 
suspense.  As  usual,  she  can  depend  on  her  old  mother 
for  sympathy.  I  have  taken  all  her  household  duties 
on  myself,  till  she  is  in  better  health." 

Eandal  tried  again.  "  Mrs.  Presty,  am  I  to  understand 
(after  the  plain  directions  Herbert  gave)  that  no  messenger 
has  been  sent  to  the  farm  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  held  her  venerable  head  higher  than  ever, 
v»hcii  Eandal  pronounced  his  brother's  name.  "  I  see  no 
necessity  for  being  in  a  hurry,"  she  answered  stiffly, 
"  aftjr  the  brutal  manner  in  which  Herbert  has  behaved 
to  me.  Put  yourself  in  my  place — and  imagine  what  you 
would  feel  if  you  were  told  to  hold  your  tongue." 

Eandal  wasted  no  more  time  on  ears  that  were  deaf  to 
remonstrance.  Feeling  the  serious  necessity  of  inter- 
fering to  some  good  purpose,  he  asked  where  he  might 
find  his  sister-in-law. 

"  I  have  taken  Catherine  into  the  garden,"  Mrs.  Presty 
announced.  "The  doctor  himself  suggested — no,  I  may 
say,  ordered  it.  He  is  afraid  that  she  may  fall  ill  next, 
poor  soul,  if  she  doesn't  get  air  and  exercise." 

In  Mrs.  Linley's  own  interests,  Eandal  resolved  on 
advising  her  to  write  to  her  husband  by  the  mes- 
senger ;  explaining  that  she  was  not  to  blame  for  the 
inexcusable  delay  which  had  already  taken  place.  With- 
out a  word  more  to  Mrs.  Presty,  he  hastened  out  of  the 
room.  That  inveterately  distrustful  woman  called  him 
back.  She  desired  to  know  where  he  was  going,  and 
why  he  was  in  a  hurry. 

"  I  am  gomg  to  the  garden,"  Eandal  answered. 
"  To  speak  to  Catherine  ?" 
"  Yes." 

"  Needless  trouble,  my  dear  Eandal.  She  will  be  back 
in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  she  will  pass  through  this 
room  on  her  way  upstairs." 

Another  quarter  of  an  hour  was  a  matter  of  no  ira- 
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portance  to  Mrs.  Presty !  Eandal  took  his  own  way — 
the  way  into  the  garden. 

His  silence  and  his  determination  to  join  his  sister-in- 
law  roused  Mrs.  Presty's  ready  suspicions ;  she  concluded 
that  he  was  bent  on  making  mischief  between  her 
daughter  and  herself.  The  one  thing  to  do  in  this  case 
was  to  follow  him  instantly.  The  active  old  lady  trotted 
out  of  the  room,  strongly  inclined  to  think  that  the 
Evil  Genius  of  the  family  might  be  Eandal  Linley  after 
all! 

They  had  both  taken  the  shortest  way  to  the  garden  ; 
that  is  to  say,  the  way  through  the  library,  which  com- 
municated at  its  farthest  end  with  the  corridor  and  the 
vaulted  flight  of  stairs  leading  directly  out  of  the  house. 
Of  the  two  doers  in  the  drawing-room,  one,  on  the  left, 
led  to  the  gra.nd  staircase  and  the  hall ;  the  other,  on  the 
right,  opened  on  the  back-stairs,  and  on  a  side  entrance 
to  the  house,  used  by  the  family  when  they  were  pressed 
for  time,  as  well  as  by  the  servants. 

The  drawing-room  had  not  been  empty  more  than  a  few 
minutes  when  the  door  on  the  right  was  suddenly  opened. 
Herbert  Linley  entered  with  hurried,  uncertain  steps. 
He  took  the  chair  that  was  nearest  to  him,  and  dropped 
into  it  like  a  man  overpowered  by  agitation  or  fatigue. 

He  had  ridden  from  the  farm  at  headlong  speed, 
terrified  by  the  unexplained  delay  in  the  arrival  of  the 
messenger  from  home.  Unable  any  longer  to  suffer  the 
torment  of  unrelieved  suspense,  he  had  returned  to  make 
inquiry  at  the  house.  As  he  interpreted  the  otherwise 
inexplicable  neglect  of  his  instructions,  the  last  chance  of 
saving  the  child's  life  had  failed,  and  his  wife  had  been 
afraid  to  tell  him  the  dreadful  truth. 

After  an  interval,  he  rose,  and  went  into  the  library. 

It  was  empty,  like  the  drawing-room.  The  bell  was 
close  by  him.  He  lifted  his  hand  to  ring  it — and  drew 
back.  As  brave  a  man  as  ever  lived,  he  knew  what  fear 
was  now.  The  father's  courage  failed  him  before  the 
prospect  of  summoning  a  servant,  and  hearing,  for  all  he 
knew  to  the  contrary,  that  his  child  was  dead. 

How  long  he  stood  there,  alone  and  irresolute,  he 
never  remembered  when  he  thought  of  it  in  after-days. 
All  he  knew  was  that  there  came  a  time  when  a  sound  in 
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the  drawing-room  attracted  his  attention.  It  was  nothing 
more  important  than  the  opening  of  a  door. 

The  sound  came  from  that  side  of  the  room  which  was 
nearest  to  the  grand  staircase — and  therefore  nearest  also 
to  the  hall  in  one  direction,  and  to  the  bed-chambers  in 
the  other. 

Some  person  had  entered  the  room.  Whether  it  was 
one  of  the  family  or  one  of  the  servants,  he  would  hear 
in  either  case  what  had  happened  in  his  absence.  He 
parted  the  curtains  over  the  library  entrance,  and  looked 
through. 

The  person  was  a  woman.  She  stood  with  her  back 
turned  towards  the  library,  lifting  a  cloak  off  a  chah\ 
As  she  shook  the  cloak  out  before  putting  it  on,  she 
changed  her  position.  He  saw  the  face,  never  to  be 
forgotten  by  him  to  the  last  day  of  his  life.  He  saw 
Sydney  Western  eld. 

CHAPTEE  XXI. 

THE   GOVERNESS. 

Linley  had  one  instant  left,  in  which  he  might  have 
drawn  back  into  the  library  in  time  to  escape  Sydney's 
notice.  He  was  incapable  of  the  effort  of  will.  Grief 
and  suspense  had  deprived  him  of  that  elastic  readiness 
of  mind  which  springs  at  once  from  thought  to  action. 
For  a  moment  he  hesitated.  In  that  moment  she  looked 
up  and  saw  him. 

With  a  faint  cry  of  alarm  she  let  the  cloak  drop  from 
her  hands.  As  helpless  as  he  was,  as  silent  as  he  was, 
she  stood  rooted  to  the  spot. 

He  tried  to  control  himself.  Hardly  knowing  what  he 
said,  he  made  commonplace  excuses,  as  if  he  had  been  a 
stranger :  "  I  am  sorry  to  have  startled  you  ;  I  had  no 
idea  of  finding  you  in  this  room." 

Sydney  pointed  to  her  cloak  on  the  floor,  and  to  her 
nat  on  a  chair  near  it.  Understanding  the  necessity 
which  had  brought  her  into  the  room,  he  did  his  best  to 
reconcile  her  to  the  meeting  that  had  followed. 

"  It's  a  relief  to  me  to  have  seen  you,"  he  said,  "  before 
you  leave  us." 
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A  relief  to  him  to  see  her  !  Why  ?  How  ?  What  did 
that  strange  word  mean,  addressed  to  her  ?  She  roused 
herself,  and  put  the  question  to  him. 

"  It's  surely  better  for  me,"  he  answered,  "  to  hear  the 
miserable  news  from  you  than  from  a  servant." 

"  What  miserable  news  ?"  she  asked,  still  as  perplexed 
as  ever. 

He  could  preserve  his  self-control  no  longer;  the 
misery  in  him  forced  its  way  outward  at  last.  The  con- 
vulsive struggles  for  breath  which  burst  from  a  man  in 
tears  shook  him  from  head  to  foot. 

"My  poor  little  darling!"  he  gasped.  "My  only 
chi'd  I" 

All  that  was  embarrassing  in  her  position  passed  from 
Sydney's  mind  in  an  instant.  She  stepped  close  up  to 
him  ;  she  laid  her  hand  gently  and  fearlessly  on  his  arm. 
"  Oh,  Mr.  Linley,  what  dreadful  mistake  is  this?" 

His  dim  eyes  rested  on  her  with  a  piteous  expression 
of  doubt.  He  heard  her — and  he  was  afraid  to  believe 
her.  She  was  too  deeply  distressed,  too  full  of  the 
truest  pity  for  him,  to  wait  and  think  before  she  spoke. 
"  Yes  !  yes  !"  she  cried,  under  the  impulse  of  the  moment. 
"  The  dear  child  knew  me  again,  the  moment  I  spoke  to 
her.     Kitty's  recovery  is  only  a  matter  of  time." 

He  staggered  back — with  a  livid  change  in  his  face 
startling  to  see.  The  mischief  done  by  Mrs.  Presty's 
sense  of  injury  had  led  already  to  serious  results.  If  the 
thought  in  Linley,  at  that  moment,  had  shaped  itself  into 
words,  he  would  have  said,  "  And  Catherine  never  told 
me  of  it !"  How  bitterly  he  thought  of  the  woman  who 
had  left  him  in  suspense — how  gratefully  he  felt  towards 
the  woman  who  bad  lightened  his  heart  of  the  heaviest 
burden  ever  laid  on  it  ! 

Innocent  of  all  suspicion  of  tiie  ieeling  that  she  had 
aroused,  Sydney  blamed  her  own  want  of  discretion  as  the 
one  cause  of  the  change  that  she  perceived  in  him.  "  How 
thoughtless,  how  cruel  of  me,"  she  said,  "not  to  have 
been  more  careful  in  telling  you  the  good  news !  Pray 
forgive  me." 

"  You  thoughtless  !  you  cruel !"  At  the  bare  idea  of 
her  speaking  in  that  way  of  herself,  his  sense  of  what  he 
owed  to  her  defied  all  restraint.     He  seized  her  handa 
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and  covered  them  with  grateful  kisses.     "  Dear  Sydney  ! 
dear,  good  Sydney !" 

She  drew  back  from  him  ;  not  abruptly,  not  as  if  she 
felt  offended.  Her  fine  perception  penetrated  the  mean- 
ing of  those  harmless  kisses — the  uncontrollable  outburst 
of  a  sense  of  relief  beyond  the  reach  of  expression  in 
words.  But  she  changed  the  subject.  Mrs.  Linley  (she 
told  him)  had  kindly  ordered  fresh  horses  to  be  put  to 
the  carriage,  so  that  she  might  go  back  to  her  duties  if 
the  doctor  sanctioned  it. 

She  turned  away  to  take  up  her  cloak.  Linley  stopped 
her.     "  You  can't  leave  Kitty,"  he  said  positively. 

A  faint  smile  brightened  her  face  for  a  moment. 
"  Kitty  has  fallen  asleep — such  a  sweet,  peaceful  sleep  ! 
I  don't  think  I  should  have  left  her  but  for  that.  The 
maid  is  watching  at  the  bedside,  and  Mrs.  Linley  is  only 
away  for  a  little  while." 

"  Wait  a  few  minutes,"  he  pleaded ;  "  it's  so  long  since 
we  have  seen  each  other." 

The  tone  in  which  he  spoke  warned  her  to  persist  in 
leaving  hirn  while  her  resolution  remained  firm.  "  I  had 
arranged  with  Mrs.  MacEdwin,"  she  began,  "  if  all  went 
well " 

"  Speak  of  yourself,"  he  interposed.  "  Tell  me  if  you 
are  happy." 

She  let  this  pass  without  a  reply.  "The  doctor  sees 
no  harm,"  she  went  on,  "  in  my  being  away  for  a  few 
hours.  Mrs.  MacEdwin  has  offered  to  send  me  here  in 
the  evening,  so  that  I  can  sleep  in  Kitty's  room." 

"You  don't  look  well,  Sydney.  You  are  pale  and 
worn — you  are  not  happy." 

She  began  to  tremble.  Eor  the  second  time,  she 
turned  away  to  take  up  her  cloak.  Eor  the  secoud  time, 
he  stopped  her. 

"Not  just  yet,"  he  said.  "You  don't  know  how  it 
distresses  me  to  see  you  so  sadly  changed.  I  remember 
the  time  when  you  were  the  happiest  creature  living.  Do 
you  remember  it  too?" 

"  Don't  ask  me  !"  was  all  she  could  say. 

He  sighed  as  he  looked  at  her.  "  It's  dreadful  to 
think  of  your  young  life,  that  ought  to  be  so  bright, 
wasting  and  withering  among  strangers."     He  said  those 
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words  with  increasing  agitation ;  liis  eyes  rested  on  her 
eagerly  with  a  wild  look  in  them.  She  made  a  resolute 
effort  to  speak  to  him  coldly — she  called  him  "  Mr. 
Linley" — she  bade  him  good-bye. 

It  was  useless.  He  stood  between  her  and  the  door ; 
he  disregarded  what  she  had  said  as  if  he  had  not  heard 
it.  "Hardly  a  day  passes,"  he  owned  to  her,  "that  I 
don't  think  of  you." 

"  You  shouldn't  tell  me  that !" 
"  How  can  I  see  you  again — and  not  tell  you  ?" 
She  burst  out  with  a  last  entreaty.     "  For  God's  sake, 
let  us  say  good-bye  1" 

His  manner  became  undisguisedly  tender ;  his  language 
changed  in  the  one  way  of  all  others  that  was  most 
perilous  to  her — he  appealed  to  her  pity  :  "  Oh,  Sydney, 
it's  so  hard  to  part  with  you  !" 

"Spare  me!"  she  cried  passionately.  "You  don't 
know  how  I  suffer." 

"  My  sweet  angel,  I  do  know  it — by  what  I  suffer 
myself !     Do  you  ever  feel  for  me  as  I  feel  for  you  ?" 
"  Oh,  Herbert !  Herbert !" 

"  Have  you  ever  thought  of  me  since  we  parted  ?" 
She  had  striven  against  herself,  and  against  him,  till 
her  last  effort  at  resistance  was  exhausted.     In  reckless 
despair  she  let  the  truth  escape  her  at  last. 

"  When  do  I  ever  think  of  anything  else !  I  am 
a  wretch  unworthy  of  all  the  kindness  that  has  been 
shown  to  me.  I  don't  deserve  your  interest ;  I  don't 
even  deserve  your  pity.  Send  me  away — be  hard  on  me 
- — be  brutal  tc  me.  Have  some  mercy  on  a  miserable 
creature  whose  life  is  one  long  hopeless  effort  to  forget 
you  !"  Her  voice,  her  look,  maddened  him.  He  drew 
her  to  his  bosom ;  he  held  her  in  his  arms ;  she  struggled 
vainly  to  get  away  from  him.  "  Oh,"  she  murmured, 
"how  cruel  you  are!  Eemember,  my  dear  one,  re- 
member how  young  I  am,  how  weak  I  am.  Oh, 
Herbert,  I'm  dying — dying — dying  !"  Her  voice  grew 
fainter  and  fainter ;  her  head  sank  on  his  breast.  He 
lifted  her  face  to  him  with  whispered  words  of  love.  He 
kissed  her  again  and  again. 

The  curtains  over  the  library  entrance  moved  noise- 
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lessly  when  they  were  parted.  The  footsteps  of  Cathe- 
rine Linley  were  inaudible  as  she  passed  through,  and 
entered  the  room. 

She  stood  still  for  a  moment  in  silent  horror. 

Not  a  sound  warned  them  when  she  advanced.  After 
hesitating  for  a  moment,  she  raised  her  hand  towards 
her  husband,  as  if  to  tell  him  of  her  presence  by  a  touch ; 
drew  it  back,  suddenly  recoiling  from  her  own  first  in- 
tention ;  and  touched  Sydney  instead. 

Then,  and  then  only,  they  knew  what  had  happened. 

Face  to  face,  those  three  persons — with  every  tie  that 
had  once  united  them  snapped  asunder  in  an  instant — 
looked  at  each  other.  The  man  owed  a  duty  to  the  lost 
creature  whose  weakness  had  appealed  to  his  mercy  in 
vain.     The  man  broke  the  silence. 

"  Catherine " 

With  immeasurable  contempt  looking  brightly  out  of 
her  steady  eyes,  his  wife  stopped  him. 

"Not  a  word!" 

He  refused  to  be  silent.  "  It  is  I,"  he  said;  "  I  only 
who  am  to  blame." 

"  Spare  yourself  the  trouble  of  making  excuses,"  she 
answered;  "they  are  needless.  Herbert  Linley,  the 
woman  who  was  once  your  wife  despises  you." 

Her  eyes  turned  from  him,  and  rested  on  Sydney 
Westerfield. 

"  I  have  a  last  word  to  say  to  you.  Look  at  me,  if  you 
can.    Listen  to  me,  if  you  can." 

Sydney  lifted  her  head.  She  looked  vacantly  at  the 
outraged  woman  before  her,  as  if  she  saw  a  woman  in 
a  dream. 

AVith  the  same  terrible  self-possession  which  she  had 
preserved  from  the  first — standing  between  her  husband 
and  her  governess — Mrs.  Linley  spoke. 

"  Miss  Westerfield,  you  have  saved  my  child's  life." 
She  paused — her  eyes  still  resting  on  the  girl's  face. 
Deadly  pale,  she  pointed  to  her  husband,  and  said  to 
Sydney:  "Take  him  !" 

She  passed  out  of  the  room — and  left  them  together. 
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THIRD  BOOK. 
CHAPTEE  XXII. 

KETBOSPECT. 

The  autumn  holiday-time  had  come  to  an  end ;    and  the 
tourists  had  left  Scotland  to  the  Scots. 

In  the  dull  season,  a  solitary  traveller  from  the  North 
arrived  at  the  nearest  post-town  to  Mount  Morven. 
A  sketch-book  and  a  colour-box  formed  part  of  his 
luggage,  and  declared  him  to  be  an  artist.  Falling  into 
talk  over  his  dinner  with  the  waiter  at  the  hotel,  he 
made  inquiries  about  a  picturesque  house  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, which  showed  that  Mount  Morven  was  well 
known  to  him  by  reputation.  When  he  proposed  paying 
a  visit  to  the  old  border  fortress  the  next  day,  the  waiter 
eaid  :  "You  can't  see  the  house."  When  the  traveller 
asked  Why,  this  man  of  few  words  merely  added : 
"  Shut  up." 

The  landlord  made  his  appearance  with  a  bottle  of 
wine,  and  proved  to  be  a  more  communicative  person  in 
his  relations  with  strangers.  Presented  in  an  abridged 
form,  and  in  the  English  language,  these  (as  he  related 
them)  were  the  circumstances  under  which  Mount 
Morven  had  been  closed  to  the  public. 

A  complete  dispersion  of  the  family  had  taken  place 
not  long  since.  Eor  miles  round  everybody  was  sorry 
for  it.  Eich  and  poor  alike  felt  the  same  sympathy 
with  the  good  lady  of  the  house.  She  had  been  most 
shamefully  treated  by  her  husband,  and  by  a  good-for- 
nothing  girl  employed  as  governess.  To  put  it  plainly, 
the  two  had  run  away  together ;  one  report  said  they 
had  gone  abroad,  and  another  declared  that  they  were 
living  in  London.  Mr.  Linley's  conduct  was  perfectly 
incomprehensible.  He  had  always  borne  the  highest 
character — a  good  landlord,  a  kind  father,  a  devoted 
husband.  And  yet,  after  more  than  eight  years  of 
exemplary  married  life,  he  had  disgraced  himself.  The 
minister  of  the  parish,  preaching  on  the  subject,  had 
attributed  this  extraordinary  outbreak  of  vice,  on  the 
part  of  an  otherwise  virtuous  man,  to  a  possession  of  the 
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devil.  Assuming  "  the  devil,"  in  this  case,  to  be  only 
a  discreet  and  clerical  way  of  alluding  from  the  pulpit  to 
a  woman,  the  landlord  was  inclined  to  agree  with  the 
minister.  After  what  had  happened,  it  was,  of  course, 
impossible  that  Mrs.  Linley  could  remain  in  her  hus- 
band's house.  She  and  her  little  girl,  and  her  mother, 
were  supposed  to  be  living  in  retirement.  They  kept  the 
place  of  their  retreat  a  secret  from  everybody  but  Mrs. 
Linley's  legal  adviser,  who  was  instructed  to  forward 
letters.  But  one  other  member  of  the  family  remained 
to  be  accounted  for.  This  was  Mr.  Linley's  younger 
brother,  known  at  present  to  be  travelling  on  the 
Continent.  Two  trustworthy  old  servants  had  been  left 
in  charge  at  Mount  Morven — and  there  was  the  whole 
story ;  and  that  was  why  the  house  was  shut  up. 

CHAPTEE   XXIII. 

SEPABATION. 

In  a  cottage  on  the  banks  of  one  of  the  Cumberland 
Lakes,  two  ladies  were  seated  at  the  breakfast-table. 
The  window  of  the  room  opened  on  a  garden  which 
extended  to  the  water's  edge,  and  on  a  boat-house  and 
wooden  pier  beyond.  On  the  pier  a  little  girl  was  fishing, 
under  the  care  of  her  maid.  After  a  prevalence  of  rainy 
weather,  the  sun  was  warm  this  morning  for  the  time  of 
year ;  and  the  broad  sheet  of  water  alternately  darkened 
and  brightened  as  the  moving  masses  of  cloud  now 
gathered  and  now  parted  over  the  blue  beauty  of  the 
sky. 

The  ladies  had  finished  their  breakfast ;  the  elder  of 
the  two — that  is  to  say  Mrs.  Presty — took  up  her  knit- 
ting, and  eyed  her  silent  daughter  with  an  expression  of 
impatient  surprise. 

"  Another  bad  night,  Catherine  ?" 

The  personal  attractions  that  distinguished  Mrs.  Linley 
were  not  derived  from  the  short-lived  beauty  which 
depends  on  youth  and  health.  Pale  as  she  was,  her  face 
preserved  its  fine  outline ;  her  features  had  not  lost  their 
grace  and  symmetry  of  form.  Presenting  the  appearance 
of  a  woman  who  had  suffered  acutely,  she  would  have 
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been  more  than  ever  (in  trie  eyes  of  some  men)  a  woman 
to  be  admired  and  loved. 

"  I  seldom  sleep  well,  now,"  she  answered  pa- 
tiently. 

"  You  don't  give  yourself  a  chance,"  Mrs.  Presty 
remonstrated.  "  Here's  a  fine  morning — come  out  for 
a  sail  on  the  lake.  To-morrow  there's  a  concert  in  the 
town — let's  take  tickets.  There's  a  want  of  what  I  call 
elastic  power  in  your  mind,  Catherine — the  very  quality 
for  which  your  father  was  so  remarkable ;  the  very 
quality  which  Mr.  Presty  used  to  say  made  him  envy 
Mr.  Norman.  Look  at  your  dress  !  Where's  the 
common-sense,  at  your  age,  of  wearing  nothing  but 
black  ?  Nobody's  dead  who  belongs  to  us,  and  yet  you 
do  your  best  to  look  as  if  you  were  in  mourning." 

"  I  have  no.  heart,  Mamma,  to  wear  colours." 

Mrs.  Presty  considered  this  reply  to  be  unworthy  of 
notice.  She  went  on  with  her  knitting,  and  only  laid  it 
down  when  the  servant  brought  in  the  letters  which  had 
arrived  by  the  morning's  post.  They  were  but  two  in 
number — and  both  were  for  Mrs.  Linley.  In  the  ab- 
sence of  any  correspondence  of  her  own,  Mrs.  Presty 
took  possession  of  her  daughter's  letters. 

"  One  addressed  in  the  lawyer's  handwriting,"  she 
announced;  "and  one  from  Eandal.  Which  shall  I 
open  for  you  first?" 

"  Eandal's  letter,  if  you  please." 

Mrs.  Presty  handed  it  across  the  table.  "  Any  news 
is  a  relief  from  the  dulness  of  this  place,"  she  said.  "  If 
there  are  no  secrets,  Catherine,  read  it  out." 

There  were  no  secrets  on  the  first  page. 

Eandal  announced  his  arrival  in  London  from  the 
Continent,  and  his  intention  of  staying  there  for  a  while. 
He  had  met  with  a  friend  (formerly  an  officer  holding 
high  rank  in  the  Navy)  whom  he  was  glad  to  see  again — 
a  rich  man  who  used  his  wealth  admirably  in  the  interest 
of  his  poor  and  helpless  fellow-creatures.  A  "  Home," 
established  on  a  new  plan,  was  just  now  engaging  all  his 
attention :  he  was  devoting  himself  so  unremittingly  to 
the  founding  of  this  institution  that  his  doctor  predicted 
injury  to  his  health  at  no  distant  date.  If  it  was  possible 
to  persuade  him  to  take  a  holiday,  Eandal  might  return 
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to  the  Continent  as  the  travelling-companion  of  his 
friend. 

' '  This  must  be  the  man  whom  he  first  met  at  the 
club,"  Mrs.  Presty  remarked.  "  Well,  Catherine,  I 
suppose  there  is  some  more  of  it.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Bad  news  ?" 

"  Something  that  I  wish  Eandal  had  not  written. 
Bead  it  yourself — and  don't  talk  of  it  afterwards." 

Mrs.  Presty  read : 

"  I  know  nothing  whatever  of  my  unfortunate  brother. 
If  you  think  this  a  too-indulgent  way  of  alluding  to  a 
man  who  has  so  shamefully  wronged  you,  let  my  con- 
viction that  he  is  already  beginning  to  suffer  the  penalty 
of  his  crime  plead  my  excuse.  Herbert's  nature  is,  in 
some  respects,  better  known  to  me  than  it  is  to  you.  I 
am  persuaded  that  your  hold  on  his  respect  and  his 
devotion  is  shaken — not  lost.  He  has  been  misled  by 
one  of  those  passing  fancies,  disastrous  and  even 
criminal  in  their  results,  to  which  men  are  liable  when 
they  are  led  by  no  better  influence  than  the  influence  of 
their  senses.  It  is  not,  and  never  will  be,  in  the  nature 
of  women  to  understand  this.  I  fear  I  may  offend 
you  in  what  I  am  now  writing  ;  but  I  must  speak  what  I 
believe  to  be  the  truth,  at  any  sacrifice.  Bitter  repent- 
ance (if  he  is  not  already  feeling  it)  is  in  store  for 
Herbert,  when  he  finds  himself  tied  to  a  person  who 
cannot  bear  comparison  with  you.  I  say  this,  pitying 
the  poor  girl  most  sincerely,  when  I  think  of  her  youth 
and  her  wretched  past  life.  How  it  will  end  I  cannot 
presume  to  say.  I  can  only  acknowledge  that  I  do  not 
look  to  the  future  with  the  absolute  despair  which  you 
naturally  felt  when  I  last  saw  you." 

Mrs.  Presty  laid  the  letter  down,  privately  resolving 
to  write  to  Eandal,  and  tell  him  to  keep  his  convictions 
for  the  future  to  himself.  A  glance  at  her  daughter's 
face  warned  her,  if  she  said  anything,  to  choose  a  new 
subject. 

The  second  letter  still  remained  unnoticed.  "  Shall 
we  see  what  the  lawyer  says  ?"  she  suggested — and 
opened  the  envelope.  The  lawyer  had  nothing  to  say. 
He  simply  enclosed  a  letter  received  at  his  office. 

Mrs.  Presty  had  long  passed  the  age  at  which  emotion 
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expresses  itself  outwardly  by  a  change  of  colour.  She 
turned  pale,  nevertheless,  when  she  looked  at  the  second 
letter. 

The  address  was  in  Herbert  Linley's  handwriting. 

CHAPTEE  XXIV. 

HOSTILITY. 

When  she  was  not  eating  her  meals  or  asleep  in  her  bed, 
absolute  silence  on  Mrs.  Presty'spart  was  a  circumstance 
without  precedent  in  the  experience  of  her  daughter. 
Mrs.  Presty  was  absolutely  silent  now.  Mrs.  Linley 
looked  up. 

She  at  once  perceived  the  change  in  her  mother's  face, 
and  asked  what  it  meant.  "  Mamma,  you  look  as  if 
something  had  frightened  you.  Is  it  anything  in  that 
letter?"  She  bent  over  the  table,  and  looked  a  little 
closer  at  the  letter.  Mrs.  Presty  had  turned  it  so  that 
the  address  was  underneath  ;  and  the  closed  envelope 
was  visible  still  intact.  "Why  don't  you  open  it?" 
Mrs.  Linley  asked. 

Mrs.  Presty  made  a  strange  reply.  "  I  am  thinking 
of  throwing  it  into  the  fire." 

"My  letter?" 

"Yes;  your  letter." 

"  Let  me  look  at  it  first." 

"  You  had  better  not  look  at  it,  Catherine." 

Naturally  enough,  Mrs.  Linley  remonstrated.  "  Surely 
I  ought  to  read  a  letter  forwarded  by  my  lawyer.  Why 
are  you  hiding  the  address  from  me  ?  Is  it  from  some 
person  whose  handwriting  we  both  know?"  She  looked 
again  at  her  silent  mother — reflected — and  guessed  the 
truth.  "  Give  it  to  me  directly,"  she  said ;  "  my 
husband  has  written  to  me." 

Mrs.  Presty's  heavy  ej^ebrows  gathered  into  a  frown. 
"  Is  it  possible,"  she  asked  sternly,  "  that  you  are  still 
fond  enough  of  that  man  to  care  about  what  he  writes  to 
you  ?"  Mrs.  Linley  held  out  her  hand  for  the  letter. 
Her  wise  mother  found  it  desirable  to  try  persuasion 
next.  "  If  you  really  won't  give  way,  my  dear,  humour 
me  for  once.     Will  you  let  me  read  it  to  you  ?" 
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"  Yes — if  you  promise  to  read  every  word  of  it." 

Mrs.  Presty  promised  (with  a  mental  reservation),  and 
opened  the  letter. 

At  the  two  first  words,  she  stopped  and  began  to  clean 
her  spectacles.  Had  her  own  eyes  deceived  her  ?  Or 
had  Herbert  Linley  actually  addressed  her  daughter — 
after  having  been  guilty  of  the  cruellest  wrong  that  a 
husband  can  inflict  on  a  wife — as  "  Dear  Catherine"  ? 
Yes  :  there  were  the  words,  when  she  put  her  spectacles 
on  again.  Was  he  in  his  right  senses  ?  or  had  he 
written  in  a  state  of  intoxication  ? 

Mrs.  Linley  waited,  with  a  preoccupied  mind  :  she 
showed  no  signs  of  impatience  or  surprise.  As  it 
presently  appeared,  she  was  not  thinking  of  the  letter 
addressed  to  her  by  Herbert,  but  of  the  letter  written  by 
Eandal.  "  I  want  to  look  at  it  again."  With  that  brief 
explanation  she  turned  at  once  to  the  closing  lines  which 
had  offended  her  when  she  first  read  them . 

Mrs.  Presty  hazarded  a  guess  at  what  was  going  on  in 
her  daughter's  mind.  "  Now  your  husband  has  written 
to  you,"  she  said,  "  are  you  beginning  to  think  that 
Eandal's  opinion  may  be  worth  considering  again?" 
With  her  eyes  still  on  Eandal's  letter,  Mrs.  Linley 
merely  answered:  "Why  don't  you  begin?"  Mrs. 
Presty  began  as  follows,  leaving  out  the  familiarity  of  her 
son-in-law's  address  to  his  wife. 

"  I  hope  and  trust  you  will  forgive  me  for  venturing  to 
write  to  you,  in  consideration  of  the  subject  of  my 
letter.  I  have  something  to  say  concerning  our  child. 
Although  I  have  deserved  the  worst  you  can  think  of 
me,  I  believe  you  will  not  deny  that  even  your  love  for 
our  little  Kitty  (while  we  were  living  together)  was  not 
a  truer  love  than  mine.  Bad  as  I  am,  my  heart  has 
that  tender  place  left  in  it  still.  I  cannot  endure  separa- 
tion from  my  child." 

Mrs.  Linley  rose  to  her  feet.  The  first  vague  anticipa- 
tions of  future  atonement  and  reconciliation,  suggested 
by  her  brother-in-law,  no  longer  existed  in  her  mind : 
she  foresaw  but  too  plainly  what  was  to  come.  "  Eead 
faster,"  she  said,  "  or  let  me  read  it  for  myself." 

Mrs.  Presty  went  on  :  "  There  is  no  wish,  on  my  part, 
to  pain  you  by  any  needless  allusion  to  my  claims  as  a 
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father.  My  one  desire  is  to  enter  into  an  arrangement 
which  shall  be  as  just  towards  you,  as  it  is  towards 
me.  I  propose  that  Kitty  shall  live  with  her  father  one 
half  of  the  year,  and  shall  return  to  her  mother's  care 
for  the  other  half.  If  there  is  any  valid  objection  to  this, 
I  confess  I  fail  to  see  it." 

Mrs.  Linley  could  remain  silent  no  longer. 

"  Does  he  see  no  difference,"  she  broke  out,  "  between 
his  position  and  mine?  What  consolation — in  God's 
name,  what  consolation  is  left  to  me  for  the  rest  of  my 
life  but  my  child  ?  And  he  threatens  to  separate  us  for 
six  months  in  every  year !  And  he  takes  credit  to 
himself  for  an  act  of  exalted  justice  on  his  part !  Is 
there  no  such  feeling  as  shame  in  the  hearts  of  men  ?" 

Under  ordinary  circumstances,  her  mother  would  have 
tried  to  calm  her.  But  Mrs.  Presty  had  turned  to  the 
next  page  of  the  letter,  at  the  moment  when  her 
daughter  spoke. 

What  she  found  written,  on  that  other  side,  produced 
a  startling  effect  on  her.  She  crumpled  the  letter  up  in 
her  hand,  and  threw  it  into  the  fireplace.  It  fell  under 
the  grate,  instead  of  into  the  grate.  With  amazing 
activity  for  a  woman  of  her  age,  she  ran  across  the  room 
to  burn  it.  Younger  and  quicker,  Mrs.  Linley  got  to  the 
fireplace  first,  and  seized  the  letter.  "  There  is  some- 
thing more  !"  she  exclaimed.  "  And  you  are  afraid  of 
my  knowing  what  it  is." 

"  Don't  read  it !"  Mrs.  Presty  called  out. 

There  was  but  one  sentence  left  to  read :  "If  your 
maternal  anxiety  suggests  any  misgiving,  let  me  add  that 
a  woman's  loving  care  will  watch  over  our  little  girl 
while  she  is  under  my  roof.  You  will  remember  how 
fond  Miss  Westerfield  was  of  Kitty,  and  you  will  believe 
me  when  I  tell  you  that  she  is  as  truly  devoted  to  the 
child  as  ever." 

"  I  tried  to  prevent  you  from  reading  it,"  said  Mrs. 
Presty 

Mrs.  Linley  looked  at  her  mother  with  a  strange  un- 
natural smile. 

"  I  wouldn't  have  missed  this  for  anything  !"  she  said. 
"  The  cruellest  of  all  separations  is  proposed  to  me — and 
I  am  expected  to  submit  to  it,  because  my  husband's 


HOSTILITY.  141 

mistress  is  fond  of  my  child  !"  She  threw  the  letter 
from  her  with  a  frantic  gesture  of  contempt,  and  burst 
into  a  fit  of  hysterical  laughter. 

The  oldmother's  instinct — not  the  old  mother's  reason — 
told  her  what  to  do.  She  drew  her  daughter  to  the  open 
window,  and  called  to  Kitty  to  come  in.  The  child  (still 
amusing  herself  by  fishing  in  the  lake)  laid  down  her  rod. 
Mrs.  Linley  saw  her  running  lightly  along  the  little  pier,  on 
her  way  to  the  house.  That  influence  effected  what  no 
other  influence  could  have  achieved.  The  outraged  wife 
controlled  herself,  for  the  sake  of  her  child.  Mrs.  Presty 
led  her  out  to  meet  Kitty  in  the  garden  ;  waited  until  she 
saw  them  together  ;  and  returned  to  the  breakfast-room. 
Herbert  Linley's  letter  lay  on  the  floor  ;  his  discreet 
mother-in-law  picked  it  up.  It  could  do  no  more  harm 
now,  and  there  might  be  reasons  for  keeping  the 
husband's  proposal.  "  Unless  I  am  very  much  mis- 
taken," Mrs.  Presty  concluded,  "we  shall  hear  more 
from  the  lawyer  before  long."  She  locked  up  the  letter, 
and  wondered  what  her  daughter  would  do  next. 

In  half  an  hour  Mrs.  Linley  returned— pale,  silent, 
self-contained. 

She  seated  herself  at  her  desk;  wrote  literally  one 
line ;  signed  it  without  an  instant's  hesitation,  and  folded 
the  paper.  Before  it  was  secured  in  the  envelope,  Mrs. 
Presty  interfered  with  a  characteristic  request.  "  You 
are  writing  to  Mr.  Linley,  of  course,"  she  said.  "  May 
I  see  it?" 

Mrs.  Linley  handed  the  letter  to  her.  The  one  line  of 
writing  contained  these  words  :  "I  refuse  positively  to 
part  with  my  child. — Catherine  Linley." 

"  Have  you  considered  what  is  likely  to  happen,  when 
he  gets  this  ?"  Mrs.  Presty  inquired. 

"  No,  Mamma." 

"  Will  you  consult  Randal  ?" 

"I  would  rather  not  consult  him." 

"  Will  you  let  me  consult  him  for  you?" 

"  Thank  you — no." 

"Why  not?" 

"  After  what  Eandal  has  written  to  me,  I  don't  attach 
any  value  to  his  opinion."  With  that  reply  she  sent  her 
letter  to  the  post,  and  went  back  again  to  Kittv. 
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After  this,  Mrs.  Presty  resolved  to  wait  the  arrival  of 
Herbert  Linley's  answer,  and  to  let  events  take  their 
course.  The  view  from  the  window  (as  she  passed  it, 
walking  tip  and  down  the  room)  offered  her  little  help  in 
forecasting  the  future.  Kitty  had  returned  to  her  fishing  ; 
and  Kitty's  mother  was  walking  slowly  up  and  down  the 
pier,  deep  in  thought.  Was  she  thinking  of  what  might 
happen,  and  summoning  the  resolution  which  so  seldom 
showed  itself  on  ordinary  occasions  ? 

CHAPTEE  XXV. 

CONSULTATION. 

No  second  letter  arrived.  But  a  telegram  was  received 
from  the  lawyer  towards  the  end  of  the  week. 

"  Expect  me  to-morrow  on  business  which  requires 
personal  consultation." 

That  was  the  message.  In  taking  the  long  journey  to 
Cumberland,  Mrs.  Linley's  legal  adviser  sacrificed  two 
days  of  his  precious  time  in  London.  Something  serious 
must  assuredly  have  happened. 

In  the  meantime,  who  was  the  lawyer  ? 

He  was  Mr.  Sarrazin,  of  Lincoln's-Inn-Eields. 

Was  he  an  Englishman  or  a  Frenchman  ? 

He  was  a  curious  mixture  of  both.  His  ancestors  had 
been  among  the  persecuted  French  people  who  found 
a  refuge  in  England,  when  the  priest-ridden  tyrant, 
Louis  the  Fourteenth,  revoked  the  Edict  of  Nantes. 
A  British  subject  by  birth,  and  a  thoroughly  competent 
and  trustworthy  man,  Mr.  Sarrazin  laboured  under  one 
inveterate  delusion ;  he  firmly  believed  that  his  original 
French  nature  had  been  completely  eradicated,  under  the 
influence  of  our  insular  climate  and  our  insular  customs. 
No  matter  how  often  the  strain  of  the  lively  French  blood 
might  assert  itself,  at  inconvenient  times  and  under  re- 
grettable circumstances,  he  never  recognised  this  foreign 
side  of  his  character.  His  excellent  spirits,  his  quick 
sympathies,  his  bright  mutability  of  mind — all  those 
qualities,  in  short,  which  were  most  mischievously  ready 
to  raise  distrust  in  the  mind  of  English  clients,  before 
their  sentiment  changed  for  the  better  under  the  light  of 
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later  experience — were  attributed  by  Mr.  Sarrazin  to  the 
exhilarating  influence  of  his  happy  domestic  circum- 
stances and  his  successful  professional  career.  His 
essentially  English  wife ;  his  essentially  English  chil- 
dren ;  his  whiskers,  his  politics,  his  umbrella,  his  pew  at 
church,  his  plum-pudding,  his  Times  newspaper,  all 
answered  for  him  (he  was  accustomed  to  say)  as  an 
inbred  member  of  the  glorious  nation  that  rejoices  in 
hunting  the  fox,  and  believes  in  innumerable  pills. 

This  excellent  man  arrived  at  the  cottage,  desperately 
fatigued  after  his  long  journey,  but  in  perfect  possession 
of  his  incomparable  temper,  nevertheless. 

He  afforded  a  proof  of  this  happy  state  of  mind,  on 
sitting  down  to  his  supper.  An  epicure,  if  ever  there 
was  one  yet,  he  found  the  solid  part  of  the  refreshments 
offered  to  him  to  consist  of  a  chop.  The  old  French 
blood  curdled  at  the  sight  of  it — but  the  true-born 
Englishman  heroically  devoted  himself  to  the  national 
meal.  At  the  same  time  the  French  vivacity  discovered 
a  kindred  soul  in  Kitty ;  Mr.  Sarrazin  became  her 
intimate  friend  in  five  minutes.  He  listened  to  her  and 
talked  to  her,  as  if  the  child  had  been  his  client,  and 
fishing  from  the  pier  the  business  which  had  brought 
him  from  London.  To  Mrs.  Presty's  disgust,  he  turned 
up  a  corner  of  the  table-cloth,  when  he  had  finished  his 
chop,  and  began  to  conjure  so  deftly  with  the  spoons 
and  forks  that  poor  little  Kitty  (often  dull,  now,  under 
the  changed  domestic  circumstances  of  her  life)  clapped 
her  hands  with  pleasure,  and  became  the  joyous  child  of 
the  happy  old  times  once  more.  Mrs.  Linley,  flattered 
in  her  maternal  love  and  her  maternal  pride,  never 
thought  of  recalling  this  extraordinary  lawyer  to  the 
business  that  was  waiting  to  be  discussed.  But  Mrs. 
Presty  looked  at  the  clock,  and  discovered  that  her 
grandchild  ought  to  have  been  in  bed  half-an-hour  ago. 

"  Time  to  say  good-night,"  the  grandmother  suggested. 

The  grandchild  failed  to  see  the  subject  of  bed  in  the 
same  light.     "Oh,  not  yet,"  she  pleaded;  "I  want  to 

speak  to   Mr. "     Having    only  heard    the   visitor's 

name  once,  and  not  finding  her  memory  in  good  working 
order  after  the  conjuring,  Kitty  hesitated.  "  Isn't  your 
name  something  like  Saracen?"  she  asked. 
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"  Very  like !"  cried  the  genial  lawyer.  "  Try  my 
other  name,  my  clear.  I'm  Samuel  as  well  as  Sar- 
razin." 

"  Ah,  that'll  do,"  said  Kitty.  "  Grandmamma,  before 
I  go  to  bed,  I've  something  to  ask  Samuel." 

Grandmamma  persisted  in  deferring  the  question  until 
the  next  morning.  Samuel  administered  consolation 
before  he  said  good-night.  "  I'll  get  up  early,"  he 
whispered,  "  and  we'll  go  on  the  pier  before  breakfast 
and  fish." 

Kitty  expressed  her  gratitude  in  her  own  outspoken 
way  "  Oh,  dear,  how  nice  it  would  be,  Samuel,  if  you 
lived  with  us  !"  Mrs.  Linley  laughed  for  the  first  time, 
poor  soul,  since  the  catastrophe  which  had  broken  up 
her  home.  Mrs.  Presty  set  a  proper  example.  She 
moved  her  chair  so  that  she  faced  the  lawyer,  and  said : 
"  Now,  Mr.  Sarrazin  !" 

He  acknowledged  that  he  understood  what  this  meant, 
by  a  very  unprofessional  choice  of  words.  "  We  are  in 
a  mess,"  he  began,  "  and  the  sooner  we  are  out  of  it  the 
better." 

"  Only  let  me  keep  Kitty,"  Mrs.  Linley  declared, 
"  and  I'll  do  whatever  you  think  right." 

"  Stick  to  that,  dear  Madam,  when  you  have  heard 
what  I  have  to  tell  you — and  I  shall  not  have  taken  my 
journey  in  vain.  In  the  first  place,  may  I  look  at  the 
letter  which  I  had  the  honour  of  forwarding  some  days 
since?" 

Mrs.  Presty  gave  him  Herbert  Linley's  letter.  He 
read  it  with  the  closest  attention,  and  tapped  the  breast- 
pocket of  his  coat  when  he  had  done. 

"  If  I  didn't  know  what  I  have  got  here,"  he  remarked, 
"  I  should  have  said  :  Another  person  dictated  this  letter, 
and  the  name  of  the  person  is  Miss  Westerfield." 

"  Just  my  idea !'  Mrs.  Presty  exclaimed.  "  There 
can't  be  a  doubt  of  it." 

"  Oh,  but  there  is  very  great  doubt  of  it,  Ma'am  ;  and 
you  will  say  so  too  when  you  know  what  your  severe 
son-in-law  threatens  to  do."  He  turned  to  Mrs.  Linley. 
"  After  having  seen  that  pretty  little  friend  of  mine  who 
has  just  gone  to  bed  (how  much  nicer  it  would  be  for  all 
of  us  if  we  could  go  to  bed  too  !),  I  think  I  know  how 
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you  answered,  your  husband's  letter.  But  I  ought 
perhaps  to  see  how  you  have  expressed  yourself.  Have 
you  got  a  copy?" 

"  It  was  too  short,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  to  make  a  copy 
necessary." 

"  Do  you  mean  you  can  remember  it  ?" 

"  I  can  repeat  it  word  for  word.  This  was  my  reply  : 
I  refuse,  positively,  to  part  with  my  child." 

"  No  more  than  that  ?" 

"  No  more." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  looked  at  his  client  with  undisguised 
admiration.  "  The  only  time  in  all  my  long  experience," 
he  said,  "  in  which  I  have  found  a  lady's  letter  capable 
of  expressing  itself  strongly  in  few  words.  What  a 
lawyer  you  will  make,  Mrs.  Linley,  when  the  rights  of 
women  invade  my  profession  !" 

He  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and  produced  a  letter 
addressed  to  himself. 

Watching  him  anxiously,  the  ladies  saw  his  bright  face 
become  overclouded  with  anxiety.  "  I  am  the  wretched 
bearer  of  bad  news,"  he  resumed,  "  and  if  I  fidget  in  my 
chair,  that  is  the  reason  for  it.  Let  us  get  to  the  point — 
and  let  us  get  off  it  again  as  soon  as  possible.  Here  is 
a  letter,  written  to  me  by  Mr.  Linley's  lawyer.  If  you 
will  take  my  advice  you  will  let  me  say  what  the  sub- 
stance of  it  is,  and  then  put  it  back  in  my  pocket.  I 
doubt  if  a  woman  has  influenced  these  cruel  instructions, 
Mrs.  Presty ;  and,  therefore,  I  doubt  if  a  woman  in- 
fluenced the  letter  which  has  led  the  way  to  them.  Did 
I  not  say  just  now  that  I  was  coming  to  the  point  ?  and 
here  I  am  wandering  farther  and  farther  away  from  it. 
A  lawyer  is  human;  there  is  the  only  excuse.  Now, 
Mrs.  Linley,  in  two  words  ;  your  husband  is  determined 
to  have  little  Miss  Kitty ;  and  the  law,  when  he  applies 
to  it,  is  his  obedient  humble  servant." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  the  law  takes  my  child  away 
from  me  ?" 

"  I  am  ashamed,  Madam,  to  think  that  I  live  by  the 
law ;  but  that,  I  must  own,  is  exactly  what  it  is  capable 
of  doing  in  the  present  case.  Compose  yourself,  I  beg 
and  pray.  A  time  will  come  when  women  will  remind 
men  that  the  mother  bears  the  child  and  feeds  the  child, 
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and  w'11  insist  that  the  mother's  right  is  the  best  right  of 
the  two.     In  the  meanwhile " 

"  In  the  meanwhile,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  I  won't  submit  to 
the  law." 

"  Quite  right,  Catherine  !"  cried  Mrs.  Presty.  "  Ex- 
actly what  I  should  do,  in  your  place." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  listened  patiently.  "  I  am  all  attention, 
good  ladies,"  he  said  with  the  gentlest  resignation.  "  Let 
me  hear  how  you  mean  to  do  it." 

Tha  good  ladies  looked  at  each  other.  They  dis- 
covered that  it  is  one  thing  to  set  an  abuse  at  defiance  in 
words,  and  another  thing  to  apply  the  remedy  in  deeds. 
The  kind-hearted  lawyer  helped  them  with  a  suggestion. 
"  Perhaps  you  think  of  making  your  escape  with  the 
child,  and  taking  refuge  abroad  ?" 

Mrs.  Linley  eagerly  accepted  the  hint.  "  The  first 
train  to-morrow  morning  starts  at  half-past  seven,"  she 
said.  "We  might  catch  some  foreign  steamer  that  sails 
from  the  east  coast  of  Scotland." 

Mrs.  Presty,  keeping  a  wary  eye  on  Mr.  Sarrazin,  was 
not  quite  so  ready  as  her  daughter  in  rushing  at  con- 
clusions. "  I  am  afraid,"  she  acknowledged,  "  our 
worthy  friend  sees  some  objection.     What  is  it  ?" 

"  I  don't  presume  to  offer  a  positive  opinion,  Ma'am  ; 
but  I  think  Mr.  Linley  and  his  lawyer  have  their 
suspicions.  Plainly  speaking,  I  am  afraid  spies  are  set 
to  watch  us  already." 

"  Impossible  !" 

"You  shall  hear.  I  travel  second-class;  one  saves 
money,  and  one  finds  people  to  talk  to — and  at  what 
sacrifice  ?  Only  a  hard  cushion  to  sit  on  !  In  the  same 
carriage  with  me  there  was  a  very  conversable  person — 
a  smart  young  man  with  flaming  red  hair.  When  we 
took  the  omnibus  at  your  station  here,  all  the  passengers 
got  out  in  the  town  except  two.  I  was  one  exception, 
and  the  smart  young  man  was  the  other.  When  I 
stopped  at  your  gate,  the  omnibus  went  on  a  few  yards, 
and  set  down  my  fellow-traveller  at  the  village  inn.  My 
profession  makes  me  sly.  I  waited  a  little  before  I  rang 
your  bell ;  and,  when  I  could  do  it  without  being  seen,  I 
crossed  the  road,  and  had  a  look  at  the  inn.  There  is 
a  moon  to-night ;  I  was  very  careful.     The  young  man 
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didn't  see  me.  But  I  saw  a  head  of  naming  hair,  and 
a  pair  of  amiable  blue  eyes,  over  the  blind  of  a  window ; 
and  it  happened  to  be  that  one  window  of  the  inn  which 
commands  a  full  view  of  your  gate.  Mere  suspicion, 
you  will  say  !  I  can't  deny  it,  and  yet  I  have  my 
reasons  for  suspecting.  Before  I  left  London,  one  of  my 
clerks  followed  me  in  a  great  hurry  to  the  terminus,  and 
caught  me  as  I  was  opening  the  carriage  door.  '  We 
have  just  made  a  discovery,'  he  said ;  '  you  and  Mrs. 
Linley  are  to  be  reckoned  up.'  Beckoned  up  is,  if  you 
please,  detective  English  for  being  watched.  My  clerk 
might  have  repeated  a  false  report,  of  course.  And  my 
fellow-traveller  might  have  come  all  the  way  from 
London  to  look  out  of  the  window  of  an  inn,  in  a  Cum- 
berland village.     What  do  you  think  yourselves  ?" 

It  seemed  to  be  easier  to  dispute  the  law  than  to 
dispute  Mr.  Sarrazin's  conclusions. 

"  Suppose  I  choose  to  travel  abroad,  and  to  take  my 
child  with  me,"  Mrs.  Linley  persisted,  "  who  has  any 
right  to  prevent  me  ?" 

Mr.  S..«,rrazin  reluctantly  reminded  her  that  the  father 
had  a  right.  "  No  person — not  even  the  mother — can 
take  the  child  out  of  the  father's  custody,"  he  said, 
"  except  with  the  father's  consent.  His  authority  is  the 
supreme  authority — unless  it  happens  that  the  law  has 
deprived  him  of  his  privilege,  and  has  expressly  confided 
the  child  to  the  mother's  care.  Ha !"  cried  Mr.  Sar- 
razin,  twisting  round  in  his  chair,  and  fixing  his  keen 
eyes  on  Mrs.  Presty,  "look  at  your  good  mother;  she 
sees  what  I  am  coming  to." 

"  I  see  something  more  than  you  think,"  Mrs.  Presty 
answered.  "  If  I  know  anything  of  my  daughter's  nature, 
you  will  find  yourself,  before  long,  on  delicate  ground." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Mamma  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  had  lived  in  the  past  age  when  persons 
occasionally  used  metaphor  as  an  aid  to  the  expression 
of  their  ideas.  Being  called  upon  to  explain  herself,  she 
did  it  in  metaphor,  to  her  own  entire  satisfaction. 

"  Our  learned  friend  here  reminds  me,  my  dear 
Catherine,  of  a  traveller  exploring  a  strange  town.  He 
takes  a  turning,  in  the  confident  expectation  that  it  will 
reward  him  by  leading  to  some  satisfactory  result — and 
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he  finds  himself  in  a  blind  alley,  or,  as  the  French  put  it 
(I  speak  French  fluently),  in  a  cool  de  sack.  Do  I  make 
my  meaning  clear,  Mr.  Sarrazin?" 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world,  Ma'am." 

"How  very  extraordinary!  Perhaps  I  have  been 
misled  by  my  own  vivid  imagination.  Let  me  endeavour 
to  express  myself  plainly — let  me  say  that  my  fancy 
looks  prophetically  at  what  you  are  going  to  do,  and 
sincerely  wishes  you  well  out  of  it.     Pray  go  on." 

"  And  pray  speak  more  plainly  than  my  mother  has 
spoken,"  Mrs.  Linley  added.  "As  I  understood  what 
you  said  just  now,  there  is  a  law,  after  all,  that  will 
protect  me  in  the  possession  of  my  little  girl.  I  don't 
care  what  it  costs ;  I  want  that  law." 

"  May  I  ask  first,"  Mr.  Sarrazin  stipulated,  "  whether 
you  are  positively  resolved  not  to  give  way  to  your 
husband  in  this  matter  of  Kitty  ?" 

"  Positively." 

"  One  more  question,  if  you  please,  on  a  matter  of 
fact.  I  have  heard  that  you  were  married  in  Scotland. 
Is  that  true?" 

"  Quite  true." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  exhibited  himself  once  more  in  a  highly 
unprofessional  aspect.  He  clapped  his  hands,  and  cried, 
"  Bravo !"  as  if  he  had  been  in  a  theatre. 

Mrs.  Linley  caught  the  infection  of  the  lawyer's  ex- 
citement. "  How  dull  lam!"  she  exclaimed.  "There 
is  a  thing  they  call  'incompatibility  of  temper' — and 
married  people  sign  a  paper  at  the  lawyer's,  and  promise 
never  to  trouble  each  other  again  as  long  as  they  both 
live.  And  they're  readier  to  do  it  in  Scotland  than  they 
are  in  England.     That's  what  you  mean — isn't  it  ?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin  found  it  necessary  to  reassume  his  pro- 
fessional character. 

"  No,  indeed,  Madam,"  he  said,  "  I  should  be  unworthy 
of  your  confidence  if  I  proposed  nothing  better  than  that. 
You  can  only  secure  the  sole  possession  of  little  Kitty  by 
getting  the  help  of  a  Judge " 

"  Get  it  at  once,"  Mrs.  Linley  interposed. 

"  And  you  can  only  prevail  on  the  Judge  to  listen  to 
you,"  Mr.  Sarrazin  proceeded,  "in  one  way.  Summon 
your  courage,  Madam.     Apply  for  a  divorce." 
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There  was  a  sudden  silence.  Mrs.  Linley  rose  tremb- 
ling, as  if  she  saw — not  good  Mr.  Sarrazin— but  the  devil 
himself  tempting  her.  "  Do  you  hear  that  ?"  she  said  to 
her  mother. 

Mrs.  Presty  only  bowed. 

"  Think  of  the  dreadful  exposure  !" 

Mrs.  Presty  bowed  again. 

The  lawyer  had  his  opportunity  now. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Linley,"  he  asked,  "  what  do  you  say?" 

"No — never!"  She  made  that  positive  reply;  and 
disposed  beforehand  of  everything  that  might  have  been 
urged,  in  the  way  of  remonstrance  and  persuasion,  by 
leaving  the  room.  The  two  persons  who  remained,  sitting 
opposite  to  each  other,  took  opposite  views. 

"Mr.  Sarrazin,  she  won't  do  it." 

"  Mrs.  Presty,  she  will." 

CHAPTEE  XXVI. 

DECISION. 

Punctual  to  his  fishing  appointment  with  Kitty,  Mr. 
Sarrazin  was  out  in  the  early  morning,  waiting  on  the 
pier. 

Not  a  breath  of  wind  was  stirring ;  the  lazy  mist  lay 
asleep  on  the  farther  shore  of  the  lake.  Here  and  there 
only  the  dim  tops  of  the  hills  rose  like  shadows  cast  by 
the  earth  on  the  faint  grey  of  the  sky.  Nearer  at  hand, 
the  waters  of  the  lake  showed  a  gloomy  surface ;  no  birds 
flew  over  the  colourless  calm  ;  no  passing  insects  tempted 
the  fish  to  rise.  From  time  to  time  a  last-left  leaf  on  the 
wooded  shore  dropped  noiselessly  and  died.  No  vehicles 
passed  as  yet  on  the  lonely  road ;  no  voices  were  audible 
from  the  village  ;  slow  and  straight  wreaths  of  smoke  stole 
their  way  out  of  the  chimneys,  and  lost  their  vapour  in 
the  misty  sky.  The  one  sound  that  disturbed  the  sullen 
repose  of  the  morning  was  the  tramp  of  the  lawyer's 
footsteps,  as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  pier.  He  thought 
of  London  and  its  ceaseless  traffic,  its  roaring  high-tide 
of  life  in  action — and  he  said  to  himself,  with  the  strong 
conviction  of  a  town-bred  man :  How  miserable  this  is  ! 

A  voice  from  the  garden  cheered  him,  just  as  he  reached 
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the  end  of  the  pier  for  the  fiftieth  time,  and  looked  with 
fifty -fold  intensity  of  dislike  at  the  dreary  lake. 

There  stood  Kitty  behind  the  garden-gate,  with  a  fish- 
ing-rod in  each  hand.  A  tin  bos  was  strapped  on  one 
side  of  her  little  body  and  a  basket  on  the  other.  Bur- 
dened with  these  impediments,  she  required  assistance. 
Susan  had  let  her  out  of  the  house ;  and  Samuel  must 
now  open  the  gate  for  her.  She  was  pleased  to  observe 
that  the  raw  morning  had  reddened  her  friend's  nose ; 
and  she  presented  her  own  nose  to  notice  as  exhibiting 
perfect  sympathy  in  this  respect.  Feeling  a  misplaced 
confidence  in  Mr.  Sarrazin's  knowledge  and  experience 
as  an  angler,  she  handed  the  fishing-rods  to  him.  "  My 
fingers  are  cold,"  she  said;  "you  bait  the  hooks."  He 
looked  at  his  young  friend  in  silent  perplexity ;  she 
pointed  to  the'  tin  box.  "  Plenty  of  bait  there,  Samuel ; 
we  find  maggots  do  best."  Mr.  Sarrazin  eyed  the  box 
with  undisguised  disgust ;  and  Kitty  made  an  unexpected 
discovery.  "  You  seem  to  know  nothing  about  it,"  she 
said.  And  Samuel  answered  cordially,  "  Nothing  !"  In 
five  minutes  more  he  found  himself  by  the  side  of  his 
young  friend — with  his  hook  baited,  his  line  in  the  water, 
and  strict  injunctions  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  float. 

They  began  to  fish. 

Kitty  looked  at  her  companion,  and  looked  away  again 
in  silence.  By  way  of  encouraging  her  to  talk,  the  good- 
natured  lawyer  alluded  to  what  she  had  said  when  they 
parted  overnight.  "  You  wanted  to  ask  me  something," 
he  reminded  her.     "What  is  it?" 

"Without  one  preliminary  word  of  warning  to  prepare 
him  for  the  shock,  Kitty  answered  :  "I  want  you  to  tell 
me  what  has  become  of  papa,  and  why  Syd  has  gone 
away  and  left  me.     You  know  who  Syd  is,  don't  you?" 

The  only  alternative  left  to  Mr.  Sarrazin  was  to  plead 
ignorance.  While  Kitty  was  instructing  him  on  the  sub- 
ject of  her  governess,  he  had  time  to  consider  what  he 
should  say  to  her  next.  The  result  added  one  more  to 
the  lost  opportunities  of  Mr.  Sarrazin's  life. 

"  You  see,"  the  child  gravely  continued,  "you  are  a 
clever  man ;  and  you  have  come  here  to  help  mamma.  I 
have  got  that  much  out  of  grandmamma,if  I  have  got  nothing 
else.     Don't  look  at  me ;  look  at  your  float.     My  papa 
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has  gone  away,  and  Syd  has  left  me  without  even  saying 
goodbye,  and  we  have  given  up  our  nice  old  house  in 
Scotland  and  come  to  live  here.  I  tell  you  I  don't  un- 
derstand it.  If  you  see  your  float  begin  to  tremble,  and 
then  give  a  little  dip  down  as  if  it  was  going  to  sink,  pull 
your  line  out  of  the  water ;  you  will  most  likely  find  a 
fish  at  the  end  of  it.  When  I  ask  mamma  what  all  this 
means,  she  says  there  is  a  reason,  and  I  am  not  old 
enough  to  understand  it,  and  she  looks  unhappy,  and  she 
gives  me  a  kiss,  and  it  ends  in  that  day.  You've  got  a 
bite  :  no  you  haven't ;  it's  only  a  nibble  ;  fish  are  so  sly. 
And  grandmamma  is  worse  still.  Sometimes  she  tells 
me  I'm  a  spoilt  child ;  and  sometimes  she  says  well- 
behaved  little  girls  don't  ask  questions.  That's  nonsense 
— and  I  think  it's  hard  on  me.  You  look  uncomfortable. 
Is  it  my  fault  ?  I  don't  want  to  bother  you  ;  I  only  want 
to  know  why  Syd  has  gone  away.  When  I  was  younger 
I  might  have  thought  the  fairies  had  taken  her.  Ob, 
no !  that  won't  do  any  longer ;  I'm  too  old.  Now  tell 
me." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  weakly  attempted  to  gain  time :  he  looked 
at  his  watch.  Kitty  looked  over  his  shoulder  :  "  Oh,  we 
needn't  be  in  a  hurry ;  breakfast  won't  be  ready  for  half 
an  hour  yet.     Plenty  of  time  to  talk  of  Syd ;  go  on." 

Most  unwisely  (seeing  that  he  had  to  deal  with  a  clever 
child,  and  that  child  a  girl) ,  Mr.  Sarrazin  tried  flat  denial 
as  a  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  He  said  :  "I  don't  know 
why  she  has  gone  away."  The  next  question  followed 
instantly:  "Well,  then,  what  do  you  think  about  it?" 
In  sheer  despair,  the  persecuted  friend  said  the  first  thing 
that  came  into  his  head. 

"  I  think  she  has  gone  to  be  married." 

Kitty  was  indignant. 

"  Gone  to  be  married,  and  not  tell  me  !"  she  exclaimed. 
"  What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin' s  professional  experience  of  women  and 
marriages  failed  to  supply  him  with  an  answer.  In  this 
difficulty  he  exerted  his  imagination,  and  invented  some- 
thing that  no  woman  ever  did  yet.  "  She's  waiting,"  he 
said,  "  to  see  how  her  marriage  succeeds,  before  she  tells 
anybody  about  it." 

This  sounded  probable  to  the  mind  of  a  child, 
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"  I  hope  she  hasn't  married  a  beast,"  Kitty  said,  with 
a  serious  face  and  an  ominous  shake  of  the  head.  "  When 
shall  I  hear  from  Syd?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin  tried  another  prevarication — with  better 
results  this  time.  "You  will  be  the  first  person  she 
writes  to,  of  course."  As  that  excusable  lie  passed  his 
lips,  his  float  began  to  tremble.  Here  was  a  chance  of 
changing  the  subject — "  I've  got  a  fish !"  he  cried. 

Kitty  was  immediately  interested.  She  threw  down 
her  own  rod,  and  assisted  her  ignorant  companion.  A 
wretched  little  fish  appeared  in  the  air,  wriggling.  "  It's 
a  roach,"  Kitty  pronounced.  "  It's  in  pain,"  the  merciful 
lawyer  added ;  "  give  it  to  me."  Kitty  took  it  off  the 
hook,  and  obeyed.  Mr.  Sarrazin  with  humane  gentleness 
of  handling  put  it  back  into  the  water.  "  Go,  and  God 
bless  you,"  said  this  excellent  man,  as  the  roach  disap- 
peared joyously  with  a  flick  of  its  tail.  Kitty  was  scan- 
dalised. "  That's  not  sport !"  she  said.  "  Oh,  yes,  it 
is,"  he  answered — "  sport  to  the  fish." 

They  went  on  with  their  angling.  Wliat  embarrassing 
question  would  Kitty  ask  next  ?  Would  she  want  to  be 
told  why  her  father  had  left  her  ?  No  :  the  last  image 
in  the  child's  mind  had  been  the  image  of  Sydney  Wester- 
field.     She  was  still  thinking  of  it  when  she  spoke  again. 

"I  wonder  whether  you're  right  about  Syd?"  she 
began.  "You  might  be  mistaken,  mightn't  you?  I 
sometimes  fancy  Mamma  and  Sydney  may  have  had  a 
quarrel.  Would  you  mind  asking  Mamma  if  that's 
true  ?"  the  affectionate  little  creature  said  anxiously. 
"  You  see,  I  can't  help  talking  of  Syd,  I'm  so  fond  of 
her;  and  I  do  miss  her  so  dreadfully  every  now  and 
then ;  and  I'm  afraid — oh,  dear,  dear,  I'm  afraid  I  shall 
never  see  her  again  !"  She  let  her  rod  drop  on  the  pier, 
and  put  her  little  hands  over  her  face,  and  burst  cut 
crying. 

Shocked  and  distressed,  good  Mr.  Sarrazin  kissed  her, 
and  consoled  her,  and  told  another  excusable  lie. 

"Try  to  be  comforted,  Kitty;  I'm  sure  you  will  see 
her  again." 

His  conscience  reproached  him  as  he  held  out  that 
false  hope.  It  could  never  be  !  The  one  unpardonable 
sin,  in  the  judgment  of  fallible  human  creatures  like  her- 
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self,  was  the  sin  that  Sydney  Westerfield  had  committed. 
Is  there  something  wrong  in  human  nature?  or  something 
wrong  in  human  laws  ?  All  that  is  best  and  noblest  in 
us  feels  the  influence  of  love — and  the  rules  of  society 
declare  that  an  accident  of  position  shall  decide  whether 
love  is  a  virtue  or  a  crime. 

These  thoughts  were  in  the  lawyer's  mind.  They 
troubled  and  disheartened  him  :  it  was  a  relief  rather 
than  an  interruption  when  he  felt  Kitty's  hand  on  his 
arm.  She  had  dried  her  tears,  with  a  child's  happy 
facility  in  passing  from  one  emotion  to  another,  and  was 
now  astonished  and  interested  by  a  marked  change  in 
the  weather. 

"  Look  for  the  lake  !"  she  cried.     "  You  can't  see  it." 

A  dense  white  fog  was  closing  round  them.  Its 
stealthy  advance  over  the  water  had  already  begun  to 
hide  the  boat-house  at  the  end  of  the  pier  from  view. 
The  raw  cold  of  the  atmosphere  made  the  child  shiver. 
As  Mr.  Sarrazin  took  her  hand  to  lead  her  indoors,  he 
turned  and  looked  back  at  the  faint  outline  of  the  boat- 
house,  disappearing  in  the  fog.  Kitty  wondered.  "Do 
you  see  anything  ?"  she  asked. 

He  answered  that  there  was  nothing  to  see,  in  the 
absent  tone  of  a  man  busy  with  his  own  thoughts. 
They  took  the  garden  path  which  led  to  the  cottage.  As 
they  reached  the  door  he  roused  himself,  and  looked 
round  again  in  the  direction  of  the  invisible  lake. 

"  Was  the  boat-house  of  any  use  now,"  he  inquired 
— "  was  there  a  boat  in  it,  for  instance  ?"  "  There  was  a 
capital  boat,  fit  to  go  anywhere."  "  And  a  man  to 
manage  it  ?"  "  To  be  sure  !  the  gardener  was  the  man  ; 
he  had  been  a  sailor  once ;  and  he  knew  the  lake  as  well 

as "      Kitty  stopped,   at   a  loss   for   a   comparison. 

"  As  well  as  you  know  your  multiplication-table?"  said 
Mr.  Sarrazin,  dropping  his  serious  questions  on  a  sudden. 
Kitty  shook  her  head.  "  Much  better,"  she  honestly 
acknowledgd. 

Opening  the  breakfast-room  door  they  saw  Mrs.  Presty 
making  coffee.  Kitty  at  once  retired.  When  she  had 
been  fishing,  her  Grandmamma  inculcated  habits  of 
order  by  directing  her  to  take  the  rods  to  pieces,  and  to 
put   them   away  in   their     cases   in   the   lumber-room. 


154  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

"While  she  was  absent,  Mr.  Sarrazin  profited  by  tho 
opportunity,  and  asked  if  Mrs.  Linley  had  thought  it 
over  in  the  night,  and  had  decided  on  applying  for  a 
Divorce. 

"I  know  nothing  about  my  daughter,"  Mrs.  Presty 
answered,  "  except  that  she  had  a  bad  night.  Thinking, 
no  doubt,  over  your  advice,"  the  old  lady  added  with  a 
mischievous  smile. 

"  Will  you  kindly  inquire  if  Mrs.  Linley  has  made  up 
her  mind  yet  ?"  the  lawyer  ventured  to  say. 

"  Isn't  that  your  business?"  Mrs.  Presty  asked  slily. 
"  Suppose  you  write  a  little  note,  and  I  will  send  it  up 
to  her  room."  The  worldly-wisdom  which  prompted  this 
suggestion  contemplated  a  possible  necessity  for  calling  a 
domestic  council,  assembled  to  consider  the  course  of 
action  which  Mrs.  Linley  would  do  well  to  adopt.  If  the 
influence  of  her  mother  was  among  the  forms  of  per- 
suasion which  might  be  tried,  that  wary  relative 
manoeuvred  to  make  the  lawyer  speak  first,  and  so  to 
reserve  to  herself  the  advantage  of  having  the  last  word. 

Patient  Mr.  Sarrazin  wrote  the  note. 

He  modestly  asked  for  instructions ;  and  he  was 
content  to  receive  them  in  one  word — Yes  or  No.  In 
the  event  of  the  answer  being  Yes,  he  would  ask  for  a 
few  minutes'  conversation  with  Mrs.  Linley,  at  her 
earliest  convenience.     That  was  all. 

The  reply  was  returned  in  a  form  which  left  Yes  to  be 
inferred :  "I  will  receive  you  as  soon  as  you  have 
finished  your  breakfast." 

CHAPTEE  XXVII. 

RESOLUTION. 

Having  read  Mrs.  Linley's  answer,  Mr.  Sarrazin  looked 
out  of  the  breakfast-room  window,  and  saw  that  the  fog 
had  reached  the  cottage.  Before  Mrs.  Presty  could  make 
any  remark  on  the  change  in  the  weather,  he  surprised 
her  by  an  extraordiEary  question. 

"  Is  there  an  upper  room  here,  ma'am,  which  has  a 
view  of  the  road  before  your  front  gate  ?" 

"  Certainly !" 
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"  And  can  I  go  into  it  without  disturbing  anybody?" 

Mrs.  Presty  said,  "  Of  course !"  with  an  uplifting  of 
her  eyebrows  which  expressed  astonishment  not  unmixed 
with  suspicion.  "Do  you  want  to  go  up  now?"  she 
added,  "  or  will  you  wait  till  you  have  had  your  break- 
fast?" 

"  I  want  to  go  up,  if  you  please,  before  the  fog  thickens. 
Oh,  Mrs.  Presty,  I  am  ashamed  to  trouble  you  !  Let  the 
servant  show  me  the  room." 

No.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  Mrs.  Presty  insisted 
on  doing  servant's  duty.  If  she  had  been  crippled  in 
both  legs  her  curiosity  would  have  helped  her  to  get  up 
the  stairs  on  her  hands.  "There!"  she  said,  opening 
the  door  of  the  upper  room,  and  placing  herself  exactly 
in  the  middle  of  it,  so  that  she  could  see  all  round  her  : 
"Will  that  do  for  you?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin  went  to  the  window ;  hid  himself  behind 
the  curtain ;  and  cautiously  peeped  out.  In  half  a  minute 
he  turned  his  back  on  the  misty  view  of  the  road,  and 
said  to  himself  :  "  Just  what  I  expected." 

Other  women  might  have  asked  what  this  mysterious 
proceeding  meant.  Mrs.  Presty's  sense  of  her  own  dig- 
nity adopted  a  system  of  independent  discovery.  To  Mr. 
Sarrazin's  amusement,  she  imitated  him  to  his  face. 
Advancing  to  the  window,  she,  too,  hid  herself  behind 
the  curtain,  and  she,  too,  peeped  out.  Still  following 
her  model,  she  next  turned  her  back  on  the  view — and 
then  she  became  herself  again.  "  Now  we  have  both 
looked  out  of  window,"  she  said  to  the  lawyer,  in  her 
own  inimitably  impudent  way,  "  suppose  we  compare 
our  impressions." 

This  was  easily  done.  They  had  both  seen  the  same 
two  men  walking  backwards  and  forwards,  opposite  the 
front  gate  of  the  cottage.  Before  the  advancing  fog  made 
it  impossible  to  identify  him,  Mr.  Sarrazin  had  recognised 
in  one  of  the  men  his  agreeable  fellow-traveller  on  the 
journey  from  London.  The  other  man — a  stranger — was 
in  all  probability  an  assistant  spy  obtained  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. This  discovery  suggested  serious  embarrass- 
ment in  the  future.  Mrs.  Presty  asked  what  was  to  be 
done  next.  Mr.  Sarrazin  answered  :  "  Let  us  have  our 
breakfast." 


156  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

In  another  quarter  of  an  hour  they  were  both  in  Mrs. 
Linley's  roorn. 

Her  agitated  manner,  her  reddened  eyes,  showed  that 
she  was  still  suffering  under  the  emotions  of  the  past 
night.  The  moment  the  lawyer  approached  her,  she 
crossed  the  room  with  hurried  steps,  and  took  both  his 
hands  in  her  trembling  grasp.  "  You  are  a  good  man, 
you  are  a  kind  man,"  she  said  to  him  wildly ;  "  you  have 
my  truest  respect  and  regard.  Tell  me,  are  you  really — 
really — really  sure  that  the  one  way  in  which  I  can  keep 
my  child  with  me  is  the  way  you  mentioned  last 
night?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin  led  her  gently  back  to  her  chair. 

The  sad  change  in  her  startled  and  distressed  him. 
Sincerely,  solemnly  even,  he  declared  that  the  one  alter- 
native before  her  was  the  alternative  that  he  had  men- 
tioned. He  entreated  her  to  control  herself.  It  was  use- 
less, she  still  held  liim  as  if  she  was  holding  to  her  last 
hope. 

"  Listen  to  me  !"  she  cried.  "  There's  something  more ; 
there's  another  chance  for  me.  I  must,  and  will,  know 
what  you  think  of  it." 

"  Wait  a  little.     Pray  wait  a  little  !" 

"  No  1  not  a  moment.  Is  there  any  hope  in  appealing 
to  the  lawyer  whom  Mr.  Linley  has  employed?  Let 
me  go  back  with  you  to  London.  I  will  persuade 
him  to  exert  his  influence — I  will  go  down  on  my  knees 
to  him— I  will  never  leave  him  till  I  have  won  him  over 
to  my  side — I  will  take  Kitty  with  me ;  he  shall  see  us 
both,  and  pity  us,  and  help  us  !" 

"  Hopeless.     Quite  hopeless,  Mrs.  Linley." 

"  Oh,  don't  say  that !" 

"  My  dear  lady,  my  poor  dear  lady,  I  must  say  it.  The 
man  you  are  talking  of  is  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  be 
influenced  as  you  suppose.  He  is  notoriously  a  lawyer, 
and  nothing  but  a  lawyer.  If  you  tried  to  move  him  to 
pity  you,  he  would  say,  '  Madam,  I  am  doing  my  duty  to 
my  client ;'  and  he  would  ring  his  bell  and  have  you 
shown  out.  Yes !  even  if  he  saw  you  crushed  and  crying 
at  his  feet." 

Mrs.  Presty  interfered  for  the  first  time. 

"  In  your  place,  Catherine,"  she  said,  "  I  would  put 
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my  foot  down  on  that  man  and  crush  Mm.     Consent  to 
the  Divorce,  and  you  may  do  it." 

Mrs.  Linley  lay  prostrate  in  her  chair.  The  excite- 
ment which  had  sustained  her  thus  far  seemed  to  have 
sunk  with  the  sinking  of  her  last  hope.  Pale,  exhausted, 
yielding  to  hard  necessity,  she  looked  up  when  her  mother 
said,  "  Consent  to  the  Divorce,"  and  answered,  "I  have 
consented." 

"And  trust  me,"  Mr.  Sarrazin  said  fervently,  "to  see 
that  justice  is  done,  and  to  protect  you  in  the  mean- 
while." 

Mrs.  Presty  added  her  tribute  of  consolation. 

"After  all,"  she  asked,  "what  is  there  to  terrify  you 
in  the  prospect  of  a  Divorce  ?  You  won't  hear  what 
people  say  about  it — for  we  see  no  society  now.  And,  as 
for  the  newspapers,  keep  them  out  of  the  house." 

Mrs.  Linley  answered  with  a  momentary  revival  of 
energy. 

"  It  is  not  the  fear  of  exposure  that  has  tortured  me," 
she  said.  "  When  I  was  left  in  the  solitude  of  the  night, 
my  heart  turned  to  Kitty ;  I  felt  that  any  sacrifice  of  my- 
self might  be  endured  for  her  sake.  It's  the  remembrance 
of  my  marriage,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  that  is  the  terrible  trial  to 
me.  Those  whom  God  has  joined  together,  let  no  man 
put  asunder.  Is  there  nothing  to  terrify  me  in  setting 
that  solemn  command  at  defiance  ?  I  do  it — oh,  I  do  it 
— in  consenting  to  the  Divorce  !  I  renounce  the  vows 
which  I  bound  myself  to  respect  in  the  presence  of  God  ; 
I  profane  the  remembrance  of  eight  happy  years,  hallowed 
by  true  love.  Ah,  you  needn't  remind  me  of  what  my 
husband  has  done.  I  don't  forget  how  cruelly  he  has 
wronged  me ;  I  don't  forget  that  his  own  act  has  cast  me 
from  him.  But  whose  act  destroys  our  marriage?  Mine 
mine  !  Forgive  me,  Mamma  ;  forgive  me,  my  kind  friend 
— the  horror  that  I  have  of  myself  forces  its  way  to  my 
lips.  No  more  of  it  !  My  child  is  my  one  treasure  left. 
What  must  I  do  next  ?  What  must  I  sign  ?  What  must 
I  sacrifice  ?  Tell  me — and  it  shall  be  done.  I  submit  I 
I  submit !" 

Delicately    and   mercifully    Mr.     Sarrazin    answered 
that  sad  appeal. 

All  that  his   knowledge,   experience,   and  resolution 
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could  suggest,  he  addressed  to  Mrs.  Presty.  Mrs.  Linley 
could  listen  or  not  listen,  as  her  own  wishes  inclined. 
In  the  one  case  or  in  the  other,  her  interests  would  be 
equally  well  served.  The  good  lawyer  kissed  her  hand. 
"  Eest,  and  recover,"  he  whispered.  And  then  he  turned 
to  her  mother — and  became  a  man  of  business  once 
more. 

"  The  first  thing  I  shall  do,  Ma'am,  is  to  telegraph 
to  my  agent  in  Edinburgh.  He  will  arrange  for  the 
speediest  possible  hearing  of  our  case  in  the  Court  of 
Session.     Make  your  mind  easy  so  far." 

Mrs.  Presty's  mind  was  by  this  time  equally  in- 
accessible to  information  and  advice.  "  I  want  to  know 
what  is  to  be  done  with  those  two  men  who  are  watching 
the  gate,"  was  all  she  said  in  the  way  of  reply. 

Mrs.  Linley  raised  her  head  in  alarm. 

"  Two  !"  she  exclaimed — and  looked  at  Mr.  Sarrazin. 
"  You  only  spoke  of  one  last  night." 

"  And  I  add  another  this  morning.  Eest  your  poor 
head,  Mrs.  Linley  ;  I  know  how  it  aches  ;  I  know  how  it 
burns."  He  still  persisted  in  speaking  to  Mrs.  Presty. 
"  One  of  those  two  men  will  follow  me  to  the  station, 
and  see  me  off  on  my  way  to  London.  The  other  will 
look  after  you,  or  your  daughter,  or  the  maid,  or  any 
other  person  who  may  try  to  get  away  into  hiding  with 
Kitty.  And  they  are  both  keeping  close  to  the  gate,  in 
the  fear  of  losing  sight  of  us  in  the  fog." 

"  I  wish  we  lived  in  the  Middle  Ages !"  said  Mrs. 
Presty. 

"  What  would  be  the  use  of  that,  Ma'am  ?" 

"Good  heavens,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  don't  you  see?  In 
those  grand  old  days  you  would  have  taken  a  dagger,  and 
the  gardener  would  have  taken  a  dagger,  and  you  would 
have  stolen  out,  and  stabbed  those  two  villains  as  a 
matter  of  course.  And  this  is  the  age  of  progress  ! 
The  vilest  rogue  in  existence  is  a  sacred  person  whose 
life  we  are  bound  to  respect.  Ah,  what  good  that 
national  hero  would  have  done  who  put  his  barrels  of 
gunpowder  in  the  right  place  on  the  Fifth  of  November  ! 
I  have  always  said  it,  and  I  stick  to  it,  Guy  Fawkes  was 
a  great  statesman." 

In  the  meanwhile  Mrs.  Linley  was  not  resting,  and 
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not  listening  to  the  expression  of  her  mother's  political 
sentiments.'"  She  was  intently  watching  Mr.  Sarrazin's 
face. 

"  There  is  danger  threatening  us,"  she  said.  "  Do  you 
see  a  way  out  of  it?" 

To  persist  in  trying  to  spare  her  was  plainly  useless. 
Mr.  Sarrazin  answered  her  directly. 

"  The  danger  of  legal  proceedings  to  obtain  possession 
of  the  child,"  he  said,  "  is  more  near  and  more  serious 
than  I  thought  it  right  to  acknowledge,  while  you  were 
in  doubt  which  way  to  decide.  I  was  careful — too 
careful,  perhaps — not  to  unduly  influence  you  in  a  matter 
of  the  utmost  importance  to  your  future  life.  But  you 
have  made  up  your  mind.  I  don't  scruple  now  to  remind 
you  that  an  interval  of  time  must  pass  before  the  decree 
for  your  Divorce  can  be  pronounced,  and  the  care  of  the 
child  be  legally  secured  to  the  mother.  The  only  doubt 
and  the  only  danger  are  there.  If  you  are  not  frightened 
by  the  prospect  of  a  desperate  venture  which  some 
women  would  shrink  from,  I  believe  I  see  a  way  of 
baffling  the  spies." 

Mrs.  Linley  started  to  her  feet.  "  Say  what  I  am  to 
do,"  she  cried,  "  and  judge  for  yourself  if  I  am  as  easily 
frightened  as  some  women." 

The  lawyer  pointed  with  a  persuasive  smile  to  her 
empty  chair.  "  If  you  allow  yourself  to  be  excited,"  he 
said,  "  you  will  frighten  me.  Please — oh,  please  sit 
down  again!" 

Mrs.  Linley  felt  the  strong  will,  asserting  itself  in 
terms  of  courteous  entreaty.  She  obeyed.  Mrs.  Presty 
had  never  admired  the  lawyer  as  she  admired  him  now. 
"  Is  that  how  you  manage  your  wife?"  she  asked. 

Mr.  Sarrazin  was  equal  to  the  occasion,  whatever  it 
might  be.  "  In  your  time,  Ma'am,"  he  said,  "  did  you 
reveal  the  mysteries  of  conjugal  life  ?"  He  turned  to 
Mrs.  Linley.  "  I  have  something  to  ask  first,"  he  re- 
sumed, "  and  then  you  shall  hear  what  I  propose.  How 
many  people  serve  you  in  this  cottage?" 

"  Three.  Our  landlady,  who  is  housekeeper  and  cook. 
Our  own  maid.  And  the  landlady's  daughter,  who  does 
the  housework." 

"  Any  out-of-door  servants?'' 
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"  Only  the  gardener." 

"  Can  you  trust  these  people  ?" 

"  In  what  way,  Mr.  Sarrazin  ?" 

"  Can  you  trust  them  with  a  secret  which  only  con- 
cerns yourself  ?" 

"Certainly!  The  maid  has  been  with  us  for  years; 
no  truer  woman  ever  lived.  The  good  old  landlady  often 
drinks  tea  with  us.  Her  daughter  is  going  to  be  married; 
and  I  have  given  the  wedding-dress.  As  for  the  gar- 
dener, let  Kitty  settle  the  matter  with  him,  and  I 
answer  for  the  rest.  Why  are  you  pointing  to  the 
window?" 

"  Look  out,  and  tell  me  what  you  see." 

"  I  see  the  fog." 

"  x\nd  I,  Mrs.  Linley,  have  seen  the  boat-house. 
"While  the  spies  are  watching  your  gate,  what  do  you 
say  to  crossing  the  lake,  under  cover  of  the  fog?" 


FOURTH  BOOK. 
CHAPTEE  XXVIII. 

MB.   RANDAL   LINLEY. 

Winter  had  come  and  gone ;  spring  was  nearing  its 
end,  and  London  still  suffered  under  the  rigid  regularity 
of  easterly  winds.  Although  in  less  than  a  week  summer 
would  begin  with  the  first  of  June,  Mr.  Sarrazin  was 
glad  to  find  his  office  warmed  by  a  fire,  when  he  arrived 
to  open  the  letters  of  the  day. 

The  correspondence  in  general  related  exclusively 
to  proceedings  connected  with  the  law.  Two  letters 
only  presented  an  exception  to  the  general  rule.  The 
first  was  addressed  in  Mrs.  Linley's  handwriting,  and 
bore  the  postmark  of  Hanover.  Kitty's  mother  had  not 
only  succeeded  in  getting  to  the  safe  side  of  the  lake- 
she  and  her  child  had  crossed  the  German  Ocean  as  well. 
In  one  respect  her  letter  was  a  remarkable  composition. 
Although  it  was  written  by  a  lady,  it  was  short  enough 
to  be  read  in  less  than  a  minute  : 
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"  My  dear  Mr.  Sarrazin, 

"  I  have  just  time  to  write  by  this  evening's  post. 
Our  excellent  courier  has  satisfied  himself  that  the 
danger  of  discovery  has  passed  away.  The  wretches 
have  been  so  completely  deceived  that  they  are  already 
on  their  way  back  to  England,  to  lie  in  wait  for  us  at 
Folkestone  and  Dover.  To-morrow  morning  we  leave 
this  charming  place — oh,  how  unwillingly  ! — for  Bremen, 
to  catch  the  steamer  to  Hull.  You  shall  hear  from  me 
again  on  our  arrival.     Gratefully  yours, 

"  Catherine  Linley." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  put  this  letter  into  a  private  drawer,  and 
smiled  as  he  turned  the  key.  "  Has  she  made  up  her 
mind  at  last?"  he  asked  himself.  "  But  for  the  courier, 
I  shouldn't  feel  sure  of  her,  even  now  !" 

The  second  letter  agreeably  surprised  him.  It  an- 
nounced that  the  writer  had  just  returned  from  the 
United  States  ;  it  invited  him  to  dinner  that  evening ; 
and  it  was  signed  "  Eandal  Linley."  In  Mr.  Sarrazin's 
estimation,  Eandal  had  always  occupied  a  higher  place 
than  his  brother.  The  lawyer  had  known  Mrs.  Linley 
before  her  marriage,  and  had  been  inclined  to  think  that 
she  would  have  done  wisely  if  she  had  given  her  hand  to 
the  younger  brother  instead  of  the  elder.  His  acquaint- 
ance with  Eandal  ripened  rapidly  into  friendship.  But 
his  relations  with  Herbert  made  no  advance  towards 
intimacy  :  there  was  a  gentlemanlike  cordiality  between 
them,  and  nothing  more. 

At  seven  o'clock  the  two  friends  sat  at  a  snug  little 
table,  in  the  private  room  of  an  hotel,  with  an  infinite 
number  of  questions  to  ask  of  each  other,  and  with 
nothing  to  interrupt  them  but  a  dinner  of  such  extra- 
ordinary merit  that  it  insisted  on  being  noticed,  from  the 
first  course  to  the  last. 

Eandal  began.  "  Before  we  talk  of  anything  else,"  he 
said,  "  tell  me  about  Catherine  and  the  child.  Where 
are  they  ?" 

"  On  their  way  to  England,  after  a  residence  in 
Germany  " 

"And  the  old  lady?" 

11 
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"  Mrs.  Presty  has  been  staying  with  friends  in 
London." 

"  What !  have  they  parted  company?  Has  there  been 
a  quarrel?" 

' '  Nothing  of  the  sort ;  a  friendly  separation,  in  the 
strictest  sense  of  the  word.  Oh,  Randal,  what  are  you 
about?  Don't  put  pepper  into  this  perfect  soup.  It's 
as  good  as  the  gras  double  at  the  Cafe  Anglais  in  Paris." 

"  So  it  is  ;  I  wasn't  paying  the  proper  attention  to  it. 
But  I  am  anxious  about  Catherine.  "Why  did  she  go 
abroad?" 

"  Haven't  you  heard  from  her  ?" 

"Not  for  six  months  or  more.  I  innocently  vexed  her 
by  writing  a  little  too  hopefully  about  Herbert.  Mrs. 
Presty  answered  my  letter,  and  recommended  me  not  to 
write  again.     It  isn't  like  Catherine  to  bear  malice." 

"  Don't  even  think  such  a  thing  possible  !"  the  lawyer 
answered  earnestly.  "  Attribute  her  silence  to  the  right 
cause.  Terrible  anxieties  have  been  weighing  on  her 
mind  since  you  went  to  America." 

"  Anxieties  caused  by  my  brother?     Oh,  I  hope  not !" 

"  Caused  entirely  by  your  brother — if  I  must  tell  the 
truth.     Can't  you  guess  how  ?" 

"Is  it  the  child?  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that 
Herbert  has  taken  Kitty  away  from  her  mother  !" 

"  While  I  am  her  mother's  lawyer,  my  friend,  your 
brother  won't  do  that.  Welcome  back  to  England  in 
the  first  glass  of  sherry ;  good  wine,  but  a  little  too  dry 
for  my  taste.  No,  we  won't  talk  of  domestic .  troubles 
just  yet.  You  shall  hear  all  about  it  after  dinner.  What 
made  you  go  to  America  ?  You  haven't  been  delivering 
lectures,  have  you  ?" 

"  I  have  been  enjoying  myself  among  the  most  hospit- 
able people  in  the  world." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  shook  his  head ;  he  had  a  case  of  copy- 
right in  hand  just  then.  "  A  people  to  be  pitied,"  he 
said. 

"Why?" 

"  Because  their  Government  forgets  what  is  due  to  the 
honour  of  ihe  nation." 

«Hqw?" 

«  In  this  way.     The  honour  of  a  nation  which  confers 
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right  of  property  in  works  of  art,  produced  by  its  own 
citizens,  is   surely   concerned  in   protecting  from   theft 
works  of  art  produced  by  other  citizens." 
"  That's  not  the  fault  of  the  people." 
"  Certainly  not.     I  have  already  said  it's  the  fault  of 
the  Government.     Let's  attend  to  the  fish  now." 

Eandal  took  his  friend's  advice.  "  Good  sauce,  isn't 
it?"  he  said. 

The  epicure  entered  a  protest.  "  Good?"  he  repeated. 
"  My  dear  fellow,  it's  absolute  perfection.  I  don't  like 
to  cast  a  slur  on  English  cookery.  But  think  of  melted 
butter,  and  tell  me  if  anybody  but  a  foreigner  (I  don't 
like  foreigners,  but  I  give  them  their  due)  could  have  pro- 
duced this  white  wine  sauce  ?  So  you  really  had  no 
particular  motive  in  going  to  America?" 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  had  a  very  particular  motive. 
Just  remember  what  my  life  used  to  be  when  I  was  in 
Scotland — and  look  at  my  life  now  !  No  Mount  Morven ; 
no  model  farm  to  look  after ;  no  pleasant  Highland  neigh- 
bours ;  I  can't  go  to  my  brother  while  he  is  leading  his 
present  life ;  I  have  hurt  Catherine's  feelings ;  I  have  lost 
dear  little  Kitty ;  I  am  not  obliged  to  earn  my  living 
(more's  the  pity)  ;  I  don't  care  about  politics ;  I  have  a 
pleasure  in  eating  harmless  creatures,  but  no  pleasure  in 
shooting  them.  What  is  there  left  for  me  to  do,  but  to 
try  change  of  scene,  and  go  roaming  about  the  world,  a 
restless  creature  without  an  object  in  life  ?  Have  I  done 
something  wrong  again  ?  It  isn't  the  pepper  this  time — 
and  yet  you're  looking  at  me  as  if  I  was  trying  your 
temper." 

The  French  side  of  Mr.  Sarrazin's  nature  had  got  the 
better  of  him  once  more.  He  pointed  indignantly  to  a 
supreme  preparation  of  fowl  on  his  friend's  plate.  "  Do 
I  actually  see  you  picking  out  your  truffles,  and  putting 
them  on  one  side  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Well,"  Eandal  acknowledged,  "  I  don't  care  about 
truffles." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  rose,  with  his  plate  in  his  hand  and  his 
fork  ready  for  action.  He  walked  round  the  table  to  his 
friend's  side,  and  reverently  transferred  the  neglected 
truffles  to  his  own  plate.  "  Eandal,  you  will  live  to  re- 
pent this."  he  said  solemnly.     "  In  the  meantime,  I  am 

11—2 
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the  gainer."  Until  he  had  finished  the  truffles,  no  word 
fell  from  his  lips.  "  I  think  I  should  have  enjoyed  them 
more,"  he  remarked,  "  if  I  had  concentrated  my  attention 
by  closing  my  eyes  ;  but  you  would  have  thought  I  was 
going  to  sleep."  He  recovered  his  English  nationality, 
after  this,  until  the  dessert  had  been  placed  on  the  table, 
and  the  waiter  was  ready  to  leave  the  room.  At  that 
auspicious  moment,  he  underwent  another  relapse.  He 
insisted  on  sending  his  compliments  and  thanks  to  the 
cook. 

"  At  last,"  said  Eandal,  "  we  are  by  ourselves — and 
now  I  want  to  know  why  Catherine  went  to  Germany." 

CHAPTEE  XXIX. 

ME.   SAEEAZIN. 

As  a  lawyer,  Eandal's  guest  understood  that  a  narrative 
of  events  can  only  produce  the  right  effect,  on  one  con- 
dition :  it  must  begin  at  the  beginning.  Having  related 
all  that  had  been  said  and  done  during  his  visit  to  the 
cottage,  including  his  first  efforts  in  the  character  of  an 
angler  under  Kitty's  supervision,  he  stopped  to  fill  his 
glass  again — and  then  astonished  Eandal  by  describing 
the  plan  that  he  had  devised  for  escaping  from  the  spies 
by  crossing  the  lake  in  the  fog. 

"What  did  the  ladies  say  to  it?"  Eandal  inquired. 
"Who  spoke  first?" 

"  Mrs.  Presty,  of  course  !  She  objected  to  risk  her  life 
on  the  water,  in  a  fog.  Mrs.  Linley  showed  a  resolution 
for  which  I  was  not  prepared.  She  thought  of  Kitty, 
saw  fche  value  of  my  suggestion,  and  went  away  at  once 
to  consult  with  the  landlady.  In  the  meantime  I  sent  for 
the  gardener,  and  told  him  what  I  was  thinking  of.  He 
was  one  of  those  stolid  Englishmen,  who  possess  re- 
sources which  don't  express  themselves  outwardly.  Judg- 
ing by  his  face,  you  would  have  said  he  was  subsiding  into 
slumber  under  the  infliction  of  a  sermon,  instead  of  listen- 
ing to  a  lawyer  proposing  a  stratagem.  When  I  had  done, 
the  man  showed  the  metal  he  was  made  of.  In  plain 
English,  he  put  three  questions  which  gave  me  the  highest 
opinion  of  his  intelligence.     '  How  much  luggage,  sir  ?' 
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'As  little  as  they  can  conveniently  take  with  them,'  I 
said.  '  How  many  persons  ?'  '  The  two  ladies,  the  child, 
and  myself.'  '  Can  you  row,  sir  ?'  '  In  any  water  you 
like,  Mr.  gardener,  fresh  or  salt.'  Think  of  asking  Me, 
an  athletic  Englishman,  if  I  could  row !  In  an  hour 
more  Ave  were  ready  to  embark,  and  the  blessed  fog  was 
thicker  than  ever.  Mrs.  Presty  yielded  under  protest ; 
Kitty  was  wild  with  delight ;  her  mother  was  quiet  and 
resigned.  But  one  circumstance  occurred  that  I  didn't 
quite  understand — the  presence  of  a  stranger  on  the  pier 
with  a  gun  in  his  hand." 

"  You  don't  mean  one  of  the  spies?" 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort;  I  mean  an  idea  of  the  gardener's. 
He  had  been  a  sailor  in  his  time — and  that's  a  trade 
which  teaches  a  man  (if  he's  good  for  anything)  to  think, 
and  act  on  his  thought,  at  one  and  the  same  moment. 
He  had  taken  a  peep  at  the  blackguards  in  front  of  the 
house,  and  had  recognised  the  shortest  of  the  two  as  a 
native  of  the  place,  perfectly  well  aware  that  one  of  the 
features  attached  to  the  cottage  was  a  boathouse.  '  That 
chap  is  not  such  a  fool  as  he  looks,'  says  the  gardener. 
'  If  he  mentions  the  boat-house,  the  other  fellow  from 
London  may  have  his  suspicions.  I  thought  I  would 
post  my  son  on  the  pier — that  quiet  young  man  there 
with  the  gun — to  keep  a  look-out.  If  he  sees  another 
boat  (there  are  half-a-dozen  on  this  side  of  the  lake) 
putting  off  after  us,  he  has  orders  to  fire,  on  the  chance 
of  our  hearing  him.  A  little  notion  of  mine,  sir,  to  pre- 
vent our  being  surprised  in  the  fog.  Do  you  sees  any 
objection  to  it?'  Objection!  In  the  days  when  diplo- 
macy was  something  more  than  a  solemn  pretence,  what 
a  member  of  Congress  that  gardener  would  have  made  ! 
Well,  we  shipped  our  oars,  and  away  we  went.  Not 
quite  haphazard — for  we  had  a  compass  with  us.  Our 
course  was  as  straight  as  we  could  go,  to  a  village  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  lake,  called  Brightfold.  Nothing 
happened  for  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour — and  then,  by 
the  living  Jingo  (excuse  my  vulgarity),  we  heard  the 
gun  I" 

"What  did  you  do?" 

"Went  on  rowing,  and  held  a  council.  This  time  I 
came  out  as  the  clever  one  of  the  party.     The  men  were 
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following  us  in  the  dark ;  they  would  have  to  guess  at 
the  direction  we  had  taken,  and  they  would  most  likely 
assume  (in  such  weather  as  we  had)  that  we  should  choose 
the  shortest  way  across  the  lake.  At  my  suggestion  we 
changed  our  course,  and  made  for  a  large  town,  higher 
up  on  the  shore,  called  Tawley.  We  landed,  and  waited 
for  events,  and  made  no  discovery  of  another  boat  behind 
us.  The  fools  had  justified  my  confidence  in  them — they 
had  gone  to  Brightfold.  There  was  half-an-hour  to  spare 
before  the  next  train  came  to  Tawley ;  and  the  fog  was 
beginning  to  lift  on  that  side  of  the  lake.  We  looked  at 
the  shops ;  and  I  made  a  purchase  in  the  town." 

"  Stop  a  minute,"  said  Eandal.  "  Is  Brightfold  on  the 
railway  ?" 

"No." 

"  Is  there  an  electric  telegraph  at  the  place?" 

"Yes." 

"  That  was  awkward,  wasn't  it?  The  first  thing  those 
men  would  do  would  be  to  telegraph  to  Tawley  " 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it.  How  would  they  describe  us,  do 
you  think?" 

Eandal  answered.  "  A  middle-aged  gentleman — two 
ladies,  one  of  them  elderly — and  a  little  girl.  Quite 
enough  to  identify  you  at  Tawley,  if  the  station-master 
understood  the  message." 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  what  the  station-master  discovered, 
with  the  message  in  his  hand?  No  elderly  lady,  no 
middle-aged  gentleman ;  nothing  more  remarkable  than 
one  lady — and  a  little  boy." 

Eandal's  face  brightened.  "  You  parted  company,  of 
course,"  he  said;  "  and  you  disguised  Kitty  !  How  did 
you  manage  it  ?" 

"  Didn't  I  say  just  now  that  we  looked  at  the  shops, 
and  that  I  made  a  purchase  in  the  town  ?  A  boy's  ready- 
made  suit — not  at  all  a  bad  fit  for  Kitty !  Mrs.  Linley 
put  on  the  suit,  and  tucked  up  the  child's  hair  under  a 
straw  hat,  in  an  empty  yard — no  idlers  about  in  that  bad 
weather.  We  said  good-bye,  and  parted,  with  grievous 
misgivings  on  my  side,  which  proved  (thank  God  !)  to 
have  been  qaite  needless.  Kitty  and  her  mother  went  to 
the  station,  and  Mrs.  Presty  and  I  hired  a  carriage,  and 
drove  away  to  the  head  of  the  lake,  to  catch  the  train  to 
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London.  Do  you  know,  Randal,  I  have  altered  my 
opinion  of  Mrs.  Presty." 

Randal  smiled.  "  You  too  have  found  something  in 
that  old  woman,"  he  said,  "  which  doesn't  appear  on  the 
surface." 

"  The  occasion  seems  to  bring  that  something  out," 
the  lawyer  remarked.  "When  I  proposed  the  separa- 
tion, and  mentioned  my  reasons,  I  expected  to  find  some 
difficulty  in  persuading  Mrs.  Presty  to  give  up  the  adven- 
turous journey  with  her  daughter  and  her  grandchild.  I 
reminded  her  that  she  had  friends  in  London  who  would 
receive  her,  and  got  snubbed  for  taking  the  liberty.  '  I 
know  that  as  well  as  you  do.  Come  along — I'm  ready 
to  go  with  you.'  It  isn't  agreeable  to  my  self-esteem  to 
own  it,  but  I  expected  to  hear  her  say  that  she  would 
consent  to  any  sacrifice  for  the  sake  of  her  dear  daughter. 
No  such  clap-trap  as  that  passed  her  lips.  She  owned 
the  true  motive  with  a  superiority  to  cant  which  won  my 
sincerest  respect.  '  I'll  do  anything,'  she  said,  '  to  baffle 
Herbert  Linley  and  the  spies  he  has  set  to  watch  us.'  I 
can't  tell  you  how  glad  I  was  that  she  had  her  reward  on 
the  same  day.  We  were  too  late  at  the  station,  and  we 
had  to  wait  for  the  next  train.  And  what  do  you  think 
happened  ?  The  two  scoundrels  followed  us  instead  of 
following  Mrs.  Linley  !  They  had  inquired  no  doubt  at 
the  livery  stables  where  we  hired  the  carriage — had 
recognised  the  description  of  us — and  had  taken  the  long 
journey  to  London  for  nothing.  Mrs.  Presty  and  I  shook 
hands  at  the  terminus  the  best  friends  that  ever  travelled 
together,  with  the  best  of  motives.  After  that,  I  think  I 
deserve  another  glass  of  wine." 

"  Go  on  with  your  story,  and  you  shall  have  anothei 
bottle!"  cried  Randal.  "What  did  Catherine  and  the 
child  do  after  they  left  you?" 

"  They  did  the  safest  thing — they  left  England.  Mrs. 
Linley  distinguished  herself  on  this  occasion.  It  was 
her  excellent  idea  to  avoid  popular  ports  of  departure, 
like  Folkestone  and  Dover,  which  were  sure  to  be  watched, 
and  to  get  away  (if  the  tiring  could  be  done)  from  some 
place  on  the  east  coast.  We  consulted  our  guide  and 
found  that  a  line  of  steamers  sailed  from  Hull  to  Bremen 
once  a  week.     A  tedious  journey  from  our  part  of  Cum- 
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berland,  with,  some  troublesome  changing  of  trains,  bub 
they  got  there  in  time  to  embark.  My  first  news  of  them 
reached  me  in  a  telegram  from  Bremen.  There  they 
waited  for  further  instructions.  I  sent  the  instructions 
by  a  thoroughly  capable  and  trustworthy  man — an  Italian 
courier,  known  to  'me  by  an  experience  of  twenty  years. 
Shall  I  confess  it  ?  I  thought  I  had  done  rather  a  clever 
thing  in  providing  Mrs.  Linley  with  a  friend  in  need  while 
I  was  away  from  her." 

"  I  think  so  too,"  said  Eandal. 

"  Wrong,  completely  wrong.  I  had  made  a  mistake — 
I  had  been  too  clever,  and  I  got  my  reward  accordingly. 
You  know  how  I  advised  Mrs.  Linley  ?" 

"  Yes.  You  persuaded  her,  with  the  greatest  difficulty, 
to  apply  for  a  Divorce." 

"  Very  well.  I  had  made  all  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments for  the'trial,  when  I  received  a  letter  from  Germany. 
My  charming  client  had  changed  her  mind,  and  declined 
to  apply  for  the  Divorce.  There  was  my  reward  for 
having  been  too  clever  !" 

"  I  don't  understand  you." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  you  are  dull  to-night.  I  had  been 
so  successful  in  protecting  Mrs.  Linley  and  the  child,  and 
my  excellent  courier  had  found  such  a  charming  place  of 
retreat  for  them  in  one  of  the  suburbs  of  Hanover,  that 
'  she  saw  no  reason  now  for  taking  the  shocking  course 
that  I  had  recommended  to  her — so  repugnant  to  all  her 
most  cherished  convictions  ;  so  sinful  and  so  shameful  in 
its  doing  of  evil  that  good  might  come.  Experience  had 
convinced  her  that  (thanks  to  me)  there  was  no  fear  of 
Kitty  being  discovered  and  taken  from  her.  She  there- 
fore begged  me  to  write  to  my  agent  in  Edinburgh,  and 
tell  him  that  her  application  to  the  court  was  withdrawn.' 
Ah,  you  understand  my  position  at  last.  The  head- 
strong woman  was  running  a  risk  which  renewed  all  my 
anxieties.  By  every  day's  post  I  expected  to  hear  that 
she  had  paid  the  penalty  of  her  folly,  and  that  your 
brother  had  succeeded  in  getting  possession  of  the  child. 
"Wait  a  little  before  you  laugh  at  me.  But  for  the 
courier,  the  thing  would  have  really  happened  a  week 
eince." 

Eandal    looked     astonished.      "  Months    must    have 
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passed,"  he  objected.  "  Surely,  after  that  lapse  of  time, 
Mrs.  Linley  must  have  been  safe  from  discovery." 

"  Take  your  own  positive  view  of  it !  I  only  know  that 
the  thing  happened.  And  why  not  ?  The  luck  had  begun 
by  being  on  our  side — why  shouldn't  the  other  side  have 
had  its  turn  next  ?" 

"  Do  you  really  believe  in  luck  ?" 

"  Devoutly.  A  lawyer  must  believe  in  something.  He 
knows  the  law  too  well  to  put  any  faith  in  that  :  and  his 
clients  present  to  him  (if  he  is  a  man  of  any  feeling)  a 
hideous  view  of  human  nature.  The  poor  devil  believes 
in  luck — rather  than  believe  in  nothing.  I  think  it  quite 
likely  that  accident  helped  the  person  employed  by  the 
husband  to  discover  the  wife  and  child.  Anyhow,  Mrs. 
Linley  and  Kitty  were  seen  in  the  streets  of  Hanover ; 
seen,  recognised,  and  followed.  The  courier  happened  to 
be  with  them — luck  again  !  For  thirty  years  and  more, 
he  had  been  travelling  in  every  part  of  Europe ;  there 
was  not  a  landlord  of  the  smallest  pretensions  anywhere 
who  didn't  know  him  and  like  him.  '  I  pretended  not  to 
see  that  anybody  was  following  us,'  he  said  (writing  from 
Hanover  to  relieve  my  anxiety) ;  '  and  I  took  the  ladies 
to  an  hotel.  The  hotel  possessed  two  merits  from  our 
point  of  view — it  had  a  way  out  at  the  back,  through  the 
stables,  and  it  was  kept  by  a  landlord  who  was  an  excel- 
lent good  friend  of  mind.  I  arranged  with  him  what  he 
was  to  say  when  inquiries  were  made ;  and  I  kept  my 
poor  ladies  prisoners  in  their  lodgings  for  three  days.  The 
end  of  it  is  that  Mr.  Linley's  policeman  has  gone  away 
to  watch  the  Channel  steam-service,  while  we  return 
quietly  by  way  of  Bremen  and  Hull.'  There  is  the 
courier's  account  of  it.  I  have  only  to  add  that  poor 
Mrs.  Linley  has  been  fairly  frightened  into  submission. 
She  changes  her  mind  again,  and  pledges  herself  once 
more  to  apply  for  the  Divorce.  If  we  are  only  lucky 
enough  to  get  our  case  heard  without  any  very  serious 
delay,  I  am  not  afraid  of  my  client  slipping  through  my 
fingers  for  the  second  time.  When  will  the  courts  of 
session  be  open  to  us?  You  have  lived  in  Scotland, 
Eandal " 

"  But  I  haven't  lived  in  the  courts  of  law.  I  wish  I 
could  give  you  the  information  you  want." 
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Mr.  Sarrazin  looked  at  his  watch.  "  For  all  I  know  to 
the  contrary,"  he  said,  "we  may  be  wasting  precious 
time  while  we  are  talking  here.  Will  you  excuse  n  e  if  I 
go  away  to  my  club?" 

"  Are  you  going  in  search  of  information  ?" 

"Yes.  We  have  some  inveterate  old  whist-players 
who  are  always  to  be  found  in  the  card-room.  One  of 
them  formerly  practised,  I  believe,  in  the  Scotch  courts. 
It  has  just  occurred  to  me  that  the  chance  is  worth 
trying." 

"Will  you  let  me  know  if  you  succeed?"  Eandal 
asked. 

The  lawyer  took  his  hand  at  parting.  "  You  seem  to 
be  almost  as  anxious  about  it  as  I  am,"  he  said. 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  a  little  alarmed  when  I 
think  of  Catherine.  If  there  is  another  long  delay,  how 
do  we  know  what  may  happen  before  the  law  has  con- 
firmed the  mother's  claim  to  the  child  ?  Let  me  send  one 
of  the  servants  here  to  wait  at  your  club.  Will  you  give 
him  a  line  telling  me  when  the  trial  is  likely  to  take 
place?" 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure.     Good-night." 

Left  alone,  Eandal  sat  by  the  fireside  for  awhile,  think- 
ing of  the  future.  The  prospect,  as  he  saw  it,  dis- 
heartened him.  As  a  means  of  employing  his  mind  on  a 
more  agreeable  subject  for  reflection,  he  opened  his  travel- 
ling desk,  and  took  out  two  or  three  letters.  They  had 
been  addressed  to  him,  while  he  was  in  America,  by  Cap- 
tain Bennydeck. 

The  captain  had  committed  an  error  of  which  most  of 
us  have  been  guilty  in  our  time.  He  had  been  too  ex- 
clusively devoted  to  work  that  interested  him  to  remem- 
ber what  was  due  to  the  care  of  his  health.  The  doctor's 
warnings  had  been  neglected ;  his  over-strained  nerves 
had  given  way  ;  and  the  man  whose  strong  constitution 
had  resisted  cold  and  starvation  in  the  Arctic  wastes,  had 
broken  down  under  stress  of  brain-work  in  London. 

This  was  the  news  which  the  first  of  the  letters 
contained. 

The  second,  written  under  dictation,  alluded  briefly  to 
Lhe  remedies  suggested.  In  the  captain's  case,  the  fresh 
air  recommended  was  the  air  of  the  sea.     At  the  same 
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time  he  was  forbidden  to  receive  either  letters  or  tele- 
grams, during  his  absence  from  town,  until  the  doctor 
had  seen  him  again.  These  instructions  pointed,  in 
Captain  Bennydeck's  estimation,  to  sailing  for  pleasure's 
sake,  and  therefore  to  hiring  a  yacht. 

The  third,  and  last,  letter  announced  that  the  yacht 
had  been  found,  and  described  the  captain  s  plans  when 
the  vessel  was  ready  for  sea. 

He  proposed  to  sail  here  and  there  about  the  Channel, 
wherever  it  might  please  the  wind  to  take  him.  Friends 
would  accompany  him,  but  not  in  any  number.  The 
yacht  was  not  large  enough  to  accommodate  comfortably 
more  than  one  or  two  guests  at  a  time.  Every  now  and 
then,  the  vessel  would  como  to  an  anchor  in  the  bay  of 
the  little  coast  town  of  Sandyseal,  to  accommodate 
friends  going  and  coming,  and  (in  spite  of  medical  advice) 
to  receive  letters.  "  You  may  have  heard  of  Sandyseal," 
the  Captain  wrote,  "  as  one  of  the  places  which  have 
lately  been  found  out  by  the  doctors.  They  are  recom- 
mending the  air  to  patients  suffering  from  nervous  dis- 
orders all  over  England.  The  one  hotel  in  the  place,  and 
the  few  cottages  which  let  lodgings,  are  crammed,  as  I  hear ; 
and  the  speculative  builder  is  beginning  his  operations  at 
such  a  rate,  that  Sandyseal  will  be  no  longer  recognisable 
in  a  few  months  more.  Before  the  crescents  and  terraces 
and  grand  hotels  turn  the  town  into  a  fashionable  water- 
ing-place, I  want  to  take  a  last  look  at  scenes  familiar  to 
me  under  their  old  aspect.  If  you  are  inclined  to  wonder 
at  my  feeling  such  a  wish  as  this,  I  can  easily  explain 
myself.  Two  miles  inland  from  Sandyseal,  there  is  a 
lonely  old  moated  house.  In  that  house  I  was  born. 
When  you  return  from  America,  write  to  me  at  the  post- 
office,  or  at  the  hotel  (I  am  equally  well-known  in  both 
places),  and  let  us  arrange  for  a  speedy  meeting.  I  wish 
I  could  ask  you  to  come  and  see  me  in  my  birthplace. 
It  was  sold,  years  since,  under  instructions  in  my  father's 
will,  and  was  purchased  for  the  use  of  a  community  of 
nuns.  We  may  look  at  the  outside,  and  we  can  do  no 
more.  In  the  meantime,  don't  despair  of  my  recovery ; 
the  sea  is  my  old  friend,  and  my  trust  is  in  God's  mercy." 

These  last  lines  were  added  in  a  postscript : 

"  Have   you   heard   any  more  of  that   poor  girl,  the 
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daughter  of  my  old  friend  Eoderick  Westerfield — whose 
sad  story  would  never  have  been  known  to  me  but  for 
you  ?  I  feel  sure  that  you  have  good  reasons  for  not 
telling  me  the  name  of  the  man  who  has  misled  her,  or 
the  address  at  which  she  may  be  found.  But  you  may 
one  day  be  at  liberty  to  break  your  silence.  In  that 
case,  don't  hesitate  to  do  so  because  there  may  happen 
to  be  obstacles  in  my  way.  No  difficulties  discourage 
me,  when  my  end  in  view  is  the  saving  of  a  soul  in 
peril." 

Eandal  returned  to  his  desk  to  write  to  the  Captain. 
He  had  only  got  as  far  as  the  first  sentences,  when  the 
servant  returned  with  the  lawyer's  promised  message. 
Mr.  Sarrazin's  news  was  communicated  in  these  cheering 
terms : — 

"  I  am  a  firmer  believer  in  luck  than  ever.  If  we  only 
make  haste — and  won't  I  make  haste  ! — we  may  get  the 
Divorce,  as  I  calculate,  in  three  weeks'  time." 


CHAPTEE  XXX. 

THE    LORD    PRESIDENT. 

Mrs.  Linley's  application  for  a  Divorce  was  heard  in 
the  first  division  of  the  Court  of  Session  at  Edinburgh, 
the  Lord  President  being  the  Judge. 

To  lihe  disappointment  of  the  large  audience  assem- 
bled, no  defence  was  attempted  on  the  part  of  the 
husband — a  wise  decision,  seeing  that  the  evidence  of  the 
wife  and  her  witnesses  was  beyond  dispute.  But  one 
exciting  incident  occurred  towards  the  close  of  the  pro- 
ceedings. Sudden  illness  made  Mrs.  Linley's  removal 
necessary,  at  the  moment  of  all  others  most  interesting 
to  herself— the  moment  before  the  Judge's  decision  was 
announced. 

But,  as  the  event  proved,  the  poor  lady's  withdrawal 
was  the  most  fortunate  circumstance  that  could  have 
occurred,  in  her  own  interests.  After  condemning  the 
husband's  conduct  with  unsparing  severity,  the  Lord 
President  surprised  most  of  the  persons  present  by 
speaking  of  the  wife  in  these  terms  : 

"  Grievously  as   Mrs.   Linley  has  been  injured,  the 
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evidence  shows  that  she  was  herself  by  no  means  free 
from  blame.     She  has  been  guilty,  to  say  the  least  of  it, 
of  acts  of  indiscretion.     When  the  criminal  attachment 
which  had  grown  up  between  Mr.  Herbert  Linley  and 
Miss  Westerfield  had  been  confessed  to  her,  she  appears 
to   have   most   unreasonably   overrated  whatever  merit 
there  might  have  been  in  their  resistance  to  the  final 
temptation.     She   was   indeed  so  impulsively  ready   to 
forgive  (without  waiting  to  see  if  the  event  justified  the 
exercise  of  mercy)  that  she  owns   to   having  given  her 
hand  to  Miss  "Westerfield,  at  parting,  not  half  an  hour 
after  that  young  person's  shameless  forgetfulness  of  the 
claims  of  modesty,  duty,  and  gratitude  had  been  first 
communicated  to  her.     To  say  that  this  was  the  act  of 
an  inconsiderate  woman,  culpably  indiscreet,  and  I  had 
almost  added,  culpably  indelicate,  is  only  to  say  what 
she  has  deserved.     On  the  next  occasion  to  which  I  feel 
bound  to  advert,  her  conduct  was  even  more  deserving  of 
censure.     She  herself  appears  to  have  placed  the  temp- 
tation under  which  he  fell  in  her  husband's  way,  and  so 
(in  some  degree  at  least)  to  have  provoked  the  catastrophe 
which  has  brought  her  before  this  court.     I  allude,  it  is 
needless  to  say,  to  her  having  invited  the  governess — - 
then  out  of  harm's  way ;  then  employed  elsewhere — to 
return  to  her  house,  and  to  risk  (what  actually  occurred) 
a  meeting  with  Mr.  Herbert  Linley  when  no  third  person 
happened  to   be  present.      I  know  that  the  maternal 
motive  which  animated  Mrs.  Linley  is  considered,  by 
many  persons,  to  excuse  and  even  to  justify  that  most 
regrettable  act ;  and  I  have  myself  allowed  (I  fear  weakly 
allowed)  more  than  due  weight  to  this  consideration  in 
pronouncing    for    the    Divorce.      Let   me    express   the 
earnest  hope  that  Mrs.  Linley  will  take  warning  by  what 
has  happened  ;  and,  if  she  finds  herself  hereafter  placed 
in  other  circumstances  of  difficulty,  let  me  advise  her  to 
exercise  more  control  over   impulses  which  one  might 
expect  perhaps  to  find  in  a  young  girl,  but  which  are 
neither  natural  nor  excusable  in  a  woman  of  her  age." 

His  lordship  then  decreed  the  Divorce  in  the  custom- 
ary form,  giving  the  custody  of  the  child  to  the  mother. 

As  fast  as  a  hired  carriage  could  take  him,  Mr.  Sarrazin 
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drove  from  the  court  to  Mrs.  Linley's  lodgings,  to  tell 
her  that  the  one  great  object  of  securing  her  right  to  her 
child  had  been  achieved. 

At  the  door  he  was  met  by  Mrs.  Presty.  She  was 
accompanied  by  a  stranger,  whose  medical  services  had 
been  required.  Interested  professionally  in  hearing  the 
result  of  the  trial,  this  gentleman  volunteered  to  commu- 
nicate the  good  news  to  his  patient.  He  had  been 
waiting  to  administer  a  composing  draught,  until  the 
suspense  from  which  Mrs.  Linley  was  suffering  might  be 
relieved,  and  a  reasonable  hope  be  entertained  that  the 
medicine  would  produce  the  right  effect.  With  that 
explanation  he  left  the  room. 

While  the  doctor  was  speaking,  Mrs.  Presty  was 
drawing  her  own  conclusions  from  a  close  scrutiny  of 
Mr.  Sarrazin's.face. 

"I  am  going  to  make  a  disagreeable  remark,"  she 
announced.  "  You  look  ten  years  older,  sir,  than  you  did 
when  you  left  us  this  morning  to  go  to  the  Court.  Do 
me  a  favour — come  to  the  sideboard."  The  lawyer 
having  obeyed,  she  poured  out  a  glass  of  wine.  "  There 
is  the  remedy,"  she  resumed,  "when  something  has 
happened  to  worry  you." 

"  '  Worry  '  isn't  the  right  word,"  Mr.  Sarrazin  declared. 
"  I'm  furious  !  It's  a  most  improper  thing  for  a  person 
in  my  position  to  say  of  a  person  in  the  Lord  President's 
position ;  but  I  do  say  it — he  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
himself." 

"  After  giving  us  our  Divorce!"  Mrs.  Presty  exclaimed. 
"  What  has  he  done?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin  repeated  what  the  Judge  had  said  of 
Mrs.  Linley.  "  In  my  opinion,"  he  added,  "  such 
language  as  that  is  an  insult  to  your  daughter." 

"And  yet,"  Mrs.  Presty  repeated,  "he  has  given  us 
our  Divorce."  She  returned  to  the  sideboard,  poured 
out  a  second  dose  of  the  remedy  against  worry,  and  took 
it  herself.  "  What  sort  of  character  does  the  Lord 
President  bear '?"  she  asked  when  she  had  emptied  her 
glass. 

This  seemed  to  be  an  extraordinary  question  to  put, 
under  the  circumstances.  Mr.  Sarrazin  answered  it, 
however,  to  the  best  of   his  ability.      "  An  excellent 
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character,"  he  said — "  that's  the  unaccountable  part  of 
it.  I  hear  that  he  is  one  of  the  most  careful  and  con- 
siderate men  who  ever  sat  on  the  bench.  Excuse  me, 
Mrs.  Presty,  I  didn't  intend  to  produce  that  impression 
on  you." 

"  What  impression,  Mr.  Sarrazin?" 

"  You  look  as  if  you  thought  there  was  some  excuse 
for  the  Judge." 

"  That's  exactly  what  I  do  think." 

"  You  find  an  excuse  for  him  ?" 

"I  do." 

"What  is  it,  Ma'am?" 

"  Constitutional  infirmity,  sir." 

"  May  I  ask  of  what  nature?" 

"  You  may.     Gout." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  thought  he  understood  her  at  last. 
"  You  know  the  Lord  President,"  he  said. 

Mrs.  Presty  denied  it  positively.  "  No,  Mr.  Sarrazin, 
I  don't  get  at  it  in  that  way.  I  merely  consult  my 
experience  of  another  official  person  of  high  rank,  and 
apply  it  to  the  Lord  President.  You  know  that  my  first 
husband  was  a  Cabinet  Minister  ?" 

"  I  have  heard  you  say  so,  Mrs.  Presty,  on  more  than 
one  occasion." 

"  Very  well.  You  may  also  have  heard  that  the  late 
Mr.  Norman  was  a  remarkably  well-bred  man.  In  and 
out  of  the  House  of  Commons,  courteous  almost  to  a 
fault.  One  day  I  happened  to  interrupt  him  when  he 
was  absorbed  over  an  Act  of  Parliament.  Before  I  could 
apologise — I  tell  you  this  in  the  strictest  confidence — he 
threw  the  Act  of  Parliament  at  my  head.  Ninety-nine 
women  out  of  a  hundred  would  have  thrown  it  back 
again.  Knowing  his  constitution,  I  decided  on  waiting  a 
day  or  two.  On  the  jseeond  day.  my  anticipations  were 
realised.  Mr.  Norman's  great  toe  was  as  big  as  my  fist, 
and  as  red  as  a  lobster;  he  apologised  for  the  Act  of 
Parliament  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  Suppressed  gout  in 
Mr.  Norman's  temper;  suppressed  gout  in  the  Lord 
President's  temper.  He  will  have  a  toe ;  and,  if  I  can 
prevail  upon  my  daughter  to  call  upon  him,  I  have  not 
the  least  doubt  he  will  apologise  to  her  with  tears  in  his 
eyes." 
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This  Interesting  experiment  was  never  destined  to  be 
tried.  Eight  or  wrong,  Mrs.  Presty's  theory  remained 
the  only  explanation  of  the  Judge's  severity.  Mr. 
Sarrazin  attempted  to  change  the  subject.  Mrs.  Presty 
had  not  quite  done  with  it  yet.  "  There  is  one  more 
thing  I  want  to  say,"  she  proceeded.  "  Will  his  lord- 
ship's remarks  appear  in  the  newspapers  ?" 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it." 

"  In  that  case  I  will  take  care  (for  my  daughter's  sake) 
ijhat  no  newspapers  enter  the  house  to-morrow.  As  for 
visitors,  we  needn't  be  afraid  of  them.  Catherine  is  not 
likely  to  be  able  to  leave  her  room ;  the  worry  of  this 
miserable  business  has  quite  broken  her  down." 

The  doctor  returned  at  that  moment. 

Without  taking  the  old  lady's  gloomy  view  of  his 
patient,  he  admitted  that  she  was  in  a  low  nervous  con- 
dition ;  and  he  had  reason  to  suppose,  judging  by  her 
reply  to  a  question  which  he  had  ventured  to  put,  that 
she  had  associations  with  Scotland  which  made  a  visit  to 
that  country  far  from  agreeable  to  her.  His  advice  was 
that  she  should  leave  Edinburgh  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
go  South.  If  the  change  of  climate  led  to  no  improve- 
ment, she  would  at  least  be  in  a  position  to  consult  the 
best  physicians  in  London.  In  a  day  or  two  more  it 
would  be  safe  to  remove  her — provided  she  was  not  per- 
mitted to  exhaust  her  strength  by  taking  long  railway 
journeys. 

Having  given  his  advice,  the  doctor  took  leave.  Soon 
after  he  had  gone,  Kitty  made  her  appearance,  charged 
with  a  message  from  Mrs.  Linley's  room. 

"Hasn't  the  physic  sent  your  mother  to  sleep  yet?" 
Mrs.  Presty  inquired. 

Kitty  shook  her  head.  "  Mamma  wants  to  go  away 
to-morrow,  and  no  physic  will  make  her  sleep  till  she 
has  seen  you,  and  settled  about  it.  That's  what  she  told 
me  to  say.  If  I  behaved  in  that  way  about  my  physic, 
I  should  catch  it." 

Mrs.  Presty  left  the  room ;  watched  by  her  grand- 
daughter with  an  appearance  of  anxiety  which  it  was 
not  easy  to  understand. 

"What's  the  matter?"  Mr.  Sarrazin  asked.  "You 
look  very  serious  to-day." 
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Kitty  held  up  a  warning  hand.  "Grandmamma 
sometimes  listens  at  doors,"  she  whispered;  "I  don't 
want  her  to  hear  me."  She  waited  a  little  longer,  and 
then  approached  Mr.  Sarrazin,  frowning  mysteriously. 
"  Take  me  up  on  your  knee,"  she  said.  "  There's  some- 
thing wrong  going  on  in  this  house." 

Mr.  Sarrazin  took  her  on  his  knee,  and  rashly  asked 
what  had  gone  wrong.     Kitty's  reply  puzzled  him. 

"  I  go  to  Mamma's  room  every  morning  when  I  wake," 
the  child  began.  "  I  get  into  her  bed,  and  I  give  her  a 
kiss,  and  I  say  '  Good-morning ' — and  sometimes,  if  she 
isn't  in  a  hurry  to  get  up,  I  stop  in  her  bed,  and  go  to 
sleep  again.  Mamma  thought  I  was  asleep  this  morn- 
ing. I  wasn't  asleep — I  was  only  quiet.  I  don't  know 
why  I  was  quiet." 

Mr.  Sarrazin' s  kindness  still  encouraged  her.  "Well," 
he  said,  "  and  what  happened  after  that  ?" 

"Grandmamma  came  in.  She  told  Mamma  to  keep 
up  her  spirits.  She  says,  '  It  will  be  all  over  in  a  few 
hours  more.'  She  says,  '  What  a  burden  it  will  be  off 
your  mind !'  She  says,  '  Is  that  child  asleep  ?'  And 
Mamma  says,  '  Yes.'  And  Grandmamma  took  one  of 
Mamma's  towels.  And  I  thought  she  was  going  to  wash 
herself.     What  would  you  have  thought  ?" 

Mr.  Sarrazin  began  to  doubt  whether  he  would  do  well 
to  discuss  Mrs.  Presty's  object  in  taking  the  towel.  He 
only  said,  "  Go  on." 

"  Grandmamma  dipped  it  into  the  water- jug,"  Kitty 
continued  with  a  grave  face;  "but  she  didn't  wash 
herself.  She  went  to  one  of  Mamma's  boxes.  Though 
she's  so  old,  she's  awfully  strong,  I  can  tell  you.  She 
rubbed  off  the  luggage-label  in  no  time.  Mamma  says, 
'  What  are  you  doing  that  for  ?'  And  Grandmamma 
says — this  is  the  dreadful  thing  that  I  want  you  to 
explain ;  oh,  I  can  remember  it  all ;  it's  like  learning 
lessons,  only  much  nicer — Grandmamma  says,  '  Before 
the  day's  over,  the  name  on  your  boxes  will  be  your 
name  no  longer.' " 

Mr.  Sarrazin  now  became  aware  of  the  labyrinth  into 
which  his  young  friend  had  innocently  led  him.  The 
Divorce,  and  the  wife's  inevitable  return  (when  the 
husband  was  no  longer  the  husband)  to  her  maiden  name 
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— these  were  the  subjects  on  which  Kitty's  desire  for 
enlightenment  applied  to  the  wisest  person  within  her 
reach,  her  mother's  legal  adviser. 

Mr.  Sarrazin  tried  to  put  her  off  his  knee.  She  held 
him  round  the  neck.  He  thought  of  the  railway  as  a 
promising  excuse,  and  told  her  he  must  go  back  to 
London.  She  held  him  a  little  tighter.  "  I  really  can't 
wait,  my  dear  ;"  he  got  up  as  he  said  it.  Kitty  hung  on 
to  him  with  her  legs  as  well  as  her  arms,  and  finding  the 
position  uncomfortable,  lost  her  temper.  "  Mamma's 
going  to  have  a  new  name,"  she  shouted,  as  if  the 
lawyer  had  suddenly  become  deaf.  "  Grandmamma 
says  she  must  be  Mrs.  Norman.  And  I  must  be  Miss 
Norman.  I  won't  !  "Where's  Papa  ?  I  want  to  write 
to  him;  I  .know  he  won't  allow  it.  Do  you  hear? 
Where's  Papa  !" 

She  fastened  her  little  hands  on  Mr.  Sarrazin's  coat 
collar  and  tried  to  shake  him,  in  a  fury  of  resolution  to 
know  what  it  all  meant.  At  that  critical  moment  Mrs. 
Presty  opened  the  door,  and  stood  petrified  on  the 
threshold. 

"  Hanging  on  to  Mr.  Sarrazin  with  her  arms  and  her 
legs  !"  exclaimed  the  old  lady.  "  You  little  wretch, 
which  are  you,  a  monkey  or  a  child?" 

The  lawyer  gently  deposited  Kitty  on  the  floor. 

"  Mind  this,  Samuel,"  she  whispered,  as  he  set  her 
down  on  her  feet,  "  I  won't  be  Miss  Norman." 

Mrs.  Presty  pointed  sternly  to  the  open  door.  "  You 
were  screaming  just  now,  when  quiet  in  the  house  is  of 
the  utmost  importance  to  your  mother.  If  I  hear  yo:i 
again,  bread  and  water  and  no  doll  for  the  rest  of  the 
week." 

Kitty  retired  in  disgrace,  and  Mrs.  Presty  sharpened 
her  tongue  on  Mr.  Sarrazin  next.  "I'm  astonished,  sir, 
at  your  allowing  that  impudent  grandchild  of  mine  to 
take  such  liberties  with  you.  Who  would  suppose  that 
you  were  a  married  man,  with  children  of  your  own  ?" 

"  That's  just  the  reason,  my  dear  madam,"  Mr. 
Sarrazin  smartly  replied.  "I  romp  with  my  own 
children — why  not  with  Kitty  ?  Can  I  do  anything  for 
you  in  London  ?"  he  went  on,  getting  a  little  nearer  to 
the  door;  "  I  leave  Edinburgh  by  the  next  train.     And 
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I  promise  you,"  he  added,  with  the  spirit  of  mischief 
twinkling  in  his  eyes,  "  this  shall  be  my  last  confidential 
interview  with  your  grandchild.  When  she  wants  to 
ask  any  more  questions,  I  transfer  her  to  you." 

Mrs.  Presty  looked  after  the  retreating  lawyer 
thoroughly  mystified.  What  "  confidential  interview  "  ? 
What  "questions"?  After  some  consideration,  her 
experience  of  her  granddaughter  suggested  that  a  little 
exercise  of  mercy  might  be  attended  with  the  right 
result.  She  looked  at  a  cake  on  the  sideboard.  "Iha\e 
only  to  forgive  Kitty,"  she  decided,  "  and  the  child  will 
talk  about  it  of  her  own  accord." 


CHAPTEE  XXXI. 

MR.    HERBERT    LINLEY. 

Of  the  friends  and  neighbours  who  had  associated  with 
Herbert  Linley,  in  bygone  days,  not  more  than  two  or 
three  kept  up  their  intimacy  with  him  at  the  later  time 
of  his  disgrace.  Those  few,  it  is  needless  to  say,  were 
men. 

One  of  the  faithful  companions,  who  had  not  shrunk 
from  him.  yet,  had  just  left  the  London  hotel  at  which 
Linley  had  taken  rooms  for  Sydney  Westerfield  and  him- 
self— in  the  name  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herbert.  This  old 
friend  had  been  shocked  by  the  change  for  the  worse 
which  he  perceived  in  the  fugitive  master  of  Mount 
Morven.  Linley's  stout  figure  of  former  times  had 
fallen  away,  as  if  he  had  suffered  under  long  illness  ;  his 
healthy  colour  had  faded  ;  he  made  an  effort  to  assume 
the  hearty  manner  that  had  once  been  natural  to  him, 
which  was  simply  pitiable  to  see.  "  After  sacrificing  all 
that  makes  life  truly  decent  and  truly  enjoyable  for  a 
woman,  he  has  got  nothing,  not  even  false  happiness,  in 
return !"  With  that  dreary  conclusion  the  retiring 
visitor  descended  the  hotel  steps,  and  went  his  way 
along  the  street. 

Linley  returned  to  the  newspaper  which  he  had  been 
reading  when  his  friend  was  shown  into  the  room. 

Line  by  line  he  followed  the  progress  of  the  law 
report,  which  informed  its  thousands  of  readers  that  hia 
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wife  had  divorced  him,  and  had  taken  lawful  possession 
of  his  child.  Word  by  word,  he  dwelt  with  morbid 
attention  on  the  terms  of  crushing  severity  in  which  the 
Lord  President  had  spoken  of  Sydney  "Westerfield  and 
of  himself.  Sentence  by  sentence,  he  read  the  reprool 
inflicted  on  the  unhappy  woman  whom  he  had  vowed  to 
love  and  cherish.  And  then — even  then — urged  by  his 
own  self-tormenting  suspicion,  he  looked  for  more.  On 
the  opposite  page  there  was  a  leading  article,  presenting 
comments  on  the  trial,  written  in  the  tone  of  lofty  and 
virtuous  regret ;  taking  the  wife's  side  against  the  Judge, 
but  declaring,  at  the  same  time,  that  no  condemnation  of 
the  conduct  of  the  husband  and  the  governess  could  _be^ 
too  merciless,  and  no  misery  that  might  overtake  them 
in  the  future. more  than  they  had  deserved. 

He  threw  the  newspaper  on  the  table  at  his  side,  and 
thought  over  what  he  had  read. 

If  he  had  done  nothing  else,  he  had  drained  the  bitter 
cup  to  the  dregs.  When  he  looked  back,  he  saw  nothing 
but  the  life  that  he  had  wasted.  When  his  thoughts 
turned  to  the  future,  they  confronted  a  prospect  empty 
of  all  promise  to  a  man  still  in  the  prime  of  life.  Wife 
and  child  were  as  completely  lost  to  him  as  if  they  had 
been  dead — and  it  was  the  wife's  doing.  Had  he  any 
right  to  complain  ?  Not  the  shadow  of  a  right.  As  the 
newspapers  said,  he  had  deserved  it. 

The  clock  roused  him,  striking  the  hour. 

He  rose  hurriedly,  and  advanced  towards  the  window- 
As  he  crossed  the  room,  he  passed  by  a  mirror.  His 
own  sullen  despair  looked  at  him  in  the  reflection  of  his 
face.  "She  will  be  back  directly,"  he  remembered; 
"  she  mustn't  see  me  like  this !"  He  went  on  to  the 
window  to  divert  his  mind  (and  so  to  clear  his  face)  by 
watching  the  stream  of  life  flowing  by  in  the  busy  street. 
Artificial  cheerfulness,  assumed  love  in  Sydney's  presence 
— that  was  what  his  life  had  come  to  already. 

If  he  had  known  that  she  had  gone  out,  seeking  a 
temporary  separation,  with  his  fear  of  self-betrayal — if 
he  had  suspected  that  she  too  had  thoughts  which  must 
be  concealed  :  sad  forebodings  of  losing  her  hold  on  his 
heart,  terrifying  suspicions  that  he  was  already  comparing 
her,  to  her  own  disadvantage,  with  the  wife  whom  he  had 
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deserted — if  he  had  made  these  discoveries,  what  would 
the  end  have  been  ?  But  she  had,  thus  far,  escaped  the 
danger  of  exciting  his  distrust.  That  she  loved  him,  he 
knew.  That  she  had  begun  to  doubt  his  attachment  to 
her  he  would  not  have  believed,  if  his  oldest  friend  had 
declared  it  on  the  best  evidence.  She  had  said  to  him, 
that  morning,  at  breakfast:  "  There  was  a  good  woman 
who  used  to  let  lodgings  here  in  London,  and  who  was 
very  kind  to  me  when  I  was  a  child ;"  and  she  had  asked 
leave  to  go  to  the  house,  and  inquire  if  that  friendly  land- 
lady was  still  living — with  nothing  visibly  constrained  in 
her  smile,  and  with  no  faltering  tone  in  her  voice.  It 
was  not  until  she  was  out  in  the  street,  that  the  tell-tale 
tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  the  bitter  sigh  broke  from 
her,  and  mingled  its  little  unheard  misery  with  the  grand 
rise  and  fall  of  the  tumult  of  London  life.  While  he  was 
still  at  the  window,  he  saw  her  crossing  the  street  on  her 
way  back  to  him.  She  came  into  the  room  with  her 
complexion  heightened  by  exercise ;  she  kissed  him,  and 
said  with  her  pretty  smile  :  "  Have  you  been  lonely  with- 
out me?"  Who  would  have  supposed  that  the  torment 
of  distrust,  and  the  dread  of  desertion,  were  busy  at  this 
woman's  heart  ? 

He  placed  a  chair  for  her,  and  seating  himself  by  her 
side,  asked  if  she  felt  tired.  Every  attention  that  she 
could  wish  for  from  the  man  whom  she  loved,  offered 
with  every  appearance  of  sincerity  on  the  surface  !  She 
met  him  half-way,  and  answered  as  if  her  mind  was  quite 
at  ease. 

"  No,  dear,  I'm  not  tired — but  I'm  glad  to  get  back." 
"  Did  you  find  your  old  landlady  still  alive?" 
"  Yes.     But  oh,  so  altered,  poor  tiling  !     The  struggle 
for  life  must  have  been  a  hard  one,  since  I  last  saw  her." 
"  She  didn't  recognise  you,  of  course?" 
"  Oh  !  no.     She  looked  at  me  and  my  dress  in  great 
surprise,  and  said  her  lodgings  were  hardly  fit  for  a  young 
lady  like  me.     It  was  too  sad.     I  said  I  had  known  her 
lodgings  well,  many  years  ago— and,  with  that  to  prepare 
her,  I  told  her  who  I  was.     Ah,  it  was  a  melancholy 
meeting  for  both  of  us.     She  burst  out  crying  when  I 
kissed  her ;  and  I  had  to  tell  her  that  my  mother  was 
dead,  and  my  brother  lost  to  me  in  spite  of  every  effort 
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to  find  him.  I  asked  to  go  into  the  kitchen,  thinking  the 
change  would  be  a  relief  to  both  of  us.  The  kitchen  used 
to  be  a  paradise  to  me  in  those  old  days  ;  it  was  so  warm 
to  a  half-starved  child — and  I  always  got  something  to 
eat  when  I  was  there.  You  have  no  idea,  Herbert,  how 
poor  and  how  empty  the  place  looked  to  me  now.  I  was 
glad  to  get  out  of  it,  and  go  upstairs.  There  was  a 
lumber-room  at  the  top  of  the  house  ;  I  used  to  play  in 
it,  all  by  myself.  More  changes  met  me  the  moment  I 
opened  the  door." 

"  Changes  for  the  better  ?"■ 

"  My  dear,  it  couldn't  have  changed  for  the  worse  ! 
My  dirty  old  play-room  was  cleaned  and  repaired ;  the 
lumber  taken  away,  and  a  nice  little  bed  in  one  corner. 
Some  clerk  in_the  City  had  taken  the  room — I  shouldn't 
have  known  it  again.  But  there  was  another  surprise 
waiting  for  me  ;  a  happy  surprise  this  time.  In  cleaning 
out  the  garret,  what  do  you  think  the  landlady  found  ? 
Try  to  guess." 

Anything  to  please  her  !  Anything  to  make  her  think 
that  he  was  as  fond  of  her  as  ever  !  "  Was  it  something 
you  had  left  behind  you,"  he  said,  "  at  the  time  when 
you  lodged  there?" 

"  Yes  !  you  are  right  at  the  first  guess — a  little  me- 
morial of  my  father.  Only  some  torn  crumpled  leaves 
from  a  book  of  children's  songs  that  he  used  to  teach  me 
to  sing ;  and  a  small  packet  of  his  letters,  which  my 
mother  may  have  thrown  aside  and  forgotten.  See !  I 
have  brought  them  back  with  me  ;  I  mean  to  look  over 
the  letters  at  once — but  this  doesn't  interest  you." 

"  Indeed  it  does." 

He  made  that  considerate  reply  mechanically,  as  if  he 
was  thinking  of  something  else.  She  was  afraid  to  tell 
him  plainly  that  she  saw  this  ;  but  she  could  venture  to 
say  that  he  was  not  looking  well.  "  I  have  noticed  ib 
for  some  time  past,"  she  confessed.  "  You  have  been 
accustomed  to  live  in  the  country ;  I  am  afraid  London 
doesn't  agree  with  you." 

He  admitted  that  she  might  be  right;  still  speaking 
absently,  still  thinking  of  the  Divorce.  She  laid  the 
packet  of  letters  and  the  poor  relics  of  the  old  song-book 
on  the  table,  and  bent  over  him.     Tenderly,  and  a  little 
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timidly,  she  put  her  arm  round  his  neck.  "  Let  us  try- 
some  purer  air,"  she  suggested ;  "  the  seaside  might  do 
you  good.     Don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"  I  dare  say,  my  dear.     Where  shall  we  go?" 

"  Oh,  I  leave  that  to  you." 

"  No,  Sydney.  It  was  I  who  proposed  coming  to 
London.     You  shall  decide  this  time." 

She  submitted,  and  promised  to  think  of  it.  Leaving 
him,  with  the  first  expression  of  trouble  that  had  shown 
itself  in  her  face,  she  took  up  the  songs,  and  put  them 
into  the  pocket  of  her  dress.  On  the  point  of  removing 
the  letters  next,  she  noticed  the  newspaper  on  the  table. 
"Anything  interesting  to-day?"  she  asked — and  drew 
the  newspaper  towards  her  to  look  at  it.  He  took  it 
from  her  suddenly,  almost  roughly.  The  next  moment 
he  apologised  for  his  rudeness.  "  There  is  nothing  worth 
reading  in  the  paper,"  he  said,  after  begging  her  pardon. 
"  You  don't  care  about  politics,  do  you?" 

Instead  of  answering,  she  looked  at  him  attentively. 

The  heightened  colour  which  told  of  recent  exercise, 
healthily  enjoyed,  faded  from  her  face.  She  was  silent ; 
she  was  pale.  A  little  confused,  he  smiled  uneasily. 
"  Surely,"  he  resumed,  trying  to  speak  gaily,  "  I  haven't 
offended  you  ?" 

"  There  is  something  in  the  newspaper,"  she  said, 
"  which  you  don't  want  me  to  read." 

He  denied  it — but  he  still  kept  the  newspaper  in  his 
own  possession.  Her  voice  sank  low;  her  face  turned 
paler  still. 

"Is  it  all  over?"  she  asked.  "And  is  it  put  in  the 
newspaper?" 

"  What  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  mean  the  Divorce." 

He  went  back  again  to  the  window,  and  looked  out. 
It  was  the  easiest  excuse  that  he  could  devise  for  keeping 
his  face  turned  away  from  her.     She  followed  him. 

"  I  don't  want  to  read  it,  Herbert.  I  only  ask  you  to 
tell  me  if  you  are  a  free  man  again." 

Quiet  as  it  was,  her  tone  left  him  no  alternative  but  to 
treat  her  brutally  or  to  reply.  Still  looking  out  at  the 
street,  he  said  "  Yes." 

"  Free  to  marry,  if  you  like  ?"  she  persisted, 
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He  said  "  Yes  "  once  more — and  kept  his  face  steadily 
turned  away  from  her.  She  waited  awhile.  He  neither 
moved  nor  spoke. 

Surviving  the  slow  death  little  by  little  of  air  her  other 
illusions,  one  last  hope  had  lingered  in  her  heart.  It 
was  killed  by  that  cruel  look,  fixed  on  the  view  of  the 
street. 

"  I'll  try  to  think  of  a  place  that  we  can  go  to  at  the 
seaside."  Having  said  those  words  she  slowly  moved 
away  to  the  door,  and  turned  back,  remembering  the 
packet  of  letters.  She  took  it  up,  paused,  and  looked 
towards  the  window.  The  street  still  interested  him. 
She  left  the  room. 


CHAPTEE  XXXII. 

MISS     WESTEEFIELD. 

She  locked  the  door  of  her  bedchamber,  and  threw  off 
her  walking  dress  ;  light  as  it  was,  she  felt  as  if  it  would 
stifle  her.  Even  the  ribbon  round  her  neck  was  more 
than  she  could  endure,  and  breathe  freely.  Her  over- 
burdened heart  found  no  relief  in  tears.  In  the  solitude 
of  her  room  she  thought  of  the  future.  The  dreary  fore- 
boding of  what  it  might  be,  filled  her  with  a  superstitious 
dread  from  which  she  recoiled.  One  of  the  windows  was 
open  already ;  she  threw  up  the  other  to  get  more  air. 
In  the  cooler  atmosphere  her  memory  recovered  itself ; 
she  recollected  the  newspapei,  that  Herbert  had  taken 
from  her.  Instantly  she  rang  for  the  maid.  "  Ask  the 
first  waiter  you  see  downstairs  for  to-day's  newspaper ; 
any  one  will  do,  so  long  as  I  don't  wait  for  it."  The  re- 
port of  the  Divorce — she  was  in  a  frenzy  of  impatience  to 
read  what  he  had  read — the  report  of  the  Divorce. 

When  her  wish  had  been  gratified,  when  she  had  read 
it  from  beginning  to  end,  one  vivid  impression  only  was 
left  on  her  mind.  She  could  think  of  nothing  but  what 
the  Judge  had  said,  in  speaking  of  Mrs.  Linley. 

A  cruel  reproof,  and  worse  than  cruel,  a  public  reproof, 
administered  to  the  generous  friend,  the  true  wife,  the 
devoted  mother — and  for  what?  For  having  been  too 
ready  to  forgive  the  wretch  who  had  taken  her  husband 
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from  her,  and  had  repaid  a  hundred  acts  of  kindness  by 
unpardonable  ingratitude. 

She  fell  on  her  knees;  she  tried  wildly  to  pray  for 
inspiration  that  should  tell  her  what  to  do.  "  Oh,  God, 
how  can  I  give  that  woman  back  the  happiness  of  which 
I  have  robbed  her  !" 

The  composing  influence  of  prayer  on  a  troubled  mind 
was  something  that  she  had  heard  of.  It  was  not  some- 
thing that  she  experienced  now.  An  overpowering  im- 
patience to  make  the  speediest  and  completest  atonement 
possessed  her.  Must  she  wait  till  Herbert  Linley  no 
longer  concealed  that  he  was  weary  of  her,  and  cast  her 
off?  No  !  It  should  be  her  own  act  that  parted  them, 
and  that  did  it  at  once.  She  threw  open  the  door,  and 
hurried  half-way  down  the  stairs  before  she  remembered 
the  one  terrible  obstacle  in  her  way — the  Divorce. 

Slowly  and  sadly  she  submitted,  and  went  back  to  her 
room. 

There  was  no  disguising  it ;  the  two  who  had  once  been 
husband  and  wife  were  parted  irrevocably — by  the  wife's 
own  act.  Let  him  repent  ever  so  sincerely,  let  him  be 
ever  so  ready  to  return,  would  the  woman  whose  faith 
Herbert  Linley  had  betrayed  take  him  back  ?  The 
Divorce,  the  merciless  Divorce,  answered  : — No  ! 

She  paused,  thinking  of  the  marriage  that  was  now  a 
marriage  no  more.  The  toilet-table  was  close  to  her; 
she  looked  absently  at  her  haggard  face  in  the  glass. 
What  a  lost  wretch  she  saw !  The  generous  impulses 
which  other  women  were  free  to  feel  were  forbidden 
luxuries  to  her.  She  was  ashamed  of  her  wickedness  ; 
she  was  eager  to  sacrifice  herself,  for  the  good  of  the 
once-dear  friend  whom  she  had  wronged.  Useless 
longings  !     Too  late  1  too  late  ! 

She  regretted  it  bitterly.     Why  ? 

Comparing  Mrs.  Linley's  prospects  with  hers,  was 
there  anything  to  justify  regret  for  the  divorced  wife  ? 
She  had  her  sweet  little  child  to  make  her  happy  ;  she 
had  a  fortune  of  her  own  to  lift  her  above  sordid  cares ; 
she  was  still  handsome,  still  a  woman  to  be  admired. 
While  she  held  her  place  in  the  world  as  high  as  ever, 
what  was  the  prospect  before  Sydney  Westerfield  ?  The 
miserable  sinner  would  end  as  she  had  deserved  tp  end- 


1 86  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

Absolutely  dependent  on  a  man  who  was  at  that  moment 
perhaps  lamenting  the  wife  whom  he  had  deserted  and 
lost,  how  long  would  it  be  before  she  found  herself  an 
outcast,  without  a  friend  to  help  her — with  a  reputation 
hopelessly  lost — face  to  face  with  the  temptation  to 
drown  herself  or  poison  herself,  as  other  women  had 
drowned  themselves  or  poisoned  themselves,  when  the 
brightest  future  before  them  was  rest  in  death  ? 

If  she  had  been  a  few  years  older,  Herbert  Linley 
might  never  again  have  seen  her  a  living  creature.  But 
she  was  too  young  to  follow  any  train  of  repellent 
thought  persistently  to  its  end.  The  man  she  had 
guiltily  (and  yet  how  naturally)  loved  was  lord  and 
master  in  her  heart,  doubt  him  as  she  might.  Even  in 
his  absence  he  pleaded  with  her  to  have  some  faith  in 
him  still. 

She  reviewed  his  language  and  his  conduct  towards 
her,  when  she  had  returned  that  morning  from  her  walk. 
He  had  been  kind  and  considerate ;  he  had  listened  to 
her  little  story  of  the  relics  of  her  father,  found  in  the 
garret,  as  if  her  interests  were  his  interests.  There  had 
been  nothing  to  disappoint  her,  nothing  to  complain  of, 
until  she  had  rashly  attempted  to  discover  whether  he 
was  free  to  make  her  his  wife.  She  had  only  herself  to 
blame  if  he  was  cold  and  distant  when  she  had 
alluded  to  that  delicate  subject,  on  the  day  when  he  first 
knew  that  the  Divorce  had  been  granted,  and  his  child 
had  been  taken  from  him.  And  yet,  he  might  have 
found  a  kinder  way  of  reproving  a  sensitive  woman  than 
looking  into  the  street — as  if  he  had  forgotten  her  in  the 
interest  of  watching  the  strangers  passing  by  !  Perhaps 
be  was  not  thinking  of  the  strangers;  perhaps  his  mind 
was  dwelling  fondly  and  regretfully  on  his  wife  ? 

Instinctively,  she  felt  that  her  thoughts  were  leading 
her  back  again  to  a  state  of  doubt  from  which  her 
youthful  hopefulness  recoiled.  Was  there  nothing  she 
could  find  to  do  which  would  offer  some  other  subject  to 
occupy  her  mind  than  herself  and  her  future  ? 

Looking  absently  round  the  room,  she  noticed  the 
packet  of  her  father's  letters  placed  on  the  table  by  her 
bedside. 

The  first  three  letters  that  she  examined,  after  untying 
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the  packet,  were  briefly  written,  and  were  signed  by 
names  unknown  to  lier.  They  all  related  to  race-horses, 
and  to  cunningly  devised  bets  which  were  certain  to 
make  the  fortunes  of  the  clever  gamblers  on  the  turf 
who  laid  them.  Absolute  indifference  on  the  part  of  the 
winners  to  the  ruin  of  the  losers,  who  were  not  in  the 
secret,  was  the  one  feeling  in  common,  which  her  father's 
correspondents  presented.  In  mercy  to  his  memory  she 
threw  the  letters  into  the  empty  fireplace,  and  destroyed 
them  by  burning. 

The  next  letter  which  she  picked  out  from  the  little 
heap  was  of  some  length,  and  was  written  in  a  clear  and 
steady  hand.  By  comparison  with  the  blotted  scrawls 
which  she  had  just  burnt,  it  looked  like  the  letter  of 
a  gentleman.  She  turned  to  the  signature.  The  strange 
surname  struck  her;  it  was  "  Bennydeck." 

Not  a  common  name,  and  not  a  name  which  seemed 
to  be  altogether  unknown  to  her.  Had  she  heard  her 
father  mention  it  at  home  in  the  time  of  her  early  child- 
hood ?  There  were  no  associations  with  it  that  she  could 
now  call  to  mind. 

She  read  the  letter.  It  addressed  her  father  familiarly 
as  "My  dear  Boderick,"  and  it  proceeded  in  these 
words  :— 

"  The  delay  in  the  sailing  of  your  ship  offers  me  an 
opportunity  of  writing  to  you  again.  My  last  letter  told 
you  of  my  father's  death.  I  was  then  quite  unprepared 
for  an  event  which  has  happened,  since  that  affliction 
befel  me.  Prepare  yourself  to  be  surprised.  Our  old 
moated  house  at  Sandyseal,  in  which  we  have  spent  so 
many  happy  holidays  when  we  were  schoolfellows,  is 
sold. 

' '  You  will  be  almost  as  sorry  as  I  was  to  hear  this ; 
and  you  will  be  quite  as  surprised  as  I  was,  when  I  tell 
you  that  Sandyseal  Place  has  become  a  Priory  of  English 
Nuns,  of  the  order  of  St.  Benedict. 

"  I  think  I  see  you  look  up  from  my  letter,  with  your 
big  black  eyes  staring  straight  before  you,  and  say  and 
swear  that  this  must  be  one  of  my  mystifications.  Un- 
fortunately (for  I  am  fond  of  the  old  house  in  which  I 
was  born)  it  is  only  too  true.     The  instructions  in  my 
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father's  will,  under  which  Sandyseal  has  been  sold,  are 
peremptory  They  are  the  result  of  a  promise  made, 
many  years  since,  to  his  wife. 

"  You  and  I  were  both  very  young  when  my  poor 
mother  died  ;  but  I  think  you  must  remember  that  she, 
like  the  rest  of  her  family,  was  a  Eoman  Catholic. 

"  Having  reminded  you  of  this,  I  may  next  tell  you 
that  Sandyseal  Place  was  my  mother's  property.  It 
formed  part  of  her  marriage  portion,  and  it  was  settled 
on  my  father  if  she  died  before  him,  and  if  she  left  no 
female  child  to  survive  her.  I  am  her  only  child.  My 
father  was  therefore  dealing  with  his  own  property  when 
he  ordered  the  house  to  be  sold.  His  will  leaves  the 
purchase-money  to  me.  I  would  rather  have  kept  the 
house. 

"But  why  did  my  mother  make  him  promise  to  sell 
the  place  at  his  death  ? 

"  A  letter,  attached  to  my  father's  will,  answers  this 
question,  and  tells  a  very  sad  story.  In  deference  to  my 
mother's  wishes  it  was  kept  strictly  a  secret  from  me 
while  my  father  lived. 

"  There  was  a  younger  sister  of  my  mother's  who  was 
the  beauty  of  the  family ;  loved  and  admired  by  every- 
body who  was  acquainted  with  her.  It  is  needless  to 
make  this  long  letter  longer  by  dwelling  on  the  girl's 
miserable  story.  You  have  heard  it  of  other  girls,  over 
and  over  again.  She  loved  and  trusted ;  she  was  de- 
ceived and  deserted.  Alone  and  friendless  in  a  foreign 
country ;  her  fair  fame  blemished ;  her  hope  in  the 
future  utterly  destroyed,  she  attempted  to  drown  herself. 
This  took  place  in  France.  The  best  of  good  women — 
a  Sister  of  Charity — happened  to  be  near  enough  to  the 
river  to  rescue  her.  She  was  sheltered ;  she  was  pitied ; 
she  was  encouraged  to  return  to  her  family.  The  poor 
deserted  creature  absolutely  refused ;  she  could  never 
forget  that  she  had  disgraced  them.  The  good  Sister  of 
Charity  won  her  confidence.  A  retreat  which  would 
hide  her  from  the  world,  and  devote  her  to  religion  for 
the  rest  of  her  days,  was  the  one  end  to  her  wasted  life 
that  she  longed  for.  That  end  was  attained  in  a  Priory 
of  Benedictine  Nuns,  established  in  France.  There  she 
found  protection  and  peace — there  she  passed  the  r@? 
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niaining  years  of  her  life  among  devoted  Sister-friends — • 
and  there  she  died  a  quiet  and  even  a  happy  death. 

"  You  will  now  understand  how  my  mother's  grateful 
remembrance  associated  her  with  the  interests  of  more 
than  one  community  of  Nuns  ;  and  you  will  not  need  to 
be  told  what  she  had  in  mind  when  she  obtained  my 
father's  promise  at  the  time  of  her  last  illness. 

"  He  at  once  proposed  to  bequeath  the  house  as  a  free 
gift  to  the  Benedictines.  My  mother  thanked  him  and 
refused.  She  was  thinking  of  me.  '  If  our  son  fails  to 
inherit  the  house  from  his  father,'  she  said,  '  it  is  only 
right  that  he  should  have  the  value  of  the  house  in 
money.     Let  it  be  sold.' 

"  So  here  I  am — rich  already — with  this  additional 
gum  of  money  in  my  banker's  care. 

"  My  idea  is  to  invest  it  in  the  Funds,  and  to  let  it 
thrive  at  interest,  until  I  grow  older,  and  retire  perhaps 
from  service  in  the  Navy.  The  later  years  of  my  life 
may  well  be  devoted  to  the  founding  of  a  charitable 
institution,  which  I  myself  can  establish  and  direct.  If 
I  die  first — oh,  there  is  a  chance  of  it !  We  may  have 
a  naval  war,  perhaps,  or  I  may  turn  out  one  of  those 
incorrigible  madmen  who  risk  their  lives  in  Arctic  ex- 
ploration. In  case  of  the  worst,  therefore,  I  shall  leave 
the  interests  of  my  contemplated  Home  in  your  honest 
and  capable  hands.  For  the  present  good-bye,  and  a 
prosperous  voyage  outward  bound." 

So  the  lettei  jnded. 

Sydney  dwelt  with  reluctant  attention  on  the  latter 
half  of  it.  The  story  of  the  unhappy  favourite  of  the 
family  had  its  own  melancholy  and  sinister  interest  for 
her.  She  felt  the  foreboding  that  it  might,  in  some  of 
its  circumstances,  be  her  story  too — without  the  peaceful 
end.  Into  what  community  of  merciful  women  could 
she  be  received,  in  her  sorest  need  ?  What  religious 
consolations  would  encourage  her  penitence  ?  What 
prayers,  what  hopes,  would  reconcile  her,  on  her  death- 
bed, to  the  common  doom  ? 

She  sighed  as  she  folded  up  Captain  Bennydeck's 
letter,  and  put  it  in  her  bosom,  to  be  read  again.  "If 
my  lot  had  fallen  among  good  people,"   she  thought, 
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"perhaps  I  might  have  belonged  to  the  Church  which 
took  care  of  that  poor  girl." 

Her  mind  was  still  pursuing  its  own  sad  course  of 
inquiry :  she  was  wondering  in  what  part  of  England 
Sandyseal  might  be  :  she  was  asking  herself  if  the  Nuns 
at  the  old  moated  house  ever  opened  their  doors  to 
women,  whose  one  claim  on  their  common  Christianity 
was  the  claim  to  be  pitied — when  she  heard  Linley's 
footsteps  approaching  the  door. 

His  tone  was  kind ;  his  manner  was  gentle ;  his  tender 
interest  in  her  seemed  to  have  revived.  Her  long  absence 
had  alarmed  him  ;  he  feared  she  might  be  ill.  "I  was 
only  thinking,"  she  said.  He  smiled,  and  sat  down  by 
her,  and  asked  if  she  had  been  thinking  of  the  place  that 
they  should  go  to  when  they  left  London. 

CHAPTEE  XXXIII. 

MES.    EOMSEY. 

The  one  hotel  at  Sandyseal  was  full,  from  the  topmost 
story  to  the  ground  floor ;  and  by  far  the  larger  half  of 
the  landlord's  guests  were  invalids  sent  to  him  by  the 
doctors. 

To  persons  of  excitable  temperament,  in  search  of 
amusement,  the  place  offered  no  attractions.  Situated 
at  the  innermost  end  of  a  dull  little  bay,  Sandyseal — so 
far  as  any  view  of  the  shipping  in  the  Channel  was  con- 
cerned— might  have  been  built  on  a  rem.  .0  island  in  the 
Pacific  Ocean.  Vessels  of  any  importance  kept  well  out 
of  the  way  of  treacherous  shoals  and  currents  lurking  at 
the  entrance  of  the  bay.  The  anchorage  ground  was 
good ;  but  the  depth  of  water  was  suited  to  small  vessels 
only — to  shabby  old  fishing-smacks  which  seldom  paid 
their  expenses,  and  to  dirty  little  coasters  carrying  coals 
and  potatoes.  At  the  back  of  the  hotel,  two  slovenly 
rows  of  cottages  took  their  crooked  course  inland.  Sail- 
ing masters  of  yachts,  off  duty,  sat  and  yawned  at  the 
windows ;  lazy  fishermen  looked  wearily  at  the  weather 
over  their  garden  gates ;  and  superfluous  coastguards 
gathered  together  in  a  wooden  observatory,  and  levelled 
useless  telescopes  at  an  empty  sea.   The  flat  open  country, 
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with  its  few  dwarf  trees  and  its  mangy  hedges,  lay  pros- 
trate under  the  sky  in  all  the  desolation  of  solitary  space, 
and  left  the  famous  restorative  air  free  to  build  up 
dilapidated  nerves,  without  an'  object  to  hinder  its 
passage  at  any  point  of  the  compass.  The  lonely  drab- 
coloured  road  that  led  to  the  nearest  town  offered  to 
visitors,  taking  airings,  a  view  of  a  low  brown  object  in 
the  distance,  said  to  be  the  convent  in  which  the  Nuns 
lived,  secluded  from  mortal  eyes.  At  one  side  of  the 
hotel,  the  windows  looked  on  a  little  wooden  pier,  sadly 
in  want  of  repair.  On  the  other  side,  a  walled  enclosure 
accommodated  yachts  of  light  tonnage,  stripped  of  their 
rigging,  and  sitting  solitary  on  a  bank  of  mud  until 
their  owners  wanted  them.  In  this  neighbourhood  there 
was  a  small  outlying  colony  of  shops  :  one  that  sold  fruit 
and  fish  ;  one  that  dealt  in  groceries  and  tobacco  ;  one 
shut  up,  with  a  bill  in  the  window  inviting  a  tenant ;  and 
one,  behind  the  Methodist  Chapel,  answering  the  double 
purpose  of  a  post-office  and  a  store-house  for  ropes  and 
coals.  Beyond  these  objects  there  was  nothing  (and  this 
was  the  great  charm  of  the  place)  to  distract  the  attention 
of  invalids,  following  the  doctor's  directions,  and  from 
morning  to  night  taking  care  of  their  health. 

The  time  was  evening ;  the  scene  was  one  of  the 
private  sitting-rooms  in  the  hotel ;  and  the  purpose  in 
view  was  a  little  tea-party. 

Eich  Mrs.  Eomsey,  connected  with  commerce  as  wife 
of  the  chief  partner  in  the  firm  of  Eomsey  and  Eenshaw, 
was  staying  at  the  hotel  in  the  interests  of  her  three 
children.  They  were  of  delicate  constitution ;  their 
complete  recovery,  after  severe  illness  which  had  passed 
from  one  to  the  other,  was  less  speedy  than  had  been 
anticipated ;  and  the  doctor  had  declared  that  the  nervous 
system  was,  in  each  case,  more  or  less  in  need  of  repair. 
To  arrive  at  this  conclusion,  and  to  recommend  a  visit 
to  Sandyseal,  were  events  which  followed  each  other 
(medically  speaking)  as  a  matter  of  course. 

The  health  of  the  children  had  greatly  improved  ;  the 
famous  air  had  agreed  with  them,  and  the  discovery  of  new 
playfellows  had  agreed  with  them.  They  had  made 
acquaintance  with  Lady  Myrie  s  well-bred  boys,  and  with 
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Mrs.  Norman's  charming  little  Kitty.  The  most  cordial 
good-feeling  had  established  itself  among  the  mothers. 
Owing  a  return  for  hospitalities  received  from  Lady  Myrie 
and  Mrs.  Norma,n,  Mrs.  Eomsey  had  invited  the  two 
ladies  to  drink  tea  with  her  in  honour  of  an  interesting 
domestic  event.  Her  husband,  absent  on  the  Continent 
for  some  time  past,  on  business  connected  with  his  firm, 
had  returned  to  England,  and  had  that  evening  joined 
his  wife  and  children  at  Sandyseal. 

Lady  Myrie  had  arrived,  and  Mr.  Eomsey  had  been 
presented  to  her.  Mrs.  Norman,  expected  to  follow, 
was  represented  by  a  courteous  note  of  apology. 
She  was  not  well  that  evening,  and  she  begged  to  be 
excused. 

"  This  is  a  great  disappointment,"  Mrs.  Eomsey  said  to 
her  husband.  _  "  You  would  have  been  charmed  with 
Mrs.  Norman — highly-bred,  accomplished,  a  perfect  lady. 
And  she  leaves  us  to-morrow.  The  departure  will  not  be 
an  early  one ;  and  I  shall  find  an  opportunity,  my  dear, 
of  introducing  you  to  my  friend  and  her  sweet  little 
Kitty." 

Mr.  Eomsey  looked  interested  for  a  moment,  when  he 
first  heard  Mrs.  Norman's  name.  After  that,  he  slowly 
stirred  his  tea,  and  seemed  to  be  thinking,  instead  of 
listening  to  his  wife. 

" Have  you  made  the  lady's  acquaintance  here?"  he 
inquired. 

"  Yes — and  I  hope  I  have  made  a  friend  for  life," 
Mrs.  Eomsey  said  with  enthusiasm. 

"  And  so  do  I,"  Lady  Myrie  added. 

Mr.  Eomsey  went  on  with  his  inquiries. 

"  Is  she  a  handsome  woman?" 

Both  the  ladies  answered  the  question  together.  Lady 
Myrie  described  Mrs.  Norman,  in  one  dreadful  word,  as 
"  Classical."  By  comparison  with  this,  Mrs.  Eomsey's 
reply  was  intelligible.  "  Not  even  illness  can  spoil  her 
beauty  I" 

"  Including  the  headache  she  has  got  to-night?"  Mr. 
Eomsey  suggested. 

"  Don't  be  ill-natured,  dear !  Mrs.  Norman  is  here  by 
the  advice  of  one  of  the  first  physicians  in  London :  she 
has  suffered  under  serious  troubles,  poor  thing." 
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Mr.  Romsey  persisted  in  being  ill-natured.  "  Connected 
with  her  husband  *?"  he  asked. 

Lady  Myrie  entered  a  protest.  She  was  a  widow  ; 
and  it  was  notorious  among  her  friends,  that  the  death 
of  her  husband  had  been  the  happiest  event  in  her 
married  life.  But  sha  understood  her  duty  to  herself 
as  a  respectable  woman.  "  I  think,  Mr.  Romsey,  you 
might  have  spared  that  cruel  allusion,"  she  said  with 
dignity. 

Mr.  Eomsey  apologized.  He  had  his  reasons  for 
wishing  to  know  something  more  about  Mrs.  Norman; 
he  proposed  to  withdraw  Ms  last  remark,  and  to  put  his 
inquiries  under  another  form.  Might  he  ask  his  wife  if 
anvbodv  had  seen  Mr.  Norman  ? 

;<  No.'" 

"  Or  heard  of  him?" 

Mrs.  Romsev  answered  in  the  negative  once  more,  and 
added  a  question  on  her  own  account.  What  did  all  this 
mean  ? 

"It  means,"  Lady  Myrie  interposed,  "what  we  poor 
women  are  all  exposed  to — scandal."  She  had  not  yet 
forgiven  Mr.  Eomsev's  allusion,  and  she  looked  at  him 
pointedly  as  she  spoke.  There  are  some  impenetrable 
men  on  whom  looks  produce  no  impression.  Mr.  Eomsey 
was  one  of  them.  He  turned  to  his  wife,  and  said 
quietly,  "  What  I  mean  is.  that  I  know  more  of  Mrs. 
Norman  than  you  do.  I  have  heard  of  her — never  mind 
how  or  where.  She  is  a  lady  who  has  been  celebrated 
in  the  newspapers.  Don't  be  alarmed.  She  is  no  less  a 
person  than  the  divorced  Mrs.  Linley  " 

The  two  ladies  looked  at  each  other  in  blank  dismay. 
Restrained  by  a  sense  of  conjugal  duty,  Mrs.  Eomsey  only 
indulged  in  an  exclamation.  Lady  Myrie,  independent 
of  restraint,  expressed  her  opinion,  and  said,  "  Quite 
impossible  !" 

'■  The  Mrs.  Norman  whom  I  mean,"  Mr.  Eomsey  went 
on,  "  has,  as  I  have  been  told,  a  mother  living.  The 
old  lady  has  been  twice  married.  Her  name  is  Mrs. 
Presty  " 

This  settled  the  question.  Mrs.  Presty  was  established, 
in  her  own  proper  person,  with  her  daughter  and  grand- 
child at  the  hotel.     Ladv  Myrie  yielded  to  the  force  of 
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evidence;  she  lifted  her  hands  in  horror:  "This  is  too 
dreadful !" 

Mrs.  Bomsey  took  a  more  compassionate  view  of  the 
disclosure.  "  Surely  the  poor  lady  is  to  be  pitied?"  she 
gently  suggested. 

Lady  Myrie  looked  at  her  friend  in  astonishment. 
"  My  dear,  you  must  have  forgotten  what  the  Judge  said 
about  her.  Surely  you  read  the  report  of  the  case  in  the 
newspapers?" 

"  No  ;  I  heard  of  the  trial,  and  that's  all.  What  did 
the  Judge  say  ?" 

"Say?"  Lady  Myrie  repeated.  "What  did  he  not 
say  !  His  lordship  declared  that  he  had  a  great  mind 
not  to  grant  the  Divorce  at  all.  He  spoke  of  this  dread- 
ful woman  who  has  deceived  us,  in  the  severest  terms  ; 
he  said  she  had  behaved  in  a  most  improper  manner. 
She  had  encouraged  the  abominable  governess  ;  and  if 
her  husband  had  yielded  to  temptation,  it  was  her  fault. 
And  more  besides,  that  I  don't  remember." 

Mr.  Eomsey's  wife  appealed  to  him  in  despair.  "What 
am  I  to  do?"  she  asked  helplessly. 

"  Do  nothing,"  was  the  wise  reply.  "Didn't  you  say 
she  was  going  away  to-rnorrow  ?" 

"  That's  the  worst  of  it !"  Mrs.  Eomsey  declared. 
"  Her  little  girl  Kitty  gives  a  farewell  dinner  to-morrow 
to  our  children ;  and  I've  promised  to  take  them  to  say 
good-bye." 

Lady  Myrie  pronounced  sentence  without  hesitation. 
"  Of  course  your  girls  mustn't  go.  Daughters  !  Think  of 
their  reputations  when  they  grow  up  !" 

"Are  you  in  the  same  scrape  with  my  wife  ?"  Mr.Eomsey 
asked. 

Lady  Myrie  corrected  his  language.  "  I  have  been 
deceived  in  the  same  way,"  she  said.  "  Though  my 
children  are  boys  (which  perhaps  makes  a  difference)  I 
feel  it  my  duty  as  a  mother  not  to  let  them  get  into  bad 
company.  I  do  nothing  myself  in  an  underhand  way- 
No  excuses  !  I  shall  send  a  note,  and  tell  Mrs.  Norman 
why  she  doesn't  see  my  boys  to-morrow." 

"  Isn't  that  a  little  hard  on  her?"  said  merciful  Mrs. 
Eomsey. 

Mr.   Bomsey   agreed   with  his   wife,   on    grounds   of 
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expediency.  "  Never  make  a  row  if  you  can  help  it," 
was  the  peaceable  principle  to  which  this  gentleman 
committed  himself.  "  Send  word  that  the  children  have 
caught  colds,  and  get  over  it  in  that  way." 

Mrs.  Eomsey  looked  gratefully  at  her  admirable  hus- 
band. "  Just  the  thing !"  she  said  with  an  air  of 
relief. 

Lady  Myrie's  sense  of  duty  expressed  itself  with  the 
strictest  adherence  to  the  laws  of  courtesy.  She  rose, 
smiled  resignedly,  and  said  "  Good-night." 

Almost  at  the  same  moment,  innocent  little  Kitty 
astonished  her  mother  and  her  grandmother  by  appearing 
before  them  in  her  night-gown,  after  she  had  been  put  to 
bed  nearly  two  hours  since. 

"What  will  this  child  do  next!"  Mrs.  Presty  ex- 
claimed. 

Kitty  told  the  truth.  "I  can't  go  to  sleep,  Grand- 
mamma." 

"Why  not,  my  darling?"  her  mother  asked. 

"  I'm  so  excited,  Mamma." 

*'  About  what,  Kitty?" 

"  About  my  dinner-party  to-morrow.  Oh,"  said  the 
child,  clasping  her  hands  earnestly  as  she  thought  of 
her  playfellows,  "  I  do  so  hope  it  will  go  off  well  1" 

CHAPTEE  XXXIV. 

MRS.    PEE  STY. 

Belonging  to  the  elder  generation  which  has  lived  to 
see  the  Age  of  Hurry,  and  has  no  sympathy  with  it, 
Mrs.  Presty  entered  the  sitting-room  at  the  hotel,  two 
hours  before  the  time  that  had  been  fixed  for  leaving 
Sandyseal,  with  her  mind  at  ease  on  the  subject  of  her 
luggage.  "  My  boxes  are  locked,  strapped,  and  lalelled; 
I  hate  being  hurried.  What's  that  you're  reading  ?"  she 
asked,  discovering  a  book  on  her  daughter's  lap,  and  a 
hasty  action  on  her  daughter's  part,  which  lookt  d  like 
trying  to  hide  it. 

Mrs.   Norman   made  the  most  common,   and — where 
the  object  is  to  baffle  curiosity — the  most  use'^ss  o',  pre- 
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varicating  replies.  "When  her  mother  asked  her  what 
she  was  reading,  she  answered  :  "  Nothing." 

"Nothing!"  Mrs.  Presty  repeated  with  an  ironical 
assumption  of  interest.  "  The  work  of  all  others, 
Catherine,  that  I  most  want  to  read."  She  snatched  up 
the  book  ;  opened  it  at  the  first  page,  and  discovered  an 
inscription  in  faded  ink  which  roused  her  indignation. 
"  To  dear  Catherine,  from  Herbert,  on  the  anniversary 
of  our  marriage."  What  unintended  mockery  in  those 
words,  read  by  the  later  light  of  the  Divorce  !  "  Well, 
this  is  mean,"  said  Mrs.  Presty.  "  Keeping  that  wretch's 
present,  after  the  -nubile  exposure  which  he  has  forced 
on  you.     Oh,  Catherine  !" 

Catherine  was  not  quite  so  patient  with  her  mother  as 
usual.  "  Keeping  my  best  remembrance  of  the  happy 
time  of  my  life,"  she  answered. 

"Misplaced,  sentiment,"  Mrs.  Presty  declared;  "I 
shall  put  the  book  out  of  the  way.  Your  brain  is 
softening,  my  dear,  under  the  influence  of  this  stupefying 
place." 

Catherine  asserted  her  own  opinion  against  her 
mother's  opinion,  for  the  second  time.  "  I  have  re- 
covered my  health  at  Sandyseal,"  she  said.  "  I  like  the 
place,  and  I  am  sorry  to  leave  it." 

"  Give  me  the  shop  windows,  the  streets,  the  life,  the 
racket,  and  the  smoke  of  London,"  cried  Mrs.  Presty. 
"  Thank  Heaven,  these  rooms  are  let  over  our  heads, 
and  out  we  must  go,  whether  we  like  it  or  not." 

This  expression  of  gratitude  was  followed  by  a  knock 
at  the  door,  and  by  a  voice  outside  asking  leave  to  come 
in,  which  was,  beyond  all  doubt,  the  voice  of  Eandal 
Linley.  With  Catherine's  book  still  in  her  possession, 
Mrs.  Presty  opened  the  table-drawer,  threw  it  in,  and 
closed  the  drawer  with  a  bang.  Discovering  the  two  ladies, 
Eandal  stopped  in  the  doorway,  and  stared  at  them  in 
astonishment. 

"  Didn't  you  expect  to  see  us?"  Mrs.  Presty  inquired. 

"  I  heard  you  were  here,  from  our  friend  Sarrazin," 
Eandal  said;  "but  I  expected  to  see  Captain  Benny- 
deck.  Have  I  mistaken  the  number  ?  Surely  these  are 
tiis  rooms  ?" 

Catherine  attempted  to  explain.     "  They  were  Captain 
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Bennydeck's  rooms,"  she  began;  "  but  he  was  so  kind, 
although  we  are  perfect  strangers  to  him " 

Mrs.  Presty  interposed.  "  My  dear  Catherine,  you 
have  not  had  my  advantages  ;  you  have  not  been  taught 
to  make  a  complicated  statement  in  few  words.  Permit 
me  to  seize  the  points  (in  the  late  Mr.  Presty 's  style), 
and  to  put  them  in  the  strongest  light.  This  place, 
Eandal,  is  always  full ;  and  we  didn't  write  long  enough 
beforehand  to  secure  rooms.  Captain  Bennydeck  hap- 
pened to  be  downstairs  when  he  heard  that  we  were 
obliged  to  go  away,  and  that  one  of  us  was  a  lady  in 
delicate  heath.  This  sweetest  of  men  sent  us  word  that 
we  were  welcome  to  take  his  rooms,  and  that  he  would 
sleep  on  board  his  yacht.  Conduct  worthy  of  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  himself.  When  I  went  downstairs  to  thank 
him,  he  was  gone — and  here  we  have  been  for  nearly 
three  weeks  ;  sometimes  seeing  the  Captain's  yacht,  but, 
to  our  great  surprise,  never  seeing  the  Captain  himself." 

"  There's  nothing  to  be  surprised  at,  Mrs.  Presty. 
Captain  Bennydeck  likes  doing  kind  things,  and  hates 
being  thanked  for  it.  I  expected  him  to  meet  me  here 
to-day." 

Catherine  went  to  the  window.  "  He  is  coming  to 
meet  you,"  she  said.     "  There  is  his  yacht  in  the  bay." 

"  And  in  a  dead  calm,"  Bandal  added,  joining  her. 
"  The  vessel  will  not  get  here,  before  I  am  obliged  to  go 
away  again." 

Catherine  looked  at  him  timidly.  "  Do  I  drive  you 
away  ?"  she  asked,  in  tones  that  faltered  a  little. 

Bandal  wondered  what  she  could  possibly  be  thinking 
of,  and  acknowledged  it  in  so  many  words. 

"  She  is  thinking  of  the  Divorce,"  Mrs.  Presty  ex- 
plained. "  You  have  heard  of  it,  of  course  ;  and  perhaps 
you  take  your  brother's  part  ?" 

"I  do  nothing  of  the  sort,  ma'am.  My  brother  has 
been  in  the  wrong  from  first  to  last."  He  turned 
to  Catherine.  "  I  will  stay  with  you  as  long  as  I  can, 
with  the  greatest  pleasure,"  he  said  earnestly  and  kindly. 
"  The  truth  is,  I  am  on  my  way  to  visit  some  friends ; 
and  if  Captain  Bennydeck  had  got  here  in  time  to  see 
me,  I  must  have  gone  away  to  the  junction  to  catch  the 
next  train  westward,  just  as  I  am  going  now.     I  ha3 
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only  two  words  to  say  to  the  Captain  about  a  person  in 
whom  he  is  interested — and  I  can  say  them  in  this  way." 
He  wrote  in  pencil  on  one  of  his  visiting  cards,  and  laid 
it  on  the  table.  "I  shall  be  back  in  London,  in  a 
week,"  he  resumed,  "  and  you  will  tell  me  at  what 
address  I  can  find  you.  In  the  meanwhile,  I  misa 
Kitty.     Where  is  she  ?" 

Kitty  was  sent  for.  She  entered  the  room  looking 
unusually  quiet  and  subdued — but,  discovering  Eandal, 
became  herself  again  in  a  moment,  and  jumped  on  his  knee. 

"  Oh,  Uncle  Eandal,  I'm  so  glad  to  see  you  !"  She 
checked  herself,  and  looked  at  her  mother.  "  May  I  call 
him  Uncle  Eandal?"  she  asked.  "Or  has  he  changed 
his  name  too  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  shook  a  warning  forefinger  at  her  grand- 
daughter, and  "reminded  Kitty  that  she  had  been  told  not 
to  talk  about  names.  Eandal  saw  the  child's  look  of 
bewilderment,  and  felt  for  her.  "  She  may  talk  as  she 
pleases  to  me,"  he  said,  "but  not  to  strangers.  She 
understands  that,  I  am  sure." 

Kitty  laid  her  cheek  fondly  against  her  Uncle's  cheek. 
"Everything  is  changed,"  she  whispered.  "We  travel 
about ;  Papa  has  left  us,  and  Syd  has  left  us,  and  we 
have  got  a  new  name.  We  are  Norman  now.  I  wish  I 
was  grown  up,  and  old  enough  to  understand  it." 

Eandal  tried  to  reconcile  her  to  her  own  happy  ignor- 
ance. "  You  have  got  your  dear  good  mother,"  he  said, 
"  and  you  have  got  me,  and  you  have  got  your  toys -" 

"  And  some  nice  boys  and  girls  to  play  with,"  cried 
Kitty,  eagerly  following  the  new  suggestion.  "  They 
are  all  coming  here  directly  to  dine  with  me.  You  will 
stay  and  have  dinner  too,  won't  you  ?" 

Eandal  promised  to  dine  with  Kitty  when  they  met  in 
London.  Before  he  left  the  room  he  pointed  to  his  card 
on  the  table.  "  Let  my  friend  see  that  message,"  he 
said,  as  he  went  out. 

The  moment  the  door  had  closed  on  him,  Mrs.  Presty 
startled  her  daughter  by  taking  up  the  card  and  looking 
at  what  Eandal  had  written  on  it.  "  It  isn't  a  letter, 
Catherine  ;  and  you  know  how  superior  I  am  to  common 
prejudices."  With  that  defence  of  her  proceeding,  she 
coolly  read  the  message  ; 
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"  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  can  tell  you  nothing  more 
of  your  old  friend's  daughter  as  yet.  I  can  only  repeat 
that  she  neither  needs  nor  deserves  the  help  that  you 
kindly  offer  to  her." 

Mrs.  Presty  laid  the  card  down  again,  and  owned  that 
she  wished  Eandal  had  been  a  little  more  explicit.  "  Who 
can  it  be  ?"  she  wondered.  "Another young  hussey  gone 
wrong  ?" 

Kitty  turned  to  her  mother  with  a  look  of  alarm. 
"What's  a  hussey?"  she  asked.  "  Does  Grandmamma 
mean  me?"  The  great  hotel  clock  in  the  hall  struck 
two,  and  the  child's  anxieties  took  a  new  direction.  "Isn't 
it  time  my  little  friends  came  to  see  me  ?"  she  said. 

It  was  half  an  hour  past  the  time.  Catherine  proposed 
to  send  to  Lady  Myrie  and  Mrs.  Eomsey,  and  inquire  if 
anything  had  happened  to  cause  the  delay  As  she  told 
Kitty  to  ring  the  bell,  the  waiter  came  in  with  two  letters, 
addressed  to  Mrs.  Norman. 

Mrs.  Presty  had  her  own  ideas,  and  drew  her  own 
conclusions.  She  watched  Catherine  attentively.  Even 
Kitty  observed  that  her  mother's  face  grew  paler  and 
paler  as  she  read  the  letters.  "  You  look  as  if  you  were 
frightened,  Mamma."  There  was  no  reply.  Kitty  began 
to  feel  so  uneasy  on  the  subject  of  her  dinner  and  her 
guests,  that  she  actually  ventured  on  putting  a  question 
to  her  Grandmother. 

"  Will  they  be  long,  do  you  think,  before  they  come  ?" 
she  asked. 

The  old  lady's  worldly  wisdom  had  passed,  by  this 
time,  from  a  state  of  suspicion  to  a  state  of  certainty. 
"  My  child,"  she  answered,  "  they  won't  come  at  all." 

Kitty  ran  to  her  mother,  eager  to  inquire  if  what  Mrs. 
Presty  had  told  her  could  possibly  be  true.  Before  a 
word  had  passed  her  lips,  she  shrank  back,  too  frightened 
to  speak. 

Never,  in  her  little  experience,  had  she  been  startled 
by  such  a  look  in  her  mother's  face  as  the  look  that  con- 
fronted her  now  Eor  the  first  time  Catherine  saw  her  child 
trembling  at  the  sight  of  her.  Before  that  discovery,  the 
emotions  that  shook  her  under  the  insult  which  she  had 
received  lost  their  hold.      She  caught  Kitty  up  in  her 
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arms.  "  My  darling,  my  angel,  it  isn't  you  I  am  thinking 
of.  I  love  you  ! — I  love  you  !  In  the  whole  world  there 
isn't  such  a  good  child,  such  a  sweet,  lovable,  pretty 
child  as  you  are.  Oh,  how  disappointed  she  looks — she's 
crying.  Don't  break  my  heart ! — don't  cry  !"  Kitty 
held  up  her  head,  and  cleared  her  eyes  with  a  dash  of 
her  hand.  "  I  won't  cry,  Mamma."  And  child  as  she 
was,  she  was  as  good  as  her  word.  Her  mother  looked 
at  her,  and  burst  into  tears. 

Perversely  reluctant,  the  better  nature  that  was  in 
Mrs.  Presty  rose  to  the  surface,  forced  to  show  itself. 
"  Cry,  Catherine,"  she  said  kindly ;  "it  will  do  you 
good.     Leave  the  child  to  me." 

With  a  gentleness  that  astonished  Kitty,  she  led  her 
little  granddaughter  to  the  window,  and  pointed  to  the 
public  walk  in#  front  of  the  house.  "I  know  what  will 
comfort  you,"  the  wise  old  woman  began  ;  "  look  out  of 
the  window."     Kitty  obeyed. 

"  I  don't  see  my  little  friends  coming,"  she  said.  Mrs. 
Presty  still  pointed  to  some  object  on  the  public  walk. 
"That's  better  than  nothing,  isn't  it?"  she  persisted. 
"  Come  with  me  to  the  maid  ;  she  shall  go  with  you,  and 
take  care  of  you."  Kitty  whispered,  "  May  I  give 
Mamma  a  kiss  first  ?"  Sensible  Mrs.  Presty  delayed  the 
kiss  for  awhile.  "  Wait  till  you  come  baek,  and  then 
you  can  tell  your  Mamma  what  a  treat  you  have  had." 
Arrived  at  the  door  on  their  way  out,  Kitty  whispered 
again  :  "  I  want  to  say  something." — "  Well,  what  is  it  ?" 
— "  Will  you  tell  the  donkey-boy  to  make  him  gallop  ?" — 
"  I'll  tell  the  boy  he  shall  have  sixpence  if  you  are 
satisfied ;  and  you  will  see  what  he  does  then."  Kitty 
looked  up  earnestly  in  her  Grandmother's  face.  "  What 
a  pity  it  is  you  are  not  always  like  what  you  are  now  !" 
she  said.     Mrs.  Presty  actually  blushed. 


CHAPTER    XXXV- 

CAPTAIN     BENNYDECK. 

For  some  time,  Catherine  and  her  mother  bad  been  left 
together  undisturbed. 

Mrs.  Presty  had  read  (and  destroyed)  the  letters  of 
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Lady  Myrie  and  Mrs.  Romsey,  with  the  most  unfeigned 
contempt  for  the  writers — had  repeated  what  the  Judge 
had  really  said,  as  distinguished  from  Lady  Myrie's 
malicious  version  of  it — and  had  expressed  her  intention 
of  giving  Catherine  a  word  of  advice,  when  she  was 
sufficiently  composed  to  profit  by  it.  "  You  have  re- 
covered your  good  looks,  after  that  fit  of  crying,"  Mrs. 
Presty  admitted,  "  but  not  your  good  spirits.  What  is 
worrying  you  now  ?" 

"  I  can't  help  thinking  of  poor  Kitty." 

"  My  dear,  the  child  wants  nobody's  pity.  She's 
blowing  away  all  her  troubles  by  a  ride  in  the  fresh  air, 
on  the  favourite  donkey  that  she  feeds  every  morning. 
Yes,  yes,  you  needn't  tell  me  you  are  in  a  false  position ; 
and  nobody  can  deny  that  it's  shameful  to  make  the  child 
feel  it.  Now  listen  to  me.  Properly  understood,  those 
two  spiteful  women  have  done  you  a  kindness.  They 
have  as  good  as  told  you  how  to  protect  yourself  in  the 
time  to  come.  Deceive  the  vile  world,  Catherine,  as  it 
deserves  to  be  deceived.  Shelter  yourself  behind  a 
respectable  character  that  will  spare  you  these  insults  in 
the  future."  In  the  energy  of  her  conviction,  Mrs.  Presty 
struck  her  fist  on  the  table,  and  finished  in  three  audacious 
words  :  "  Be  a  Widow  !" 

It  was  plainly  said — and  yet  Catherine  seemed  to  be 
at  a  loss  to  understand  what  her  mother  meant. 

"  Don't  doubt  about  it,"  Mrs.  Presty  went  on ;  "  do  it. 
Think  of  Kitty  if  you  won't  think  of  yourself.  In  a  few 
years  more  she  will  be  a  young  lady.  She  may  have  an 
offer  of  marriage  which  may  be  everything  we  desire. 
Suppose  her  sweetheart's  family  is  a  religious  family  ; 
and  suppose  your  Divorce,  and  the  Judge's  remarks  on  it, 
are  discovered.     What  will  happen  then  ?" 

"Is  it  possible  that  you  are  in  earnest?"  Catherine 
asked.  "  Have  you  seriously  thought  of  the  advice  that 
you  are  giving  me  ?  Setting  aside  the  deceit,  you  know 
as  well  as  I  do  that  Kitty  would  ask  questions.  Do  you 
think  I  can  tell  my  child  that  her  father  is  dead  ?  A  lie — 
and  such  a  dreadful  lie  as  that?" 

"  Nonsense  !"  said  Mrs.  Presty. 

"Nonsense?"  Catherine  repeated  indignantly. 

"  Bank   nonsense,"   her  mother  persisted.     "  Hasn't 
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your  situation  forced  you  to  lie  already  ?  When 
the  child  asks  why  her  father  and  her  governess  have 
left  us,  haven't  you  been  obliged  to  invent  excuses 
which  are  lies  ?  If  the  man  who  was  once  your  husband 
isn't  as  good  as  dead  to  you,  I  should  like  to  know  what 
your  Divorce  means  !  My  poor  dear,  do  you  think  you 
can  go  on  as  you  are  going  on  now  ?  How  many 
thousands  of  people  have  read  the  newspaper  account  of 
the  trial  ?  How  many  hundreds  of  people — interested  in 
a  handsome  woman  like  you— will  wonder  why  they 
never  see  Mr.  Norman  ?  What  ?  You  will  go  abroad 
again  ?  Go  where  you  may,  you  will  attract  attention  ; 
you  will  make  an  enemy  of  every  ugly  woman  who  looks 
at  you.  Strain  at  a  gnat,  Catherine,  and  swallow  a 
camel.  It's  only  a  question  of  time.  Sooner  or  later 
you  will  find  yourself  driven  to  it ;  you  will  be  a  Widow. 
Here's  the  waiter  again.     What  does  the  man  want 

nit 

now  I 

The  waiter  answered  by  announcing  : 

"  Captain  Beunydeck." 

Catherine's  mother  was  nearer  to  the  door  than 
Catherine ;  she  attracted  the  Captain's  attention  first. 
He  addressed  his  apologies  to  her.  "  Pray  excuse  me  for 
disturbing  you " 

Mrs.  Presty  had  an  eye  for  a  handsome  man,  irre- 
spective of  what  his  age  might  be.  In  the  language  of 
the  conjurors  a  "magic  change"  appeared  in  her;  she 
become  brightly  agreeable  in  a  moment. 

"  Oh,  Captain  Bennydeck,  you  mustn't  make  excuses 
for  coming  into  your  own  room  !" 

Captain  Bennydeck  went  on  with  his  excuses  never- 
theless. "  The  landlady  tells  me  that  I  have  unluckily 
missed  seeing  Mr.  Randal  Linley,  and  that  he  has 
left  a  message  for  me.  I  shouldn't  otherwise  have 
ventured ' ' 

Mrs.  Presty  stopped  him  once  more.  The  Captain's 
claim  to  the  Captain's  rooms  was  the  principle  on  which 
she  took  her  stand.  She  revived  the  irresistible  smiles 
which  had  conquered  Mr.  Norman  and  Mr.  Presty. 
"  No  ceremony,  I  beg  and  pray  !  You  are  at  home  here 
— take  the  easy-chair  !" 

Catherine  advanced  a  few  steps ;   it  was  time  to  stop 
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her  mother,  if  the  thing  could  be  clone.  She  felt  just 
embarrassment  enough  to  heighten  her  colour,  and  to 
show  her  beauty  to  the  greatest  advantage.  It  literally- 
staggered  the  Captain,  the  moment  he  looked  at  her. 
His  customary  composure,  as  a  well-bred  man,  deserted 
him ;  he  bowed  confusedly ;  he  had  not  a  word  to  say. 
Mrs.  Presty  seized  her  opportunity,  and  introduced  them 
to  each  other.  "  My  daughter  Mrs.  Norman — Captain 
Bennydeck."  Compassionating  him  under  the  impression 
that  he  was  a  shy  man,  Catherine  tried  to  set  him  at  his 
ease.  "  I  am  indeed  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
thanking  you,"  she  said,  inviting  him  by  a  gesture  to  be 
seated.  "  In  this  delightful  air,  I  have  recovered  my 
health,  and  I  owe  it  to  your  kindness." 

The  Captain  regained  his  self-possession.  Expressions 
of  gratitude  had  been  addressed  to  him  which,  in  his 
modest  estimate  of  himself,  he  could  not  feel  that  he  had 
deserved. 

"  You  little  know,"  he  replied,  "  under  what  interested 
motives  I  have  acted.  "When  I  established  myself  in 
this  hotel,  I  was  fairly  driven  out  of  my  yacht  by  a  guest 
who  went  sailing  with  me." 

Mrs.  Presty  became  deeply  interested.  "  Dear  me, 
what  did  he  do?" 

Captain  Bennydeck  answered  gravely  :  "  He  snored." 

Catherine  was  amused ;  Mrs.  Presty  burst  out  laughing ; 
the  Captain's  dry  humour  asserted  itself  as  quaintly  as 
ever.  "  This  is  no  laughing  matter,"  he  resumed,  looking 
at  Catherine.  "  My  vessel  is  a  small  one.  For  two 
nights  the  awful  music  of  my  friend's  nose  kept  me  sleep- 
less. When  I  woke  him,  and  said,  '  Don't  snore,'  he 
apologized  in  the  sweetest  manner,  and  began  again. 
On  the  third  day  I  anchored  in  the  bay  here,  determined 
to  get  a  night's  rest  on  shore.  A  dispute  about  the  price 
of  these  rooms  offered  them  to  me.  I  sent  a  note  of 
apology  on  board — and  slept  peacefully.  The  next  morn- 
ing, my  sailing  master  informed  me  that  there  had  been 
what  he  called  '  a  little  swell  in  the  night.'  He  reported 
the  sounds  made  by  my  friend  on  this  occasion  to  have 
been  the  awful  sounds  of  sea-sickness.  '  The  gentleman 
left  the  yacht,  sir,  the  first  thing  this  morning,'  he  said ; 
'  and  he's  gone  home  by  railway.'     On  the  day  when  you 
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happened  to  arrive,  my  cabin  was  my  own  again ;  and  I 
can  honestly  thank  you  for  relieving  me  of  my  rooms. 
Do  you  make  a  long  stay  here,  Mrs.  Norman  ?" 

Catherine  answered  that  they  were  going  to  London 
by  the  next  train.  Seeing  Eandal's  card  still  unnoticed 
on  the  table,  she  handed  it  to  the  Captain. 

"  Is  Mr.  Linley  an  old  friend  of  yours  ?"  he  asked,  as 
he  took  the  card. 

Mrs.  Presty  hastened  to  answer  in  the  affirmative  for 
her  daughter.  It  was  plain  that  Eandal  had  discreetly 
abstained  from  mentioning  his  true  connection  with  them. 
Would  he  preserve  the  same  silence  if  the  Captain  spoke 
of  his  visit  to  Mrs.  Norman,  when  he  and  his  friend  met 
next  ?  Mrs.  Presty's  mind  might  have  been  at  ease  on 
that  subject,  if  she  had  known  how  to  appreciate  Eandal's 
character  and  Eandal's  motives.  The  same  keen  sense 
of  the  family  disgrace,  which  had  led  him  to  conceal  from 
Captain  Bennydeck  his  brother's  illicit  relations  with 
Sydney  Westerfield,  had  compelled  him  to  keep  secret 
his  former  association,  as  brother-in-law,  with  the 
divorced  wife.  Her  change  of  name  had  hitherto  pro- 
tected her  from  discovery  by  the  Captain,  and  would  in 
all  probability  continue  to  protect  her  in  the  future.  The 
good  Bennydeck  had  been  enjoying  himself  at  sea  when 
the  Divorce  was  granted,  and  when  the  newspapers 
reported  the  proceedings.  He  rarely  went  to  his  club, 
and  he  never  associated  with  persons  of  either  sex  to 
whom  gossip  and  scandal  are  as  the  breath  of  their  lives. 
Ignorant  of  these  circumstances,  and  remembering  what 
had  happened  on  that  day,  Mrs.  Presty  looked  at  him 
with  some  anxiety  on  her  daughter's  account,  while  he 
was  reading  the  message  on  Eandal's  card.  There  was 
little  to  see.  His  fine  face  expressed  a  quiet  sorrow, 
and  he  sighed  as  he  put  the  card  back  in  his  pocket. 

An  interval  of  silence  followed.  Captain  Bennydeck 
was  thinking  over  the  message  which  he  had  just  read. 
Catherine  and  her  mother  were  looking  at  him  with  the 
same  interest,  inspired  by  very  different  motives.  The 
interview  so  pleasantly  begun  was  in  some  danger  of 
lapsing  into  formality  and  embarrassment,  when  a  new 
personage  appeared  on  the  scene. 

jlitty  had  returned  in  triumph  from  her  ride.   ' '  Mamma ! 
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the  donkey  did  more  than  gallop — he  kicked,  and  I  fell 
off.  Oh,  I'm  not  hurt !"  cried  the  child,  seeing  the  alarm 
in  her  mother's  face.  "  Tumbling  off  is  such  a  funny 
sensation.  It  isn't  as  if  you  fell  on  the  ground ;  it's  as 
if  the  ground  came  up  to  you  and  said — Bump  !"  She 
had  got  as  far  as  that,  when  the  progress  of  her  narrative 
was  suspended  by  the  discovery  of  a  strange  gentleman 
in  the  room. 

The  smile  that  brightened  the  captain's  face,  when 
Kitty  opened  the  door,  answered  for  him  as  a  man  who 
loved  children.    "  Your  little  girl,  Mrs.  Norman  ?"  he  said. 

"Yes." 

(A  common  question  and  a  common  reply.  Nothing 
worth  noticing,  in  either  the  one  or  the  other,  at  the 
time — and  yet  they  proved  to  be  important  enough  to 
turn  Catherine's  life  into  a  new  course.) 

In  the  meanwhile,  Kitty  had  been  whispering  to  her 
mother.  She  wanted  to  know  the  strange  gentleman's 
name.  The  Captain  beard  her.  "  My  name  is  Benny- 
deck,"  he  said  ;  "  will  you  come  to  me?" 

Kitty  had  heard  the  name  mentioned  in  connection 
with  a  yacht.  Like  all  children,  she  knew  a  friend  the 
moment  she  looked  at  him.  "  I've  seen  your  pretty  boat, 
sir,"  she  said,  crossing  the  room  to  Captain  Bennydeck. 
"  Is  it  very  nice  when  you  go  sailing  ?" 

"  If  you  were  not  going  back  to  London,  my  dear,  I 
should  ask  your  Mamma  to  let  me  take  you  sailing  with 
me.     Perhaps  we  shall  have  another  opportunity." 

The  Captain's  answer  delighted  Kitty.  "  Oh,  yes, 
to-morrow  or  next  day  !"  she  suggested.  "  Do  you  know 
where  to  find  me  in  London  ?  Mamma,  where  do  I  live, 
when  I  am  in  London  ?"  Before  her  mother  could 
answer,  she  hit  on  a  new  idea.  "  Don't  tell  me  ;  I'll 
find  it  for  myself.  It's  on  Grandmamma's  boxes,  and 
they're  in  the  passage." 

Captain  Bennydeck's  eyes  followed  her,  as  she  left 
the  room,  with  an  expression  of  interest  which  more 
than  confirmed  the  favourable  impression  that  he  had 
already  produced  on  Catherine.  She  was  on  the  point  of 
asking  if  he  was  married,  and  had  children  of  his  own, 
when  Kitty  came  back,  and  declared  the  right  address  to 
be  Buck's  Hotel,    Sydenham.      "  Mamma  puts  things 
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down  for  fear  of  forgetting  them,"  she  added.  "Will 
you  put  down  Buck  ?" 

The  Captain  took  out  his  pocket-book,  and  appealed 
pleasantly  to  Mrs.  Norman.  "May  I  follow  your  ex- 
ample ?"  he  asked.  Catherine  not  only  humoured  the 
little  joke,  but,  gratefully  remembering  his  kindness, 
said :  "  Don't  forget,  when  you  are  in  London,  that 
Kitty's  invitation  is  my  invitation,  too."  At  the  same 
moment,  punctual  Mrs.  Presty  looked  at  her  watch,  and 
reminded  her  daughter  that  railways  were  not  in  the 
habit  of  allowing  passengers  to  keep  them  waiting. 
Catherine  rose,  and  gave  her  hand  to  the  Captain  at 
parting.  Kitty  improved  on  her  mother's  form  of  fare- 
well ;  she  gave  him  a  kiss,  and  whispered  a  little  reminder 
of  her  own :  "  There's  a  river  in  London — don't  forget 
your  boat." 

Captain  Bennydeck  evened  the  door  for  them,  secretly 
wishing  that  he  could  follow  Mrs.  Norman  to  the  station 
and  travel  by  the  same  train. 

Mrs.  Presty  made  no  attempt  to  remind  him  that  she 
was  still  in  the  room.  Where  her  family  interests  were 
concerned,  the  old  lady  was  capable  (on  very  slight  en- 
couragement) of  looking  a  long  way  into  the  future.  She 
was  looking  into  the  future  now.  The  Captain's  social 
position  was  all  that  could  be  desired  ;  he  was  evidently 
in  easy  pecuniary  circumstances ;  he  admired  Catherine 
and  Catherine's  child.  If  he  orily  proved  to  be  a  single 
man,  Mrs.  Presty's  prophetic  soul,  without  waiting  an 
instant  to  reflect,  perceived  a  dazzling  future.  Captain 
Bennydeck  approached  to  take  leave.  "  Not  just  yet," 
pleaded  the  most  agreeable  of  women;  "my  luggage  was 
ready  two  hours  ago.  Sit  down  again  for  a  few  minutes. 
You  seem  to  like  my  little  granddaughter." 

"  If  I  had  such  a  child  as  that,"  the  Captain  answered, 
"  I  believe  I  should  be  the  happiest  man  living." 

"Ah,  my  dear  sir,  all  isn't  gold  that  glitters,"  Mrs. 
Presty  remarked.  "  That  proverb  must  have  been  origin- 
ally intended  to  apply  to  children.  May  I  presume  to 
make  you  the  subject  of  a  guess?  I  fancy  you  are  not  a 
married  man." 

The  Captain  looked  a  little  surprised.  "  You  are  quite 
right,"  he  said;  "  I  have  never  been  married." 
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At  a  later  period,  Mrs.  Presty  owned  that  she  felt  an 
inclination  to  reward  him  for  confessing  himself  to  be  a 
bachelor,  by  a  kiss.  He  innocently  checked  that  impulse 
by  putting  a  question.  "  Had  you  any  particular  reason," 
he  asked,  "for  guessing  that  I  was  a  single  man?" 

Mrs.  Presty  modestly  acknowledged  that  she  had  only 
her  own  experience  to  help  her.  "  You  wouldn't  be  quite 
so  fond  of  other  people's  children,"  she  said,  "if  you  were 
a  married  man.  Ah,  your  time  will  come  yet — I  mean 
your  wife  will  come." 

He  answered  this  sadly.  "  My  time  has  gone  by.  I 
have  never  had  the  opportunities  that  have  been  granted 
to  some  favoured  men."  He  thought  of  the  favoured 
man  who  had  married  Mrs.  Norman.  Was  her  husband 
worthy  of  his  happiness  ?  "Is  Mr.  Norman  with  you  at 
this  place  ?"  the  Captain  asked. 

Serious  issues  depended  on  the  manner  in  which  this 
question  was  answered.  For  one  moment,  and  for  one 
moment  only,  Mrs.  Presty  hesitated.  Then  (in  her 
daughter's  interest,  of  course)  she  put  Catherine  in  the 
position  of  a  widow,  in  the  least  blamable  of  all  possible 
ways,  by  honestly  owning  the  truth. 

"  There  is  no  Mr.  Norman,"  she  said. 

"Your  daughter  is  a  widow  !"  cried  the  Captain,  per- 
fectly unable  to  control  his  delight  at  that  discovery. 

"What  else  should  she  be?"  Mrs.  Presty  replied 
facetiously. 

What  else,  indeed  !  If  "  no  Mr.  Norman  "  meant  (as 
it  must  surely  mean)  that  Mr.  Norman  was  dead,  and  if 
the  beautiful  mother  of  Kitty  was  an  honest  woman,  her 
social  position  was  beyond  a  doubt.  Captain  Bennydeck 
felt  a  little  ashamed  of  his  own  impetuosity.  Before  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  what  to  say  next,  the  unlucky 
waiter  (doomed  to  be  a  cause  of  disturbance  on  that  day) 
appeared  again. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,"  he  said  ;  "  the  lady  and 
gentleman  who  have  taken  these  rooms  have  just  ar- 
rived." 

Mrs.  Presty  got  up  in  a  hurry,  and  cordially  shook 
hands  with  the  Captain.  Looking  round,  she  took  up  the 
railway  guide  and  her  knitting  left  on  the  table.  Was 
there  anything  else  left  about  ?     There  was  nothing  to  be 
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seen.  Mrs.  Presty  crossed  the  passage  to  her  daughter's 
bedroom,  to  hurry  the  packing.  Captain  Bennydeck 
went  downstairs,  on  his  way  back  to  the  yacht. 

In  the  hall  of  the  hotel  he  passed  the  lady  and  gentle- 
man— and,  of  course,  noticed  the  lady.  She  was  little 
and  dark,  and  would  have  been  pretty,  if  she  had  not 
looked  ill  and  out  of  spirits.  What  would  he  have  said, 
what  would  he  have  done,  if  he  had  known  that  those 
two  strangers  were  Eandal  Linley's  brother  and  Eoderick 
Westerfield's  daughter  ? 

CHAPTEE  XXXVI. 

ME.     AND     MES.     HEEBEET. 

The  stealthy  influence  of  distrust  fastens  its  hold  on  the 
mind  by  slow  degrees.  Little  by  little  it  reaches  its  fatal 
end,  and  disguises  delusion  successfully  under  the  garb  of 
truth. 

Day  after  day,  the  false  conviction  grew  on  Sydney's 
mind  that  Herbert  Linley  was  comparing  the  life  he  led 
now  with  the  happier  life  which  he  remembered  at  Mount 
Morven.  Day  after  day,  her  unreasoning  fear  contem- 
plated the  time  when  Herbert  Linley  would  leave  her 
friendless,  in  the  world  that  had  no  place  in  it  for  women 
like  herself.  Delusion — fatal  delusion  that  looked  like 
truth  !  Morally  weak  as  he  might  be,  the  man  whom  she 
feared  to  trust  had  not  yet  entirely  lost  the  sense  "which 
birth  and  breeding  had  firmly  fastened  in  him — the  sense 
of  honour.  Acting  under  that  influence,  he  was  (if  the 
expression  may  be  permitted)  consistent  even  in  incon- 
sistency. With  equal  sincerity  of  feeling,  he  reproached 
himself  for  his  infidelity  towards  the  woman  whom  he 
had  deserted,  and  devoted  himself  to  his  duty  towards 
the  woman  whom  he  had  misled.  In  Sydney's  presence 
— suffer  as  he  might  under  the  struggle  to  maintain  his 
resolution  when  he  was  alone — he  kept  his  intercourse 
with  her  studiously  gentle  in  manner,  and  considerate  in 
language  ;  his  conduct  offered  assurances  for  the  future 
which  she  could  only  see  through  the  falsifying  medium 
of  her  own  distrust. 

In  the  delusion  that  now  possessed  her,  she  read,  over 
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and  over  again,  the  letter  which  Captain  Bennydeck  had 
addressed  to  her  father  ;  she  saw,  more  and  more  clearly, 
the  circumstances  which  associated  her  situation  with 
the  situation  of  the  poor  girl  who  had  closed  her  wasted 
life  among  the  nuns  in  the  French  convent. 

Two  results  followed  on  this  state  of  things. 

When  Herbert  asked  to  what  part  of  England  they 
should  go,  on  leaving  London,  she  mentioned  Sandyseal 
as  a  place  that  she  had  heard  of,  and  felt  some  curiosity 
to  see.  The  same  day — bent  on  pleasing  her,  careless 
where  he  lived  now,  at  home  or  abroad — he  wrote  to 
engage  rooms  at  the  hotel. 

A  time  followed,  during  which  they  were  obliged  to 
wait  until  rooms  were  free.  In  this  interval,  brooding 
over  the  melancholy  absence  of  friend  or  relative  in 
whom  she  could  confide,  her  morbid  dread  of  the  future 
decided  her  on  completing  the  parallel  between  herself 
and  that  other  lost  creature  of  whom  she  had  read. 
Sydney  opened  communication  anonymously  with  the 
Benedictine  community  at  Sandyseal. 

She  addressed  the  Mother  Superior  ;  telling  the  truth 
about  herself  with  but  one  concealment,  the  concealment 
of  names.  She  revealed  her  isolated  position  among  her 
fellow  creatures ;  she  declared  her  fervent  desire  to 
repent  of  her  wickedness,  and  to  lead  a  religious  life ; 
she  acknowledged  her  misfortune  in  having  been  brought 
up  by  persons  careless  of  religion,  and  she  confessed  to 
having  attended  a  Protestant  place  of  worship,  as  a  mere 
matter  of  form  connected  with  the  duties  of  a  teacher  at 
a  school.  "  The  religion  of  any  Christian  woman  who 
will  help  me  to  be  more  like  herself,"  she  wrote,  "  is  the 
religion  to  which  I  am  willing  and  eager  to  belong.  If  I 
come  to  you  in  my  distress,  will  you  receive  me  ?"  To 
that  simple  appeal,  she  added  a  request  that  an  answer 
might  be  addressed  to  "  S.  W.,  Post-office,  Sandy- 
seal." 

When  Captain  Bennydeck  and  Sydney  Westerfield 
passed  each  other  as  strangers,  in  the  hall  of  the  hotel, 
that  letter  had  been  posted  in  London  a  week  since. 

The  servant  showed  "  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herbert  "  into 
their  sitting-room,  and  begged   that   they  would  be  so 
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good  as  to  wait  a  few  minutes,  while  the  other  rooms 
were  being  prepared  for  them. 

Sydney  seated  herself  in  silence.  She  was  thinking  of 
her  letter,  and  wondering  whether  a  reply  was  waiting 
for  her  at  the  Post-office. 

Moving  towards  the  window  to  look  at  the  view, 
Herbert  paused  to  examine  some  prints  hanging  on  the 
walls,  which  were  superior  as  works  of  art  to  the 
customary  decorations  of  a  room  at  an  hotel.  If  he 
had  gone  straight  to  the  window  he  might  have  seen 
his  divorced  wife,  his  child,  and  his  wife's  mother,  getting 
into  the  carriage  which  took  them  to  the  railway  station. 

"  Come,  Sydney,"  he  said,  "  and  look  at  the  sea." 

She  joined  him  wearily,  with  a  faint  smile.  It  was  a 
calm  sunny  day.  Bathing  machines  were  on  the  beach ; 
children  were  playing  here  and  there ;  and  white  sails 
of  pleasure  boats  were  visible  in  the  offing.  The  dulness 
of  Sandyseal  wore  a  quiet  homely  aspect  which  was 
pleasant  to  the  eyes  of  strangers.  Sydney  said  absently, 
"I  think  I  shall  like  the  place."  And  Herbert  added, 
"  Let  us  hope  that  the  air  will  make  you  feel  stronger." 
He  meant  it  and  said  it  kindly — but,  instead  of  looking 
at  her  while  he  spoke,  he  continued  to  look  at  the  view. 
A  woman  sure  of  her  position  would  not  have  allowed 
this  trifling  circumstance,  even  if  she  had  observed  it,  to 
disturb  her.  Sydney  thought  of  the  day  in  London 
when  he  had  persisted  in  looking  out  at  the  street,  and 
returned  in  silence  to  her  chair. 

Had  he  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  offend  her  ?  And  in 
what  way?  As  that  doubt  occurred  to  Herbert  his  mind 
turned  to  Catherine.  She  never  took  offence  at  trifles ; 
a  word  of  kindness  from  him,  no  matter  how  unim- 
portant it  might  be,  always  claimed  affectionate  acknow- 
ledgment in  the  days  when  he  was  living  with  his  wife. 
In  another  moment  he  had  dismissed  that  remembrance, 
and  could  trust  himself  to  return  to  Sydney. 

"  If  you  find  that  Sandyseal  confirms  your  first  im- 
pression," he  said,  "  let  me  know  it  in  time,  so  that  I 
may  make  arrangements  for  a  longer  stay.  I  have  only 
taken  the  rooms  here  for  a  fortnight. " 

"  Thank  you,  Herbert ;  I  think  a  fortnight  will  be 
long  enough." 
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"  Long  enough  for  you?"  he  asked. 

Her  morbid  sensitiveness  mistook  him  again ;  she 
fancied  there  was  an  undernote  of  irony  in  his  tone, 

"  Long  enough  for  both  of  us,"  she  replied. 

He  drew  a  chair  to  her  side.  "  Do  you  take  it  for 
granted,"  he  said,  smiling,  "that  I  shall  get  tired  of  the 
place  first  ?" 

She  shrank,  poor  creature,  even  from  his  smile.  There 
■was,  as  she  thought,  something  contemptuous  in  the 
good-humour  of  it. 

"  "We  have  been  to  many  places,"  she  reminded  him, 
"  and  we  have  got  tired  of  them  together." 

"  Is  that  my  "fault?" 

"  I  didn't  say  it  was." 

He  got  up  and  approached  the  bell.  "  I  think  the 
journey  has  a  little  over-tired  you,"  he  resumed. 
"  "Would  you  like  to  go  to  your  room  ?" 

"  I  will  go  to  my  room,  if  you  wish  it." 

He  waited  a  little,  and  answered  her  as  quietly  as 
ever.  "  What  I  really  wish,"  he  said,  "is  that  we  had 
consulted  a  doctor  while  we  were  in  London.  You  seem 
to  be  very  easily  irritated  of  late.  I  observe  a  change  in 
you,  which  I  willingly  attribute  to  the  state  of  your 
health " 

She  interrupted  him.     "  What  change  do  you  mean?" 

"  It's  quite  possible  I  may  be  mistaken,  Sydney.  But 
I  have  more  than  once,  as  I  think,  seen  something  in 
your  manner  which  suggests  that  you  distrust  me." 

"  I  distrust  the  evil  life  we  are  leading,"  she  burst  out, 
"and  I  see  the  end  of  it  coming.  Oh,  I  don't  blame 
you !  You  are  kind  and  considerate,  you  do  your  best 
to  hide  it ;  but  you  have  lived  long  enough  with  me  to 
regret  the  woman  whom  you  have  lost.  You  begin  to 
feel  the  sacrihee  you  have  made — and  no  wonder.  Say 
the  word,  Herbert,  and  I  release  you." 
"  I  will  never  say  the  word  !" 

She  hesitated — first  inclined,  then  afraid,  to  believe 
him.  "  I  have  grace  enough  left  in  me,"  she  went  on, 
"to  feel  the  bitterest  repentance  for  the  wrong  that' I 
have  done  to  Mrs.  Linley      AYhen  it  ends,  as  it  must 

end,  in  our  parting,  will  you  a^k  your  wife ?" 

Even  liis   patience  began  to  fail  him ;  he  refused — 
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firmly,  not  angrily— to  hear  more.  "  She  is  no  longer 
my  wife,"  he  said. 

Sydney's  bitterness  and  Sydney's  penitence  were 
mingled,  as  opposite  emotions  only  can  be  mingled  in  a 
woman's  breast.  "  Will  you  ask  your  wife  to  forgive 
you  ?"  she  persisted. 

"  After  we  have  been  divorced  at  her  petition?"  He 
pointed  to  the  window  as  he  said  it.  "  Look  at  the  sea. 
If  I  was  drowning  out  yonder,  I  might  as  well  ask  the 
sea  to  forgive  me." 

He  produced  no  effect  on  her.  She  ignored  the 
Divorce ;  her  passionate  remorse  asserted  itself  as 
obstinately  as  ever.  "  Mrs.  Linley  is  a  good  woman," 
she  insisted  ;  "  Mrs.  Linley  is  a  Christian  woman." 

"  I  have  lost  all  claim  on  her — even  the  claim  to 
remember  her  virtues,"  he  answered  sternly.  "No 
more  of  it,  Sydney  !  I  am  sorry  I  have  disappointed 
you  ;  I  am  sorry  if  you  are  weary  of  me." 

At  those  last  words  her  manner  changed.  "  Wound 
me  as  cruelly  as  you  please,"  she  said  humbly.  "  I  will 
try  to  bear  it." 

"  I  wouldn't  wound  you  for  the  world  !  "Why  do  you 
persist  in  distressing  me  ?  Why  do  you  feel  suspicion  of 
me  which  I  have  not  deserved?"  He  stopped,  and  held 
out  his  hand.  "  Don't  let  us  quarrel,  Sydney.  Which 
will  you  do  ?  Keep  your  bad  opinion  of  me,  or  give  me 
a  fair  trial?" 

She  loved  him  so  dearly  ;  she  was  so  young — and  the 
young  are  so  ready  to  hope  !  Still,  she  struggled  against 
herself.  "  Herbert !  is  it  your  pity  for  me  that  is  speak- 
ing now?" 

He  left  her  in  despair.  "  It's  useless !"  he  said 
sadly.  "  Nothing  will  conquer  your  inveterate  dis- 
trust." 

She  followed  him.  With  a  faint  cry  of  entreaty  she 
made  him  turn  to  her,  and  held  him  in  a  trembling 
embrace,  and  rested  her  head  on  his  bosom.  "  Forgive 
me— be  patient  with  me — love  me."  That  was  all  she 
c®uld  say. 

He  attempted  to  calm  her  agitation  by  speaking 
lightly.  "At  last,  Sydney,  we  are  friends  again!"  ha 
said. 
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Friends  ?  All  the  woman  in  her  recoiled  from  that 
insufficient  word.     "  Are  we  Lovers  ?"  she  whispered. 

"Yes!" 

"With  that  assurance  her  anxious  heart  was  content. 
She  smiled ;  she  looked  out  at  the  sea  with  a  new 
appreciation  of  the  view.  "The  air  of  this  place  will 
do  me  good  now,"  she  said.  "  Are  my  eyes  red, 
Herbert  ?  Let  me  go  and  bathe  them,  and  make  myself 
fit  to  be  seen." 

She  rang  the  bell.  The  chambermaid  answered  it, 
ready  to  show  the  other  rooms.  She  turned  round  at 
the  door. 

'  Let's  try  to  make  our  sitting-room  look  like  home," 
she  suggested.  "  How  dismal,  how  dreadfully  like  a 
thing  that  doesn't  belong  to  us,  that  empty  table  looks  ! 
Put  some  of  your  books  and  my  keepsakes  on  it,  while  I 
am  away.  I'll  bring  my  work  with  me  when  I  come 
back." 

He  had  left  his  travellers'  bag  on  a  chair,  when  he 
first  came  in.  Now  that  he  was  alone,  and  under  no 
restraint,  he  sighed  as  he  unlocked  the  bag.  "Home?" 
he  repeated  :  "  we  have  no  home.  Poor  girl !  poor  un- 
happy girl !     Let  me  help  her  to  deceive  herself." 

He  opened  the  bag.  The  little  fragile  presents,  which 
she  called  her  "keepsakes,"  had  been  placed  by  her  own 
hands  in  the  upper  part  of  the  bo.g,  so  that  the  books 
should  not  weigh  on  them,  and  had  been  carefully  pro- 
tected by  wrappings  of  cotton  wool.  Taking  them  out, 
one  by  one,  Herbert  found  a  delicate  china  candlestick 
(intended  to  hold  a  wax-taper)  broken  into  two  pieces,  in 
spite  of  the  care  that  had  been  taken  to  preserve  it.  Of 
no  great  value  in  itself,  old  associations  made  the  candle- 
stick precious  to  Sydney.  It  had  been  broken  at  the 
stem,  and  could  be  easily  mended  so  as  to  keep  the 
accident  concealed.  Consulting  the  waiter,  Herbert  dis- 
covered that  the  fracture  could  be  repaired  at  the  nearest 
town,  and  that  the  place  would  be  within  reach  when  he 
went  out  for  a  walk.  In  fear  of  another  disaster,  if  he 
put  it  back  in  the  bag,  he  opened  a  drawer  in  the  table, 
and  laid  the  two  fragments  carefully  inside,  at  the 
further  end.  In  doing  this,  his  hand  touched  something 
that  had  been  already  placed  in  the  drawer.     He  drew 
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it  out,  and  found  that  it  was  a  book — the  same  book  that 
Mrs.  Presty  (surely  the  evil  genius  of  the  family  again  !) 
had  hidden  from  Randal's  notice,  and  had  forgotten  when 
she  left  the  hotel. 

Herbert  instantly  recognised  the  gilding  on  the  cover, 
imitated  from  a  design  invented  by  himself.  He  remem- 
bered the  inscription,  and  yet  he  read  it  again  : 

"  To  dear  Catherine,  from  Herbert,  on  the  anniversary 
of  our  marriage." 

The  book  dropped  from  his  hand  on  the  table,  as  if  it 
had  been  a  new  discovery,  torturing  liim  with  a  new  pain. 

His  wife  (he  persisted  in  thinking  of  her  as  his  wife) 
must  have  occupied  the  room — might  perhaps  have  been 
the  person  whom  he  had  succeeded,  as  a  guest  at  the 
hotel.  Did  she  still  value  his  present  to  her,  in  remem- 
brance of  old  times  ?  No  !  She  valued  it  so  little  that 
she  had  evidently  forgotten  it.  Perhaps  her  maid  might 
have  included  it  among  the  small  articles  of  luggage 
when  they  left  home,  or  dear  little  Kitty  might  have  put 
it  into  one  of  her  mother's  trunks.  In  any  case,  there 
it  was  now,  abandoned  in  the  drawer  of  a  table  at  an 
hotel. 

"  Oh,"  he  thought  bitterly,  "  if  I  could  only  feel  as  coldly 
towards  Catherine  as  she  feels  towards  me  !"  His  reso- 
lution had  resisted  much  ;  but  this  final  trial  of  his  self- 
control  was  more  than  he  could  sustain.  He  dropped 
into  a  chair — his  pride  of  manhood  recoiled  from  the 
contemptible  weakness  of  crying — he  tried  to  remember 
that  she  had  divorced  him,  and  taken  his  child  from  him. 
In  vain  !  in  vain  !     He  burst  into  tears. 

CHAPTEE  XXXVII. 

MRS.    KOKMAN. 

With  a  heart  lightened  by  reconciliation  (not  the  first 
reconciliation  unhappily),  with  hopes  revived,  and  sweet 
content  restored,  Sydney's  serenity  of  mind  was  not 
quite  unruffled.  Her  thoughts  were  not  dwelling  on  the 
evil  life  which  she  had  honestly  deplored,  or  on  the 
wronged  wife  to  whom  she  had  been  eager  to  make 
atonement.     Where   is  the  woman   whose  sorrows   are 
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not  thrown  into  the  shade  by  the  bright  renewal  of  love  ? 
The  one  anxiety  that  troubled  Sydney  was  caused  by 
remembrance  of  the  letter  which  she  had  sent  to  the 
convent  at  Sandyseal. 

As  her  better  mind  now  viewed  it,  she  had  doubly 
injured  Herbert — first  in  distrusting  him ;  then  by 
appealing  from  him  to  the  compassion  of  strangers. 

If  the  reply  for  which  she  had  rashly  asked  was 
waiting  for  her  at  that  moment — if  the  mercy  of  the 
Mother  Superior  was  ready  to  comfort  and  guide  her— 
what  return  could  she  make  ?  how  could  she  excuse  her- 
self from  accepting  what  was  offered  in  kindly  reply  to 
her  own  petition  ?  She  had  placed  herself,  for  all  she 
knew  to  the  contrary,  between  two  alternatives  of  in- 
gratitude equally  unendurable,  equally  degrading.  To 
feel  this  was  to  feel  the  suspense  which,  to  persons  of 
excitable  temperament,  is  of  all  trials  the  hardest  to  bear. 
The  chambermaid  was  still  in  her  room — Sydney  asked 
if  the  post-office  was  near  to  the  hotel. 

The  woman  smiled.  "Everything  is  near  us,  ma'am, 
in  this  little  place.     Can  we  send  to  the  post-office  for 

y°u?" 

Sydney  wrote  her  initials.  "  Ask,  if  you  please,  for  a 
letter  addressed  in  that  way."  She  handed  the  memo- 
randum to  the  chambermaid.  "  Corresponding  with  her 
lover  under  her  husband's  nose  !"  That  was  how  the 
chambermaid  explained  it  below  stairs,  when  the  porter 
remarked  that  initials  looked  mysterious. 

The  Mother  Superior  had  replied.  Sydney  trembled 
as  she  opened  the  letter.     It  began  kindly. 

"  I  believe  you,  my  child,  and  I  am  anxious  to  help 
you.  But  I  cannot  correspond  with  an  unknown  person. 
If  you  decide  to  reveal  yourself,  it  is  only  right  to  add 
that  I  have  shown  your  letter  to  the  Eeverend  Father 
who,  in  temporal  as  in  spiritual  things,  is  our  counsellor 
and  guide.  To  him  I  must  refer  you,  in  the  first  instance. 
His  wisdom  will  decide  the  serious  question  of  receiving 
you  into  our  Holy  Church,  and  will  discover,  in  due  time, 
if  you  have  a  true  vocation  to  a  religious  life.  With  the 
Father's  sanction,  you  may  be  sure  of  my  affectionate 
desire  to  serve  you." 

Sydney  put  the  letter  back  in  the  envelope,  feeling 
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gratefully  towards  the  Mother  Superior,  but  determined 
by  the  conditions  imposed  on  her  to  make  no  further 
advance  towards  the  Benedictine  community. 

Even  if  her  motive  in  writing  to  the  convent  had 
remained  unchanged,  the  allusions  to  the  priest  would 
still  have  decided  her  on  taking  this  step.  The  bare  idea 
of  opening  her  inmost  heart,  and  telling  her  saddest 
secrets,  to  a  man,  and  that  man  a  stranger,  was  too 
repellent  to  be  entertained  for  a  moment.  In  a  few  lines 
of  reply,  gratefully  and  respectfully  written,  she  thanked 
the  Mother  Superior,  and  withdrew  from  the  correspon- 
dence. 

The  letter  having  been  closed,  and  posted  in  the  hotel 
box,  she  returned  to  the  sitting-room,  free  from  the  one 
doubt  that  had  troubled  her ;  eager  to  show  Herbert  how 
truly  she  believed  in  him,  how  hopefully  she  looked  to 
the  future. 

With  a  happy  smile  on  her  lips  she  opened  the  door. 
She  was  on  the  point  of  asking  him  playfully  if  he  had 
felt  surprised  at  her  long  absence — when  the  sight  that 
met  her  eyes  turned  her  cold  with  terror  in  an  instant. 

His  arms  were  stretched  out  on  the  table ;  his  head 
was  laid  on  them ;  despair  confessed  itself  in  his  attitude ; 
grief  spoke  in  the  deep  sobbing  breaths  that  shook  him. 
Love  and  compassion  restored  Sydney's  courage  ;  she 
advanced  to  raise  him  in  her  arms — and  stopped  once 
more.  The  book  on  the  table  caught  her  eye.  He  was 
still  unconscious  of  her  presence ;  she  ventured  to  open 
it.  She  read  the  inscription — looked  at  him — looked 
back  at  the  writing — and  knew  the  truth  at  last. 

The  rigour  of  the  torture  that  she  suffered  paralysed 
all  outward  expression  of  pain.  Quietly  she  put  the  book 
back  on  the  table.  Quietly  she  touched  him,  and  called 
him  by  his  name. 

He  started  and  looked  up ;  he  made  an  attempt  to 
speak  to  her  in  his  customary  tone.  "  I  didn't  hear  you 
come  in,"  he  said. 

She  pointed  to  the  book,  without  the  slightest  change 
in  her  face  or  her  manner. 

"  I  have  read  the  inscription  to  your  wife,"  she 
answered  ;  "I  have  seen  you  while  you  thought  you 
were  alone  ;  the  mercy  which  has  so  long  kept  the  truth 


MRS.  NORMAN.  217 

from  me  is  mercy  wasted  now.  Your  bonds  are  broken, 
Herbert.     You  are  a  free  man." 

He  affected  not  to  have  understood  her.  She  let  him 
try  to  persuade  her  of  it,  and  made  no  reply.  He 
declared,  honestly  declared,  that  what  she  had  said  dis- 
tressed him.  She  listened  in  submissive  silence.  He 
took  her  hand,  and  kissed  it.  She  let  him  kiss  it,  and 
let  him  drop  it  at  her  side.  She  frightened  liim ;  he 
began  to  fear  for  her  reason.  There  was  silence — long, 
horrid,  hopeless  silence. 

She  had  left  the  door  of  the  room  open.  One  of  the 
servants  of  the  hotel  appeared  outside  in  the  passage. 
He  spoke  to  some  person  behind  him.  "  Perhaps  the 
book  has  been  left  in  here,"  he  suggested.  A  gentle 
voice  answered  :  "I  hope  the  lady  and  gentleman  will 
excuse  me,  if  I  ask  leave  to  look  for  my  book."  She 
stepped  into  the  room  to  make  her  apologies. 

Herbert  Linley  and  Sydney  Westerfield  looked  at  the 
woman  whom  they  had  outraged.  The  woman  whom 
they  had  outraged  paused,  and  looked  back  at  them. 

The  hotel  servant  was  surprised  at  their  not  speaking 
to  each  other.  He  was  a  stupid  man ;  he  thought  the 
gentlefolks  were  strangely  unlike  gentlefolks  in  general ; 
they  seemed  not  to  know  what  to  say.  Herbert  hap- 
pened to  be  standing  nearest  to  him  :  he  felt  that  it 
would  be  civil  to  the  gentleman  to  offer  a  word  of 
explanation. 

"  The  lady  had  these  rooms,  sir.  She  has  come  back 
from  the  station  to  look  for  a  book  that  has  been  left 
behind." 

Herbert  signed  to  him  to  go.  As  the  man  turned  to 
obey,  he  drew  back.  Sydney  had  moved  to  the  door 
before  him,  to  leave  the  room.  Herbert  refused  to 
permit  it.  "  Stay  here,"  he  said  to  her  gently;  "this 
room  is  yours." 

Sydney  hesitated.  Herbert  addressed  her  again.  He 
pointed  to  his  divorced  wife.  "  You  see  how  that  lady 
is  looking  at  you,"  he  said;  "I  beg  that  you  will  not 
submit  to  insult  from  anybody." 

Sydney  obeyed  him  :  she  returned  to  the  room. 

Catherines  voice  was  heard  for  the  first  time.  She 
addressed  herself  to   Sydney  with  a  quiet  dignity — far 
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removed  from  anger,  farther  removed  still  from  con- 
tempt. 

"  You  were  about  to  leave  the  room,"  she  said.  "  I 
notice — as  an  act  of  justice  to  you — that  my  presence 
arouses  some  sense  of  shame." 

Herbert  turned  to  Sydney :  trying  to  recover  herself, 
she  stood  near  the  table.  "  Give  me  the  book,"  he  said  ; 
"  the  sooner  this  comes  to  an  end  the  better  for  her,  the 
better  for  us."  Sydney  gave  him  the  book.  "With  a 
visible  effort,  he  matched  Catherine's  self-control :  after 
all,  she  had  remembered  his  gift !  He  offered  the  book 
to  her. 

She  still  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  Sydney — still  spoke  to 
Sydney. 

"  Tell  him,"  she  said,  "  that  I  refuse  to  receive  the 
book." 

Sydney  attempted  to  obey.  At  the  first  words  she 
uttered,  Herbert  checked  her  once  more. 

"  I  have  begged  you  already  not  to  submit  to  insult." 
He  turned  to  Catherine.  "  The  book  is  yours,  Madam. 
Why  do  you  refuse  to  take  it?" 

She  looked  at  him  for  the  first  time.  A  proud  sense 
of  wrong  flashed  at  him  its  keenly  felt  indignation  in  her 
first  glance.  "  Your  hands  and  her  hands  have  touched 
it,"  she  answered.     "  I  leave  it  to  yoii  and  to  her." 

Those  words  stung  him.  "  Contempt,"  he  said,  "  is 
bitter  indeed  on  your  lips." 

"  Do  you  presume  to  resent  mv  contempt?" 

"  I  forbid  you  to  insult  Miss  Westerfield."  With  that 
reply,  he  turned  to  Sydney  "  You  shall  not  suffer 
while  I  can  prevent  it,"  he  said  tenderly,  and  approached 
to  put  his  arm  round  her.  She  looked  at  Catherine,  and 
drew  back  from  his  embrace,  gently  repelling  him  by  a 
gesture. 

Catherine  felt  and  respected  the  true  delicacy,  the 
true  penitence,  expressed  in  that  action.  She  advanced 
to  Sydney.  "  Miss  Westerfield,"  she  said,  "  I  will  take 
the  book — from  you." 

Sydney  gave  back  the  book  without  a  word :  in  her 
position  silence  was  the  truest  gratitude.  Quietly  and 
firmly  Catherine  removed  the  blank  leaf  on  which 
Herbert  had  written,  and  laid  it  before  him  on  the  table. 
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"I  return  your  inscription.  It  means  nothing  now" 
Those  words  were  steadily  pronounced ;  not  the  slightest 
appearance  of  temper  accompanied  them.  She  moved 
slowly  to  the  door,  and  looked  back  at  Sydney.  "  Make 
some  allowance  for  what  I  have  suffered,"  she  said 
gently.  "  If  I  have  wounded  you,  I  regret  it."  The 
faint  sound  of  her  dress  on  the  carpet  was  heard  in  the 
perfect  stillness,  and  lost  again.     They  saw  her  no  more. 

Herbert  approached  Sydney.  It  was  a  moment  when 
he  was  bound  to  assure  her  of  his  sympathy.  He  felt 
for  her.  In  his  inmost  heart  he  felt  for  her.  As  he  drew 
nearer,  he  saw  tears  in  her  eyes  ;  but  they  seemed  to 
have  risen  without  her  knowledge.  Hardly  conscious  of 
his  presence,  she  stood  before  him — lost  in  thought. 

He  endeavoured  to  rouse  her.  "  Did  I  protect  you 
from  insult  ?"  he  asked. 

She  said  absently  :  "  Yes  !" 

"  Will  you  do  as  I  do,  dear  ?     Will  you  try  to  forget  ?" 

She  said  :  "  I  will  try  to  atone,"  and  moved  towards 
the  door  of  her  room.  The  reply  surprised  him ;  but  it 
was  no  time  then  to  ask  for  an  explanation. 

"  Would  you  like  to  lie  down,  Sydney,  and  rest  ?" 

"  Yes." 

She  took  his  arm.  He  led  her  to  the  door  of  her 
room.  "  Is  there  anything  else  I  can  do  for  you?"  he 
asked. 

"  Nothing,  thank  you." 

She  closed  the  door — and  abruptly  opened  it  again. 
"  One  thing  more,"  she  said.     "  Kiss  me." 

He  kissed  her  tenderly.  Eeturning  to  the  sitting-room, 
he  looked  back  across  the  passage.     Her  door  was  shut. 

His  head  was  heavy;  his  mind  felt  confused.  He 
threw  himself  on  the  sofa — utterly  exhausted  by  the 
ordeal  through  which  he  had  passed.  In  grief,  in  fear, 
in  pain,  the  time  still  comes  when  Nature  claims  her 
rights.  The  wretched  worn-out  man  fell  into  a  restless 
sleep.  He  was  awakened  by  the  waiter,  laying  the  cloth 
for  dinner.  "  It's  just  ready,  sir,"  the  servant  announced ; 
"  shall  I  knock  at  the  lady's  door?" 

Herbert  got  up  and  went  to  her  room. 

He  entered  softly,  fearing  to  disturb  her  if  she  too  had 
slept.    No  sign  of  her  was  to  be  seen.    She  had  evidently 
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not  rested  on  her  bed.  A  morsel  of  paper  "lay  on  the 
smooth  coverlet.  There  was  only  a  line  written  on  it : 
*'  You  may  yet  be  happy — and  it  may  perhaps  be  my 
doing." 

He  stood,  looking  at  that  last  line  of  her  writing,  in 
the  empty  room.  His  despair  and  his  submission  spoke 
in  the  only  words  that  escaped  him  : 

u  I  have  deserved  it  1" 


FIFTH  BOOK. 
CHAPTEE  XXXVIII. 

HEAE   THE    LAWYEB. 

"  Me.  Hebbebt  Linley,  I  ask  permission  to  reply  to 
your  inquiries  in  writing,  because  it  is  quite  likely  that 
some  of  the  opinions  you  will  find  here  might  offend  you 
if  I  expressed  them  personally.  I  can  relieve  your  anxiety 
on  the  subject  of  Miss  Sydney  Westerfield.  But  I  must 
be  allowed  to  do  so  in  my  own  way — without  any  other 
restraints  than  those  which  I  think  it  becoming  to  an 
honourable  man  to  impose  on  himself. 

"  You  are  quite  right  in  supposing  that  Miss  Wester- 
field had  heard  me  spoken  of  at  Mount  Morven,  as  the 
agent  and  legal  adviser  of  the  lady  who  was  formerly 
your  wife.  What  purpose  led  her  to  apply  to  me,  under 
these  circumstances,  you  will  presently  discover.  As  to 
the  means  by  which  she  found  her  way  to  my  office,  I 
may  remind  you  that  any  directory  would  give  her  the 
necessary  information. 

"  Miss  Westerner's  object  was  to  tell  me,  in  the  first 
place,  that  her  guilty  life  with  you  was  at  an  end.  She 
has  left  your  protection — not  to  return  to  it.  I  was 
sorry  to  see  (though  she  tried  to  hide  it  from  me)  how 
keenly  she  felt  the  parting.  You  have  been  dearly 
loved  by  two  sweet  women,  and  they  have  thrown  their 
hearts  away  on  you — as  women  will. 

"  Having  explained  the  circumstances  so  far,  Miss 
Westerfield  next  mentioned  the  motive  which  had  brought 
her  to  my  office.  She  asked  if  I  would  inform  her  of  Mrs. 
Norman's  address. 


HEAR  THE  LA  WYER.  221 

"  This  request,  I  confess,  astonished  me. 

"  To  my  mind  she  was,  of  all  persons,  the  last  who 
ought  to  contemplate  communicating  in  any  way  with 
Mrs.  Norman.  I  say  this  to  you ;  but  I  refrained  from 
saying  it  to  her.  What  I  did  venture  to  do  was  to  ask 
for  her  reasons.  She  answered  that  they  were  reasons 
which  would  embarrass  her  if  she  communicated  them 
to  a  stranger. 

"  After  this  reply,  I  declined  to  give  her  the  informa- 
tion she  wanted. 

"  Not  unprepared,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  for  my  refusal, 
she  asked  next  if  I  was  willing  to  tell  her  where  she 
might  find  your  brother,  Mr.  Randal  Linley.  In  this 
case  I  was  glad  to  comply  with  her  request.  She  could 
address  herself  to  no  person  worthier  to  advise  her  than 
your  brother.  In  giving  her  his  address  in  London,  I 
told  her  that  he  was  absent  on  a  visit  to  some  friends, 
and  that  he  was  expected  to  return  in  a  weeks  time. 

"  She  thanked  me,  and  rose  to  go. 

"  I  confess  I  was  interested  in  her.  Perhaps  I  thought 
of  the  time  when  she  might  have  been  as  dear  to  her 
father  as  my  own  daughters  are  to  me.  I  asked  if  her 
parents  were  living  :  they  were  dead.  My  next  question 
was,  'Have  you  any  friends  in  London?'  She  answered: 
'  I  have  no  friends.'  It  was  said  with  a  resignation  so 
very  sad  in  so  young  a  creature  that  I  was  really 
distressed.  I  ran  the  risk  of  offending  her — and  asked  if 
she  felt  any  embarrassment  in  respect  of  money. 
She  said :  '  I  have  some  small  savings  from  my  salary 
when  I  was  a  governess.'  The  change  in  her  tone  told 
me  that  she  was  alluding  to  the  time  of  her  residence  at 
Mount  Morven.  It  was  impossible  to  look  at  this  friend- 
less girl,  and  not  feel  some  anxiety  about  the  lodging 
which  she  might  have  chosen  in  such  a  place  as  London. 
She  had  fortunately  come  to  me  from  the  railway,  and 
had  not  thought  yet  of  where  she  was  to  live.  At  last  I 
was  able  to  be  of  some  use  to  her.  My  senior  clerk  took 
care  of  Miss  Westerfield,  and  left  her  among  respectable 
people,  in  whose  house  she  could  live  cheaply  and  safely. 
Where  that  house  is,  I  refuse  (for  her  sake)  to  tell  you. 
She  shall  not  be  disturbed. 

"  After  a  week  had  passed  I  received  a  visit  from  my 
good  friend,  Randal  Linley. 
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"  He  had  on  that  day  seen  Miss  Westerfield.  She 
had  said  to  him  what  she  had  said  to  me,  and  bad  re- 
peated the  request  which  I  thought  it  unwise  to  grant ; 
owning  to  your  brother,  however,  the  motives  which  she 
had  refused  to  confide  to  me.  He  was  so  strongly  im- 
pressed by  the  sacrifice  of  herself  which  this  penitent 
woman  had  made,  that  he  was  at  first  disposed  to  trust 
her  with  Mrs.  Norman's  address. 

"  Eeflection,  however,  convinced  him  that  her  motives, 
pure  and  disinterested  as  they  undoubtedly  were,  did  not 
justify  him  in  letting  her  expose  herself  to  the  conse- 
quences which  might  follow  the  proposed  interview.  All 
that  he  engaged  to  do  was  to  repeat  to  Mrs.  Norman 
what  Miss  Westerfield  had  said,  and  to  inform  the 
young  lady  of  the  result. 

"  In  the  intervals  of  business,  I  had  felt  some  uneasiness 
when  I  thought  of  Miss  Westerfield's  prospects.  Your 
good  brother  at  once  set  all  anxiety  on  this  subject  at  rest. 

"  He  proposed  to  place  Miss  Westerfield  under  the 
care  of  an  old  and  dear  friend  of  her  late  father — 
Captain  Bennydeck.  Her  voluntary  separation  from  you 
offered  to  your  brother,  and  to  the  Captain,  the  oppor- 
tunity for  which  they  had  both  been  waiting.  Captain 
Bennydeck  was  then  cruising  at  sea  in  his  yacht.  Im- 
mediately on  his  return,  Miss  Westerfield's  inclinations 
would  be  consulted,  and  she  would  no  doubt  eagerly 
embrace  the  opportunity  of  being  introduced  to  her 
father's  friend. 

"  I  have  now  communicated  all  that  I  know,  in  reply 
to  the  questions  which  you  have  addressed  to  me.  Let 
me  earnestly  advise  you  to  make  the  one  reparation  to 
this  poor  girl  which  is  in  your  power.  Besign  yourself 
to  a  separation  which  is  not  only  for  her  good,  but  for 
yours. — Samuel  Sabbazin." 


CHAPTEB  XXXIX. 

LISTEN   TO   SEASON. 

Not  having  heard  from  Captain  Bennydeck  for  some 
little  time,  Bandal  thought  it  desirable  in  Sydney's  in- 
terests to  make   inquiries  at  his  club.      Nothing  was 
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known  of  the  Captain's  movements  there.  On  the 
chance  of  getting  the  information  that  he  wanted,  Eandal 
wrote  to  the  hotel  at  Sandy  seal. 

The  landlord's  reply  a  little  surprised  him. 
Some  days  since,  the  yacht  had  again  appeared  in  the 
bay  Captain  Bennydeck  had  landed,  to  all  appearance 
in  fairly  good  health  ;  and  had  left  by  an  early  train  for 
London.  The  sailing  master  announced  that  he  had 
orders  to  take  the  vessel  back  to  her  port — with  no  other 
explanation  than  that  the  cruise  was  over.  This  altera- 
tion in  the  Captain's  plans  (terminating  the  voyage  a 
month  earlier  than  his  arrangements  had  contemplated) 
puzzled  Eandal.  He  called  at  his  friend's  private  resi- 
dence, only  to  hear  from  the  servants  that  they  had  seen 
nothing  of  their  master.  Eandal  waited  awhile  in  Lon- 
don, on  the  chance  that  Bennydeck  might  pay  him  a 
visit. 

During  this  interval,  his  patience  was  rewarded  in  an 
unexpected  manner.  He  discovered  the  Captain's  address 
by  means  of  a  letter  from  Catherine,  dated  "  Buck's 
Hotel,  Sydenham."  Having  gently  reproached  him  for 
not  writing  to  her  or  calling  on  her,  she  invited  him  to 
dinner  at  the  hotel.  Her  letter  concluded  in  these 
words  : — "  You  will  only  meet  one  person  besides  our- 
selves— your  friend,  and  (since  we  last  met)  our  friend 
too.  Captain  Bennydeck  has  got  tired  of  the  sea.  He 
is  staying  at  this  hotel,  to  try  the  air  of  Sydenham,  and 
he  finds  that  it  agrees  with  him." 

These  lines  set  Eandal  thinking  seriously 
To  represent  Bennydeck  as  being  "tired  of  the  sea," 
and  as  being  willing  to  try,  in  place  of  the  breezy  Channel, 
the  air  of  a  suburb  of  London,  was  to  make  excuses  too 
perfectly  futile  and  absurd  to  deceive  anyone  who  knew 
the  Captain.  In  spite  of  the  ajmearance  of  innocenco 
which  pervaded  Catherine's  letter,  the  true  motive  for 
breaking  off  his  cruise  might  be  found,  as  Eandal  con- 
cluded, in  Catherine  herself.  Her  residence  at  the  sea- 
side, helped  by  the  lapse  of  time,  had  restored  to  her 
personal  attractions  almost  all  that  they  had  lost  under 
the  deteriorating  influences  of  care  and  grief;  and  her 
change  of  name  must  have  protected  her  from  a  dis- 
covery of  the  Divorce  which  would  have  shocked  a  man 
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so  sincerely  religious  as  Bennydeck.  Had  her  beauty 
fascinated  him  ?  Was  she  aware  of  the  interest  that  he 
felt  in  her  ?  and  was  it  secretly  understood  and  returned  ? 
Eandal  wrote  to  accept  the  invitation ;  determining  to 
present  himself  before  the  appointed  hour,  and  to  question 
Catherine  privately,  without  giving  her  the  advantage 
over  him  of  preparing  herself  for  the  interview. 

In  the  short  time  that  passed  before  the  day  of  the 
dinner,  distressing  circumstances  strengthened  his  resolu- 
tion. After  months  of  separation,  he  received  a  visit 
from  Herbert. 

Was  this  man — haggard,  pallid,  shabby,  looking  at 
him  piteously,  with  bloodshot  eyes — the  handsome, 
pleasant,  prosperous  brother  whom  he  remembered? 
Eandal  was  so  grieved,  that  he  was  for  a  moment  unable 
to  utter  a  word.  He  could  only  point  to  a  seat.  Herbert 
dropped  into  the  chair  as  if  he  was  reduced  to  the  last 
extremity  of  fatigue.  And  yet  he  spoke  roughly;  he 
looked  like  an  angry  man  brought  to  bay. 

"  I  seem  to  frighten  you,"  he  said. 

"  You  distress  me,  Herbert,  more  than  words  can  say." 

"  Give  me  a  glass  of  wine.  I've  been  walking — I  don't 
know  where.     A  long  distance ;  I'm  dead  beat." 

He  drank  the  wine  greedily.  Whatever  reviving  effect 
it  might  otherwise  have  produced  on  him,  it  made  no 
change  in  the  threatening  gloom  of  his  manner.  In  a 
man  morally  weak,  calamity  (suffered  without  resisting 
power)  breaks  its  way  through  the  surface  which  exhibits 
a  gentleman,  and  shows  the  naked  nature  which  claims 
kindred  with  our  ancestor  the  savage. 

"  Do  you  feel  better,  Herbert?" 

He  put  down  the  empty  glass,  taking  no  notice  of  his 
brother's  question.  "Eandal,"  he  said,  "you  know 
where  Sydney  is." 

Eandal  admitted  it. 

"  Give  me  her  address.  My  mind's  in  such  a  state  I 
can't  remember  it ;  write  it  down." 

"  No,  Herbert." 

"  You  won't  write  it?  and  you  won't  give  it?" 

"  I  will  do  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  Go  back  to 
your  chair  ;  fierce  looks  and  clenched  fists  don't  frighten 
me.     Miss  Westerfield  is  quite  right  in  separating  herself 
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from  you.  And  you  are  quite  wrong  in  wishing  to  go 
back  to  her.  There  are  my  reasons.  Try  to  understand 
them.     And,  once  again,  sit  down." 

He  spoke  sternly — with  his  heart  aching  for  his  brother 
all  the  time.  He  was  right.  The  one  way  is  the 
positive  way,  when  a  man  who  suffers  trouble  is  degraded 
by  it. 

The  poor  wretch  sank  under  Eandal's  firm  voice  and 
steady  eye. 

"  Don't  be  hard  on  me,"  he  said.  "  I  think  a  man  in 
my  situation  is  to  be  pitied — especially  by  his  brother. 
I'm  not  like  you ;  I'm  not  accustomed  to  live  alone. 
I've  been  accustomed  to  having  a  kind  woman  to  talk  to 
me,  and  take  care  of  me.  You  don't  know  what  it  is  to 
be  used  to  seeing  a  pretty  creature,  always  nicely  dressed, 
always  about  the  room — thinking  so  much  of  you,  and  so 
little  of  herself — and  then  to  be  left  alone  as  I  am  left, 
out  in  the  dark.  I  haven't  got  my  wife  ;  she  has  thrown 
me  over,  and  taken  my  child  away  from  me.  And,  now, 
Sydney's  taken  away  from  me  next.  I'm  alone.  Do 
you  hear  that  ?  Alone  !  Take  the  poker  there  out  of  the 
fireplace.  Give  me  back  Sydney,  or  knock  out  my  brains. 
I  haven't  courage  enough  to  do  it  for  myself.  Oh,  why 
did  I  engage  that  governess !  I  was  so  happy,  Eandal, 
with  Catherine  and  little  Kitty." 

He  laid  his  head  wearily  on  the  back  of  his  chair. 
Eandal  offered  him  more  wine ;  he  refused  it. 

"I'm  afraid,"  he  said.  "Wine  maddens  me  if  I  take 
too  much  of  it.  You  have  heard  of  men  forgetting  their 
sorrows  in  drink.  I  tried  it  yesterday ;  it  set  my  brains 
on  fire  ;  I'm  feeling  that  glass  I  took  just  now.  No  !  I'm 
not  faint.  It  eases  my  head  when  I  rest  like  this. 
Shake  hands,  Eandal ;  we  have  never  had  any  unfriendly 
words ;  we  mustn't  begin  now.  There's  something  per- 
verse about  me.  I  didn't  know  ho\?  fond  I  was  of 
Sydney  till  I  lost  her ;  I  didn't  know  how  fond  I  was  of 
my  wife  till  I  left  her."  He  paused,  and  put  his  hand 
to  his  fevered  head.  Was  his  mind  wandering  into  soma 
other  train  of  thought  ?  He  astonished  his  brother  by  a 
new  entreaty — the  last  imaginable  entreaty  that  Eandal 
expected  to  hear.  "Dear  old  fellow,  I  want  you  to  do 
me  a  favour.     Tell  me  where  my  wife  is  living  now?" 
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"  Surely,"  Eandal  answered,  "  you  know  that  she  is  no 
longer  your  wife  ?" 

"  Never  mind  that !     I  have  something  to  say  to  her." 

"You  can't  doit." 

"  Can  you  do  it  ?    Will  you  give  her  a  message  ?" 

"  Let  me  hear  what  it  is  first." 

Herbert  lifted  his  head,  and  laid  his  hand  earnestly  on 
his  brother's  arm.  When  he  said  his  next  words  he  was 
almost  like  his  old  self  again. 

"  Say  that  I'm  lonely,  say  that  I'm  dying  for  want  of  a 
little  comfort — ask  her  to  let  me  see  Kitty." 

His  tone  touched  Eandal  to  the  quick.  "  I  feel  for 
you,  Herbert,"  he  said  warmly.  "  She  shall  have  your 
message ;  all  that  I  can  do  to  persuade  her  shall  bo 
done." 

"  As  soon-  as  possible?" 

"  Yes — as  soon  as  possible." 

"  And  you  won't  forget  ?  No,  no  ;  of  course  you  won't 
forget."  He  tried  to  rise,  and  fell  back  again  into  his 
chair.  "  Let  me  rest  a  little,"  he  pleaded,  "  if  I'm  not  in 
the  way.  I'm  not  fit  company  for  you,  I  know ;  I'll  go 
when  you  tell  me." 

Eandal  refused  to  let  him  go  at  all.  "  You  will  stay 
here  with  me ;  and  if  I  happen  to  be  away,  there  will  be 
somebody  in  the  house,  who  is  almost  as  fond  of  you  as 
I  am."  He  mentioned  the  name  of  one  of  the  old 
servants  at  Mount  Morven,  who  had  attached  himself  to 
Eandal  after  the  break-up  of  the  family.  "  And  now 
rest,"  he  said;  "  and  let  me  put  this  cushion  under  your 
head."  Herbert  answered  :  "  It's  like  being  at  home 
again  " — and  composed  himself  to  rest. 


CHAPTEE  XL. 

KEEP   YOUR   TEMPER. 

On  the  next  day  but  one,  Eandal  arranged  his  departure 
for  Sydenham,  so  as  to  arrive  at  the  hotel  an  hour  before 
the  time  appointed  for  the  dinner.  His  prospects  of 
sucoegs,  in  pleading  for  a  favourable  reception  of  his 
brother's  message,  were  so  uncertain  that  he  refrained — 
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in  fear  of  raising  hopes  which  he  might  not  be  able  to 
justify — from  taking  Herbert  into  his  confidence.  No 
one  knew  on  what  errand  he  was  bent,  when  he  left  the 
house.  As  he  took  his  place  in  the  carriage,  the  news- 
paper boy  appeared  at  the  window  as  usual.  The  new 
number  of  a  popular  weekly  journal  had  that  day  been 
published.     Eandal  bought  it. 

After  reading  one  or  two  of  the  political  articles,  he 
arrived  at  the  columns  specially  devoted  to  "  Fashion- 
able Intelligence."  Caring  nothing  for  that  sort  of  news, 
he  was  turning  over  the  pages  in  search  of  the  literary 
and  dramatic  articles,  when  a  name  not  unfamiliar  to 
him  caught  his  eye.  He  read  the  paragraph  in  which  it 
appeared. 

"  The  charming  widow,  Mrs.  Norman,  is,  we  hear, 
among  the  distinguished  guests  staying  at  Buck's  Hotel. 
It  is  whispered  that  the  lady  is  to  be  shortly  united  to 
a  retired  naval  officer  of  Arctic  fame ;  now  better  known, 
perhaps,  as  one  of  our  leading  philanthropists." 

The  allusion  to  Bennydeck  was  too  plain  to  be  mis- 
taken. Bandal  looked  again  at  the  first  words  in  the 
paragraph.  "  The  charming  widow  !"  Was  it  possible 
that  this  last  word  referred  to  Catherine  ?  To  suppose 
her  capable  of  assuming  to  be  a  widow,  and — if  the  child 
asked  questions — of  telling  Kitty  that  her  father  was 
dead,  was,  in  Bandal's  estimation,  to  wrong  her  cruelly. 
With  his  own  suspicions  steadily  contradicting  him,  he 
arrived  at  the  hotel,  obstinately  believing  that  "  tbx 
charming  wirlow  "  would  prove  to  be  a  stranger. 

A  first  disappointment  was  in  store  for  him  when  he 
entered  the  house.  Mrs.  Norman  and  her  little  daughter 
were  out  driving  with  a  friend,  and  were  expected  to 
return  in  good  time  for  dinner.  Mrs.  Presty  was  at 
home ;  she  was  reported  to  be  in  the  garden  of  the 
hotel. 

Bandal  found  her  comfortably  established  in  a  summer- 
house,  with  her  knitting  in  her  hands,  and  a  newspaper 
on  her  lap.  She  advanced  to  meet  him,  all  smiles  and 
amiability.  "  How  nice  of  you  to  come  so  soon  !"  she 
began.  Her  keen  penetration  discovered  something  in 
his  face,  which  checked  the  gaiety  of  her  welcome. 
"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  are  going  to  spoil  our 
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pleasant  little  dinner  by  bringing  bad  news  !"  she  added, 
looking  at  him  suspiciously. 

"  It  depends  on  you  to  decide  that,"  Eandal  replied. 

"  How  very  complimentary  to  a  poor  useless  old 
woman  !  Don't  be  mysterious,  my  dear.  I  don't  belong 
to  the  generation  which  raises  storms  in  tea-cups,  and 
calls  skirmishes  with  savages  battles.     Out  with  it  !" 

Eandal  handed  his  paper  to  her,  open  at  the  right 
place.     "  There  is  my  news,"  he  said. 

Mrs.  Presty  looked  at  the  paragraph,  and  handed  her 
newspaper  to  Eandal. 

"  I  am  indeed  sorry  to  spoil  your  dramatic  effect,"  she 
said.  "  But  you  ought  to  have  known  that  we  are  only 
half-an-hour  behind  you,  at  Sydenham,  in  the  matter  of 
news.  The  report  is  premature,  my  good  friend.  But 
if  these  newspaper-people  waited  to  find  out  whether 
a  report  is  true  or  false,  how  much  gossip  would  society 
get  in  its  favourite  newspapers  ?  Besides,  if  it  isn't  true 
now,  it  will  be  true  next  week.  The  author  only  says, 
'  It's  whispered.'  How  delicate  of  him  !  What  a  perfect 
gentleman  !" 

"  Am  I  really  to  understand,  Mrs.  Presty,  that 
Catherine 

"  You  are  to  understand  that  Catherine  is  a  widow 
say  it  with  pride,  a  widow  of  my  making  !" 

"  If  this  is  one  of  your  jokes,  ma'am " 

Nothing  of  the  sort,  sir." 


"  Are  you  aware,  Mrs.  Presty,  that  my  brother- 


Oh,  don't  talk  of  your  brother  !  He's  an  obstacle  in 
our  way.  and  we  have  been  compelled  to  get  rid  of  him." 

Eandal  drew  back  a  step.  Mrs.  Presty's  audacity  was 
something  more  than  he  could  understand.  "  Is  this 
woman  mad  ?"  he  said  to  himself. 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Mrs.  Presty.  "  If  you  are  de- 
termined to  make  a  serious  business  of  it — if  you  insist 
on  my  justifying  myself— you  are  to  be  pitied  for  not 
possessing  a  sense  of  humour,  but  you  shall  have  your 
own  way.  I  am  put  on  my  defence.  Very  well.  You 
shall  hear  how  my  divorced  daughter  and  my  poor  little 
grandchild  were  treated  at  Sandyseal,  after  you  left  us." 

Having  related  the  circumstances,  she  suggested  that 
Eandal  should  put  himself  in  Catherine's  place,  before  he 
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ventured  on  expressing  an  opinion.  "  Would  you  have 
exposed  yourself  to  be  humiliated  again  in  the  same 
way  ?"  she  asked.  "  And  would  you  have  seen  your 
child  made  to  suffer  as  well  as  yourself  ?" 

"  I  should  have  kept  in  retirement  for  the  future,"  he 
answered,  "  and  not  have  trusted  my  child  and  myself 
among  strangers  in  hotels." 

"  Ah,  indeed?  And  you  would  have  condemned  your 
poor  little  daughter  to  solitude  ?  You  would  have  seen 
ner  pining  for  the  company  of  other  children,  and  would 
have  had  no  mercy  on  her  ?  I  wonder  what  you  would 
have  done  when  Captain  Bennydeck  paid  us  a  visit  at  the 
seaside  ?  He  was  introduced  to  Mrs.  Norman,  and  to 
Mrs.  Norman's  little  girl,  and  we  were  all  charmed  with 
him.  When  he  and  I  happened  to  be  left  together  he 
naturally  wondered,  after  having  seen  the  beautiful  wife, 
where  the  lucky  husband  might  be.  If  he  had  asked 
you  about  Mr.  Norman,  how  would  you  have  answered 
him?" 

"  I  should  have  told  the  truth." 

"  You  would  have  said  there  was  no  Mr.  Norman  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Exactly  what  I  did !  And  the  Captain  of  course 
concluded  (after  having  been  introduced  to  Kitty)  that 
Mrs.  Norman  was  a  widow.  If  I  had  set  him  right, 
what  would  have  become  of  my  daughter's  reputation  ? 
If  I  had  told  the  truth  at  this  hotel,  when  everybody 
wanted  to  know  what  Mrs.  Norman,  that  handsome  lady, 
was  —  what  would  the  consequences  have  been  to 
Catherine  and  her  little  girl  ?  No  !  no  !  I  have  made 
the  best  of  a  miserable  situation  ;  I  have  consulted  the 
tranquillity  of  a  cruelly  injured  woman  and  an  innocent 
child — with  this  inevitable  result ;  I  have  been  obliged 
to  treat  your  brother  like  a  character  in  a  novel.  I  have 
shipwrecked  Herbert  as  the  shortest  way  of  answering 
inconvenient  questions.  Vessel  found  bottom  upwards 
in  the  middle  of  the  Atlantic,  and  everybody  on  board 
drowned,  of  course.  Worse  stories  have  been  printed  ;  I 
do  assure  you,  worse  stories  have  been  printed." 

Eandal  decided  on  leaving  her.  "  Have  you  done  all 
this  with  Catherine's  consent?"  he  asked  as  he  got  up 
from  his  chair. 
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"  Catherine  submits  to  circumstances,  like  a  sensible 
woman." 

"  Does  she  submit  to  your  telling  Kitty  that  her  father 
is  dead  ?" 

For  the  first  time  Mrs.  Presty  became  serious. 

"  Wait  a  minute,"  she  answered.  "  Before  I  con- 
sented to  answer  the  child's  inquiries,  I  came  to  an 
understanding  with  her  mother.  I  said,  '  "Will  you  let 
Kitty  see  her  father  again  ?'  " 

The  very  question  which  Eandal  had  promised  to  ask 
in  his  brother's  interests!  "And  how  did  Catherine 
answer  you  ?"  he  inquired. 

"Honestly.  She  said:  'I  daren't!'  After  that,  I 
had  her  mother's  authority  for  telling  Kitty  that  she 
would  never  see  her  father  again.  She  asked  directly  if 
her  father  was  dead " 

"  That  will  do,  Mrs.  Presty.  Your  defence  is  thoroughly 
worthy  of  your  conduct  in  all  other  respects." 

"  Say  thoroughly  worthy  of  the  course  forced  upon  me 
and  my  daughter  by  your  brother's  infamous  conduct — 
and  you  will  be  nearer  the  mark  !" 

Eandal  passed  this  over  without  notice.  "Be  so 
good,"  he  said,  "  as  to  tell  Catherine  that  I  try  to  make 
every  possible  allowance  for  her,  but  that  I  cannot 
consent  to  sit  at  her  dinner-table,  and  that  I  dare  not 
face  my  poor  little  niece,  after  what  I  have  heard." 

Mrs.  Presty  recovered  all  her  audacity.  "  A  very  wise 
decision,"  she  remarked.  "  Your  sour  face  would  spoil 
the  best  dinner  that  ever  was  put  on  the  table.  Have 
you  any  message  for  Captain  Bennydeck  ?" 

Eandal  asked  if  his  friend  was  then  at  the  hotel. 

Mrs.  Presty  smiled  significantly.  "  Not  at  the  hotel, 
just  now." 

"Where  is  he?" 

"  Where  he  is  every  day,  about  this  time — out  driving 
with  Catherine  and  Kitty." 

It  was  a  relief  to  Eandal — in  the  present  state  of 
Catherine's  relations  towards  Bennydeck — to  return  to 
London  without  having  seen  his  friend.  He  took  leave 
of  Mrs.  Presty  with  the  formality  due  to  a  stranger — he 
merely  bowed.  That  incorrigible  old  woman  treated  him 
with  affectionate  familiarity  in  return. 
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"  Good-bye,  dear  Eandal.  One  moment  before  you 
go !  Will  it  be  of  any  use  if  we  invite  you  to  the 
marriage  ?" 

Arrived  at  the  station,  Eandal  found  that  he  must  wait 
for  the  train.  While  he  vras  walking  up  and  down  the 
platform,  with  a  mind  doubly  distressed  by  anxiety  about 
his  brother  and  anxiety  about  Sydney,  the  train  from 
London  came  in.  He  stood,  looking  absently  at  the 
passengers  leaving  the  carriages  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  platform.  Suddenly,  a  voice  that  he  knew  was 
audible,  asking  the  way  to  Buck's  Hotel.  He  crossed 
the  line  in  an  instant,  and  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  Herbert. 


CHAPTEE  XLI. 

MAKE    THE    BEST    OF    IT. 

For  a  moment  the  two  men  looked  at  each  other  without 
speaking.  Herbert's  wondering  eyes  accurately  reflected 
his  brother's  astonishment. 

"What  are  you  doing  here?"  he  asked.  Suspicion 
overclouded  his  face  as  he  put  the  question.  "  You 
have  been  to  the  hotel  ?"  he  burst  out ;  "  you  have  seen 
Catherine?" 

Eandal  could  deny  that  he  had  seen  Catherine,  with 
perfect  truth — and  did  deny  it  in  the  plainest  terms. 
Herbert  was  satisfied.  "  In  all  my  remembrance  of 
you,"  he  said,  "  you  have  never  told  me  a  lie.  We  have 
both  seen  the  same  newspaper,  of  course — and  you  have 
been  the  first  to  clear  the  thing  up.     That's  it,  isn't  it  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  I  wonder  who  this  other  Mrs.  Norman  is ;  did  you 
find  out?" 

"  No." 

"  She's  not  Catherine,  at  any  rate  ;  I,  for  one,  shall  go 
home  with  a  lighter  heart."  He  took  his  brother' s  arm, 
to  return  to  the  other  platform.  "  Do  you  know,  Eandal, 
I  was  almost  afraid  that  Catherine  was  the  woman. 
The  devil  take  the  thing,  and  the  people  who  write 
in  it !" 

He  snatched  a  newspaper  out   of   his   pocket   as   he 
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spoke — tore  it  in  half — and  threw  it  away.  "  Malcolm 
meant  well,  poor  fellow,"  he  said,  referring  to  the  old 
servant,  "  but  he  made  a  miserable  man  of  me  for 
all  that." 

Not  satisfied  with  gossip  in  private,  the  greedy  public 
appetite  devours  gossip  in  print,  and  wants  more  of  it 
than  any  one  editor  can  supply.  Eandal  picked  up  the 
torn  newspaper.  It  was  not  the  newspaper  which  he 
had  bought  at  the  station.  Herbert  had  been  reading  a 
rival  journal,  devoted  to  the  interests  of  Society — in  which 
the  report  of  Mrs.  Norman's  marriage  was  repeated,  with 
this  difference,  that  it  boldly  alluded  to  Captain  Benny- 
deck  by  name.  "  Did  Malcolm  give  you  this?"  Eandal 
asked. 

"  Yes  ;  he  and  the  servant  next  door  subscribe  to  take 
it  in;  and. Malcolm  thought  it  might  amuse  me.  It 
drove  me  out  of  the  house  and  into  the  railway  If  it  had 
driven  me  out  of  my  mind,  I  shouldn't  have  been 
surprised." 

"  Gently,  Herbert !  Supposing  the  report  had  been 
true ?" 

"  After  what  you  have  told  me,  why  should  I  suppose 
anything  of  the  sort  ?" 

"Don't  be  angry;  and  do  pray  remember  that  the 
Divorce  allows  you  and  Catherine  to  marry  again,  if  you 
like." 

Herbert  became  more  unreasonable  than  ever.  "  If 
Catherine  does  think  of  marrying  again,"  he  said,  "  the 
man  will  have  to  reckon  first  with  me.  But  that  is  not 
the  point.  You  seem  to  have  forgotten  that  the  woman 
at  Buck's  Hotel  is  described  as  a  Widow.  The  bare 
doubt  that  my  divorced  wife  might  be  the  woman  was 
bad  enough — but  what  I  wanted  to  find  out  was  how  she 
had  passed  off  her  false  pretence  on  our  child.  That 
was  what  maddened  me  !  No  more  of  it  now.  Have 
you  seen  Catherine  lately?" 

"  Not  lately." 

"  I  suppose  she  is  as  handsome  as  ever.  When  will 
you  ask  her  to  let  me  see  Kitty  ?" 

"  Leave  that  to  me,"  was  the  one  reply  which  Eandal 
could  venture  to  make  at  the  moment. 

The  serious  embarrassments  that  surrounded  him  were 
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thickening  fast.  His  natural  frank  nature  urged  him  to 
undeceive  Herbert.  If  he  followed  his  inclinations,  in 
the  near  neighbourhood  of  the  hotel,  who  could  say  what 
disasters  might  not  ensue,  in  his  brother's  present  frame 
of  mind  ?  If  he  made  the  disclosure  on  their  return  to 
the  house,  he  would  be  only  running  the  same  risk  of 
consequences,  after  an  interval  of  delay ;  and,  if  he 
remained  silent,  the  march  of  events  might,  at  any 
moment,  lead  to  the  discovery  of  what  he  had  concealed. 
Add  to  this,  that  his  confidence  in  Catherine  had  been 
rudely  shaken.  Having  allowed  herself  to  be  entrapped 
into  the  deception  proposed  by  her  mother,  and  having 
thus  far  persevered  in  that  deception,  were  the  chances 
in  favour  of  her  revealing  her  true  position — especially 
if  she  was  disposed  to  encourage  Bennydeck's  suit  ? 
Eandal's  loyalty  to  Catherine  hesitated  to  decide  that 
serious  question  against  the  woman  whom  he  had  known, 
trusted,  and  admired  for  so  many  years.  In  any  event, 
her  second  marriage  would  lead  to  one  disastrous  result. 
It  would  sooner  or  later  come  to  Herbert's  ears.  In  the 
meantime,  after  what  Mrs.  Presty  had  confessed,  the 
cruel  falsehood  which  had  checked  poor  Kitty's  natural 
inquiries  raised  an  insuperable  obstacle  to  a  meeting 
between  father  and  child. 

If  Eandal  shrank  from  the  prospect  which  thus  pre- 
sented itself  to  him,  in  his  relations  with  his  brother, 
and  if  his  thoughts  reverted  to  Sydney  Westerfield, 
other  reasons  for  apprehension  found  their  way  into 
his  mind. 

He  had  promised  to  do  his  best  towards  persuading 
Catherine  to  grant  Sydney  an  interview.  To  perform 
that  promise  appeared  to  be  now  simply  impossible. 
Under  the  exasperating  influence  of  a  disappointment 
for  which  she  was  not  prepared,  it  was  hard  to  say  what 
act  of  imprudence  Sydney  might  not  commit.  Even  the 
chance  of  successfully  confiding  her  to  Bennydeck's  pro- 
tection had  lost  something  of  its  fair  promise,  since 
Eandal's  visit  to  Sydenham.  That  the  Captain  would 
welcome  his  friend's  daughter  as  affectionately  as  if  she 
had  been  his  own  child,  was  not  to  be  doubted  for  a 
moment.  But  that  she  would  receive  the  same  un- 
remitting  attention,  while   he   was  courting  Catherine, 
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which  would  have  been  offered  to  her  under  other 
circumstances,  was  not  to  be  hoped.  Be  the  results, 
however,  what  they  might,  Eandal  could  see  but  one 
plain  course  before  him  now.  He  decided  on  hastening 
Sydney's  introduction  to  Bennydeck,  and  on  writing  at 
once  to  prepare  the  Captain  for  that  event. 

Even  this  apparently  simple  proceeding  required  ex- 
amination in  its  different  bearings,  before  he  could  begin 
his  letter. 

Would  he  be  justified  in  alluding  to  the  report  which 
associated  Bennydeck  with  Catherine?  Considerations 
of  delicacy  seemed  to  forbid  taking  this  liberty,  even  with 
an  intimate  friend.  It  was  for  the  Captain  to  confirm  what 
Mrs.  Presty  had  said  of  him,  if  he  thought  it  desirable  to 
touch  on  the  subject  in  his  reply.  Besides,  looking  to 
Catherine's  interest — and  not  forgetting  how  she  had 
suffered — had  Eandal  any  right  to  regard  with  other  than 
friendly  feelings  a  second  marriage,  which  united  her  to 
a  man  morally  and  intellectually  the  superior  of  her  first 
husband  ?  What  happier  future  could  await  her  — ■ 
especially  if  she  justified  Eandal's  past  experience  of  all 
that  was  candid  and  truthful  in  her  character — than  to 
become  his  friend's  wife  ? 

Written  under  the  modifying  influence  of  these  con- 
clusions, his  letter  contained  the  few  words  that  follow : — ■ 

"I  have  news  for  you  which  I  am  sure  you  will  be 
glad  to  hear.  Your  old  friend's  daughter  has  abandoned 
her  sinful  way  of  life,  and  has  made  sacrifices  which 
prove  the  sincerity  of  her  repentance.  Without  entering 
into  particulars  which  may  be  mercifully  dismissed  from 
notice,  let  me  only  assure  you  that  I  answer  for  Sydney 
Westerfield  as  being  worthy  of  the  fatherly  interest 
which  you  feel  in  her.  Shall  I  say  that  she  may  expect 
an  early  visit  from  you,  when  I  see  her  to-morrow  ?  I 
don't  doubt  that  I  am  free  already  to  do  this ;  but  it 
will  encourage  the  poor  girl,  if  I  can  speak  with  your 
authority." 

He  added  Sydney's  address  in  a  postscript,  and 
despatched  his  letter  that  evening. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day  two  letters  were 
delivered  to  Eandal,  bearing  the  Sydenham  postmark. 
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The  first  which  he  happened  to  take  up  was  addressed 
to  him  in  Mrs.  Presty's  handwriting.  His  opinion  of 
this  correspondent  was  expressed  in  prompt  action — 
he  threw  the  letter,  unopened,  into  the  waste-paper 
basket. 

The  next  letter  was  from  Bennydeck,  written  in  the 
kindest  terms,  but  containing  no  allusion  to  any  con- 
templated change  in  his  life.  He  would  not  be  able 
(he  wrote)  to  leave  Sydenham  for  a  day  or  two.  No 
explanation  of  the  cause  of  this  delay  followed.  But  it 
might,  perhaps,  be  excusable  to  infer  that  the  marriage 
had  not  yet  been  decided  on,  and  that  the  Captain's 
proposals  were  still  waiting  for  Catherine's  reply. 

Eandal  put  the  letter  in  his  pocket,  and  went  at  once 
to  Sydney's  lodgings. 

CHAPTEE  XLII. 

TRY     TO     EXCUSE     HER. 

The  weather  had  been  unusually  warm.  Of  all  oppres- 
sive summers  a  hot  summer  in  London  is  the  hardest  to 
endure.  The  little  exercise  that  Sydney  could  take  was, 
as  Eandal  knew,  deferred  until  the  evening.  On  asking 
for  her,  he  was  surprised  to  hear  that  she  had  gone  out. 

"Is  she  walking?"  he  asked,  "on  such  a  day  as 
this  ?" 

No  :  she  was  too  much  overcome  by  the  heat  to  be 
able  to  walk.  The  landlady's  boy  had  been  sent  to  fetch 
a  cab,  and  he  had  heard  Miss  Westerfield  tell  the  driver 
to  go  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

The  address  at  once  reminded  Eandal  of  Mr.  Sarrazin. 
On  the  chance  of  making  a  discovery,  he  went  to  the 
lawyer's  office.  It  had  struck  him  as  being  just  possible 
that  Sydney  might  have  called  there  for  the  second  time ; 
and,  on  making  inquiry,  he  found  that  his  surmise  was 
correct.  Miss  Westerfield  had  called,  and  had  gone  away 
again  more  than  an  hour  since. 

Having  mentioned  this  circumstance,  good  Mr.  Sarrazin 
rather  abruptly  changed  the  subject. 

He  began  to  talk  of  the  weather,  and,  like  everybody 
else,  he  complained  of  the  heat.    Eeceiving  no  encourage- 
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ment  so  far,  he  selected  politics  as  his  next  topic.  Eandal 
was  unapproachably  indifferent  to  the  state  of  parties, 
and  the  urgent  necessity  for  reform.  Still  bent,  as  it 
seemed,  on  preventing  his  visitor  from  taking  a  leading 
part  in  the  conversation,  Mr.  Sarrazin  tried  the  exercise 
of  hospitality  next.  He  opened  his  cigar-case,  and  entered 
eagerly  into  the  merits  of  his  cigars  ;  he  proposed  a  cool 
drink,  and  described  the  right  method  of  making  it  as 
distinguished  from  the  wrong.  Eandal  was  not  thirsty, 
and  was  not  inclined  to  smoke.  Would  the  pertinacious 
lawyer  give  way  at  last  ?  In  appearance,  at  least,  he 
submitted  to  defeat.  "  You  want  something  of  me,  my 
friend,"  he  said,  with  a  patient  smile.     "  What  is  it  ?" 

"  I  want  to  know  why  Miss  Westerfield  called  on 
you." 

Eandal  flattered  himself  that  he  had  made  a  prevari- 
cating reply  simply  impossible.  Nothing  of  the  sort ! 
Mr.  Sarrazin  slipped  through  his  fingers  once  more. 
The  unwritten  laws  of  gallantry  afforded  him  a  refuge 
now. 

"  The  most  inviolable  respect,"  he  solemnly  declared, 
"  is  due  to  a  lady's  confidence — and,  what  is  more,  to  a 
young  lady's  confidence — and,  what  is  more  yet,  to  a 
pretty  young  lady's  confidence.  The  sex,  my  dear 
fellow  !  Must  I  recall  your  attention  to  what  is  due  to 
the  sex?" 

This  little  outbreak  of  the  foreign  side  of  his  friend's 
character  was  no  novelty  to  Eandal.  He  remained  as 
indifferent  to  the  inviolate  claims  of  the  sex  as  if  he  had 
been  an  old  man  of  ninety. 

"Did  Miss  Westerfield  say  anything  about  me?"  was 
his  next  question. 

Slippery  Mr.  Sarrazin  slid  into  another  refuge :  he 
entered  a  protest. 

"Here  is  a  change  of  persons  and  places!"  he  ex- 
claimed. "  Am  I  a  witness  in  a  court  of  justice — and 
are  you  the  lawyer  who  examines  me  ?  My  memory  is 
defective,  my  learned  friend.  Non  mi  ricordo.  I  know 
nothing  about  it." 

Eandal  changed  his  tone.  "  We  have  amused  our- 
selves long  enough,"  he  said.  "  I  have  serious  reasons, 
Sarrazin,  for  wishing  to  know  what  passed  between  Miss 
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Westerfield  and  you — and  I  trust  my  old  friend  to  relieve 
my  anxiety." 

The  lawyer  was  accustomed  to  say  of  himself  that  he 
never  did  things  by  halves.  His  answer  to  Eandal 
offered  a  proof  of  his  accurate  estimate  of  his  own 
character. 

"  Your  old  friend  will  deserve  your  confidence  in  him," 
he  answered.  "  You  want  to  know  why  Miss  Wester- 
field called  here.  Her  object  in  view  was  to  twist  me 
round  her  finger — and  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  she  has 
completely  succeeded.  My  dear  Eandal,  this  pretty 
creature's  cunning  is  remarkable,  even  for  a  woman.  I 
am  an  old  lawyer,  skilled  in  the  ways  of  the  world — and 
a  young  girl  has  completely  over-reached  me.  She 
asked — oh,  heavens,  how  innocently  ! — if  Mrs.  Norman 
was  likely  to  make  a  long  stay  at  her  present  place  of 
residence." 

Eandal  interrupted  him.  "  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me 
you  have  given  her  Catherine's  address?" 

"  Buck's  Hotel,  Sydenham,"  Mr.  Sarrazin  answered. 
"  She  has  got  the  address  down  in  her  nice  little  pocket- 
book." 

"  What  amazing  weakness  !"  Eandal  exclaimed. 

Mr.  Sarrazin  cordially  agreed  with  him.  "  Amazing 
weakness,  as  you  say.  Pretty  Miss  Sydney  has  extracted 
more  things,  besides  the  address.  She  knows  that  Mrs. 
Norman  is  here  on  business  relating  to  new  investments 
of  her  money.  She  knows  besides  that  one  of  the 
trustees  is  keeping  us  waiting.  She  also  made  sensible 
remarks.  She  mentioned  having  heard  Mrs.  Norman 
say  that  the  air  of  London  never  agreed  with  her ;  and 
she  hoped  that  a  comparatively  healthy  neighbourhood 
had  been  chosen  for  Mrs.  Norman's  place  of  residence. 
This,  you  see,  was  leading  up  to  the  discovery  of  the 
address.  The  spirit  of  mischief  possessed  me ;  I  allowed 
Miss  Westerfield  to  take  a  little  peep  at  the  truth. 
'  Mrs.  Norman  is  not  actually  in  London,'  I  said  ;  '  she 
is  only  in  the  neighbourhood.'  For  what  followed  on 
this,  my  experience  of  ladies  ought  to  have  prepared  me. 
I  am  ashamed  to  say  this  lady  took  me  completely  by 
surprise." 

"  What  did  she  do  ?" 
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"  Fell  on  her  knees,  poor  dear — and  said,  '  Oh,  Mr 
Sarrazin,  be  kinder  to  me  than  you  have  ever  been  yet , 
tell  me  where  Mrs.  Norman  is  !' — I  put  her  back  in  hei 
chair,  and  I  took  her  handkerchief  out  of  her  pocket  and 
I  wiped  her  eyes." 

"  And  then  you  told  her  the  address?" 

"  I  was  near  it,  but  I  didn't  do  it  yet.  I  asked  what 
you  had  done  in  the  matter.  Alas,  your  kind  heart  has 
led  you  to  promise  more  than  you  could  perform.  She 
had  waited  to  hear  from  you  if  Mrs.  Norman  consented 
to  see  her,  and  had  waited  in  vain.  Hard  on  her, 
wasn't  it?  I  was  sorry,  but  I  was  still  obdurate.  I 
only  felt  the  symptoms  which  warned  me  that  I  was 
going  to  make  a  fool  of  myself,  when  she  let  me  into  her 
secret  for  the  first  time,  and  said  plainly  what  she 
wanted  with.Mrs.  Norman.  Her  tears  and  her  entreaties 
I  had  resisted.  The  confession  of  her  motives  over- 
powered me.  It  is  right,"  cried  Mr.  Sarrazin,  suddenly 
warming  into  enthusiasm,  "  that  these  two  women  should 
meet.  Eemember  how  that  poor  girl  has  proved  that 
her  repentance  is  no  sham.  I  say,  she  has  a  right  to 
tell,  and  the  lady  whom  she  has  injured  has  a  right  to 
hear,  what  she  has  done  to  atone  for  the  past,  what  con- 
fession she  is  willing  to  make  to  the  one  woman  in  the 
world  (though  she  is  a  divorced  woman)  who  is  most 
interested  in  hearing  what  Miss  Westerfield's  life  has 
been  with  that  wretched  brother  of  yours.  Ah,  yes,  I 
know  what  the  English  cant  may  say.  Away  with  the 
English  cant !  it  is  the  worst  obstacle  to  the  progress  of 
the  English  nation  !" 

Eandal  listened  absently  :  he  was  thinking. 

There  could  be  little  doubt  to  what  destination  Sydney 
Westerfield  had  betaken  herself,  when  she  left  the 
lawyer's  office.  At  that  moment,  perhaps,  she  and 
Catherine  were  together — and  together  alone. 

Mr.  Sarrazin  had  noticed  his  friend's  silence.  "  Is  it 
possible  you  don't  agree  with  me  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  don't  feel  as  hopefully  as  you  do,  if  these  two 
ladies  meet." 

"  Ah,  my  friend,  you  are  not  a  sanguine  man  by 
nature.  If  Mrs.  Norman  treats  our  poor  Sydney  just  as 
a  commonplace  ill-tempered  woman  would  treat  her,  I 
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shall  be  surprised  indeed.  Say,  if  you  like,  that  she  will 
be  insulted — of  this  I  am  sure,  she  will'  not  return  it ; 
there  is  no  expiation  that  is  too  bitter  to  be  endured  by 
that  resolute  little  creature.  Her  fine  nature  has  been 
tempered  by  adversity.  A  hard  life  has  been  Sydney's, 
depend  upon  it,  in  the  years  before  you  and  I  met  with 
her.  Good  heavens  !  What  would  my  wife  say  if  she 
heard  me  ?  The  women  are  nice,  but  they  have  their 
drawbacks.  Let  us  wait  till  to-morrow,  my  dear  boy ; 
and  let  us  believe  in  Sydney  without  allowing  our  wives 
— I  beg  your  pardon,  I  mean  my  wife — to  suspect  in 
what  forbidden  direction  our  sympathies  are  leading  us. 
Oh,  for  shame  !" 

Who  could  persist  in  feeling  depressed  in  the  company 
of  such  a  man  as  this?  Eandal  went  home  with  the 
influence  of  Mr.  Sarrazin's  sanguine  nature  in  undis- 
turbed possession  of  him,  until  his  old  servant's  gloomy 
face  confronted  him  at  the  door. 

"  Anything  gone  wrong,  Malcolm  ?" 

"I'm  sorry  to  say,  sir,  Mr.  Herbert  has  left  us." 

"Left  us!     Why?" 

"  I  don't  know,  sir." 

"  Where  has  he  gone  ?" 

"  He  didn't  tell  me." 

"  Is  there  no  letter?    No  message?" 

"There's  a  message,  sir.  Mr.  Herbert  came 
back " 

"  Stop  !     Where  had  he  been  when  he  came  back  ?" 

"  He  said  he  felt  a  little  lonely  after  you  went  out, 
and  he  thought  it  might  cheer  him  up  if  he  went  to  the 
club.  I  was  to  tell  you  where  he  had  gone  if  you  asked 
what  had  become  of  him.  He  said  it  kindly  and 
pleasantly — quite  like  himself,  sir.  But,  when  he  came 
Back — if  you'll  excuse  my  saying  so — I  never  saw  a  man 
in  a  worse  temper.  '  Tell  my  brother  I  am  obliged  to 
him  for  his  hospitality,  and  I  won't  take  advantage  of 
it  any  longer.'  That  was  Mr.  Herbert's  message.  I 
tried  to  say  a  word.  He  banged  the  door,  and  away  he 
went." 

Even  Eandal's  patient  and  gentle  nature  rose  in  revolt 
against  his  brother's  treatment  of  him.  He  entered  his 
sitting-room  in  silence.     Malcolm  followed,  and  pointed 
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to  a  letter  on  the  table.  "I  think  you  must  have  thrown 
it  away  by  mistake,  sir,"  the  old  man  explained  ;  "  I 
found  it  in  the  waste-paper  basket."  He  bowed  with 
the  unfailing  respect  of  the  old  school,  and  withdrew. 

Eandal's  first  resolve  was  to  dismiss  his  brother  from 
further  consideration.  "  Kindness  is  thrown  away  on 
Herbert,"  he  thought ;  "I  shall  treat  him  for  the  future 
as  he  has  treated  me." 

But  his  brother  was  still  in  his  mind.  He  opened 
Mrs.  Presty's  letter — on  the  chance  that  it  might  turn 
the  current  of  his  thoughts  in  a  new  direction. 

In  spite  of  Mrs.  Presty,  in  spite  of  himself,  his  heart 
softened  towards  the  man  who  had  behaved  so  badly  to 
him.  Instead  of  reading  the  letter,  he  was  now  trying 
to  discover  a  connection  between  his  brother's  visit  to  the 
club  and  his  brother's  angry  message.  Had  Herbert 
heard  something  said,  among  gossiping  members  in  the 
smoking-room,  which  might  account  for  his  conduct  ? 
If  Eandal  had  belonged  to  the  club  he  would  have  gone 
there  to  make  inquiries.  How  could  he  get  the  informa- 
tion that  he  wanted,  in  some  other  way  ? 

After  considering  for  awhile,  he  remembered  the 
dinner  that  he  had  given  to  his  friend  Sarrazin  on  his 
return  from  the  United  States,  and  the  departure  of  the 
lawyer  to  his  club,  with  a  purpose  in  view  which  inter- 
ested them  both.  It  was  the  same  club  to  which 
Herbert  belonged.  Eandal  wrote  at  once  to  Mr.  Sarrazin, 
mentioning  what  had  happened,  and  acknowledging  the 
anxiety  that  weighed  on  his  mind. 

Having  instructed  Malcolm  to  take  the  letter  to  the 
lawyer's  house,  and,  if  he  was  not  at  home,  to  inquire 
where  he  might  be  found,  Eandal  adopted  the  readiest 
means  of  composing  himself,  in  the  servant's  absence,  by 
lighting  his  pipe. 

He  was  enveloped  in  clouds  of  tobacco-smoke — the 
only  clouds  which  we  can  trust  never  to  prove  unworthy 
of  our  confidence  in  them — when  Mrs.  Presty's  letter 
caught  his  attention.  If  the  month  had  been  January 
instead  of  July,  he  would  have  thrown  it  into  the  fire. 
Under  present  circumstances  he  took  it  up  and  read  it : — 

••  I  bear  no  malice,  dear  Eandal,  and  I  write  to  you 
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as  affectionately  as  if  you  had  kept  your  temper  on  the 
occasion  when  we  last  met. 

"  You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  Catherine  was  as 
thoroughly  distressed  as  you  could  wish  her  to  be,  when 
it  became  my  disagreeable  duty  to  mention  what  had 
passed  between  us,  by  way  of  accounting  for  your 
absence.  She  was  quite  unable  to  rally  her  spirits,  even 
with  dear  Captain  Bennydeck  present  to  encourage  her. 

'"I  am  not  receiving  you  as  I  ought,'  she  said  to  him, 
when  we  began  dinner,  '  but  there  is  perhaps  some 
excuse  for  me.  I  have  lost  the  regard  and  esteem  of  an 
old  friend,  who  has  cruelly  wronged  me.'  From  motives 
of  delicacy  (which  I  don't  expect  you  to  understand)  she 
refrained  from  mentioning  your  name.  The  prettiest 
answer  that  I  ever  heard  was  the  answer  that  the 
Captain  returned.  '  Let  the  true  friend,'  he  said,  '  take 
the  place  in  your  heart  which  the  false  friend  has  lost.' 

"  He  kissed  her  hand.  If  you  had  seen  how  he  did  it, 
and  how  she  looked  at  him,  you  would  have  felt  that 
you  had  done  more  towards  persuading  my  daughter  to 
marry  the  Captain,  than  any  other  person  about  her, 
myself  included.  You  had  deserted  her  ;  you  had  thrown 
her  back  on  the  one  friend  left.  Thank  you,  Eandal. 
In  our  best  interests,  thank  you. 

"  It  is  needless  to  add  that  I  got  out  of  the  way,  and 
took  Kitty  with  me,  at  the  earliest  opportunity — and 
1 3ft  them  by  themselves. 

"  At  bed-time  I  went  into  Catherine's  room.  Our 
interview  began  and  ended  in  less  than  a  minute.  It  was 
useless  to  ask  if  the  Captain  had  proposed  marriage ; 
her  agitation  sufficiently  informed  me  of  what  had  hap- 
pened. My  one  question  was  :  '  Dearest  Catherine,  have 
you  said  Yes?'  She  turned  shockingly  pale,  and 
answered  :  '  I  have  not  said  No.'  Could  anything  be 
more  encouraging  ?  God  bless  you ;  we  shall  meet  at 
the  wedding." 

Eandal  laid  down  the  letter,  and  filled  his  pipe  again. 
He  was  not  in  the  least  exasperated ;  he  was  only 
anxious  to  hear  from  Mr.  Sarrazin.  If  Mrs.  Presty  had 
seen  him  at  that  moment,  she  would  have  said  to  herself: 
"  I  forgot  the  wretch  was  a  smoker." 

16 
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In  half  an  hour  more  the  door  was  opened  hy  Malcolm, 
and  Mr.  Savrazin  in  person  answered  his  friend. 

"  There  are  no  such  incorrigible  gossips,"  he  said,  "  as 
men  in  the  smoking-room  of  a  club.  Those  popular 
newspapers  began  the  mischief,  and  the  editor  of  one  of 
them  completed  it.  How  he  got  his  information  I  am 
not  able  to  say.  The  small-talk  turned  on  that  report 
about  the  charming  widow ;  and  the  editor  congratulated 
himself  on  the  delicacy  of  his  conduct.  '  When  the 
paragraph  reached  me,'  he  said,  '  the  writer  mentioned 
that  Mrs.  Norman  was  that  well-known  lady,  the 
divorced  Mrs.  Herbert  Linley.  I  thought  this  rather  too 
bad,  and  I  cut  it  out.'  Your  brother  appears  to  have 
been  present — but  he  seldom  goes  to  the  club,  and  none 
of  the  members  knew  him  even  by  sight.  Shall  I  give 
you  a  light  ?     Your  pipe's  out." 

Eandal's*  feelings,  at  that  moment,  were  not  within 
reach  of  the  comforting  influence  of  tobacco. 

"  Do  you  think  your  brother  has  gone  to  Sydenham  ?" 
Mr.  Sarrazin  asked. 

Eandal  answered :  "  I  haven't  a  doubt  of  it  now." 


CHAPTEE  XLIII. 

KNOW  YOUR   OWN   MIND. 

The  garden  of  the  hotel  at  Sydenham  had  originally 
belonged  to  a  private  house.  Of  great  extent,  it  had 
been  laid  out  in  excellent  taste.  Flower-beds  and  lawns, 
a  handsome  fountain,  seats  shaded  by  groups  of  fine 
trees  at  their  full  growth,  completed  the  pastoral  charm 
of  the  place.  A  winding  path  led  across  the  garden 
from  the  back  of  the  house.  It  had  been  continued  by 
the  speculator  who  purchased  the  property,  until  it 
reached  a  road  at  the  extremity  of  the  grounds  which 
communicated  with  the  Crystal  Palace.  Visitors  to  the 
hotel  had  such  pleasant  associations  with  the  garden  that 
many  of  them  returned  at  future  opportunities,  instead 
of  trying  the  attraction  of  some  other  place.  Various 
tastes  and  different  ages  found  their  wishes  equally  con- 
sulted here.  Children  rejoiced  in  the  finest  playground 
they  had  ever  seen.     Eemote  walks,  secluded  among 
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shrubberies,  invited  persons  of  reserved  disposition  who 
carne  as  strangers,  and  as  strangers  desired  to  remain. 
The  fountain  and  the  lawn  collected  sociable  visitors, 
who  were  always  ready  to  make  acquaintance  with 
each  other.  Even  the  amateur  artist  could  take  liberties 
with  Nature,  and  find  the  accommodating  limits  of  the 
garden  sufficient  for  his  purpose.  Trees  in  the  fore- 
ground sat  to  him  for  likenesses  that  were  never 
recognised ;  and  hills  submitted  to  unprovoked  familiari- 
ties, on  behalf  of  brushes  which  were  not  daunted  by 
distance. 

On  the  day  after  the  dinner  which  had  so  deplorably 
failed,  in  respect  of  one  of  the  guests  invited,  to  fulfil 
Catherine's  anticipations,  there  was  a  festival  at  the 
Palace.  It  had  proved  so  generally  attractive  to  the 
guests  at  the  hotel  that  the  grounds  were  almost 
deserted. 

As  the  sun  declined,  on  a  lovely  summer  evening,  the 
few  invalids  feebly  wandering  about  the  flower-beds,  or 
resting  under  the  trees,  began  to  return  to  the  house  in 
dread  of  the  dew.  Catherine  and  her  child,  with  the 
nursemaid  in  attendance,  were  left  alone  in  the  garden. 
Kitty  found  her  mother,  as  she  openly  declared,  "not 
such  good  company  as  usual."  Since  the  day  when  her 
grandmother  had  said  the  fatal  words  which  checked  all 
further  allusion  to  her  father,  the  child  had  shown  a 
disposition  to  complain,  if  she  was  not  constantly  amused. 
She  complained  of  Mrs.  Presty  now. 

' '  I  think  Grandmamma  might  have  taken  me  to  the 
Crystal  Palace,"  she  said. 

"  My  dear,  your  Grandmamma  has  friends  with  her — 
ladies  and  gentlemen  who  don't  care  to  be  troubled  with 
a  child." 

Kitty  received  this  information  in  a  very  unamiable 
spirit.     "  I  hate  ladies  and  gentlemen  !"  she  said. 

"  Even  Captain  Bennydeck  ?"  her  mother  asked. 

"  No  ;  I  like  my  nice  Captain.  And  I  like  the  waiters. 
They  would  take  me  to  the  Crystal  Palace — only  they're 
always  busy  I  wish  it  was  bed-time  ;  I  don't  know 
what  to  do  with  myself." 

"  Take  a  little  walk  with  Susan." 

"Where  shall  I  go?" 

16—2 
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Catherine  looked  towards  the  gate  which  opened  oil 
the  road,  and  proposed  a  visit  to  the  old  man  who  kept 
the  lodge. 

Kitty  shook  her  head.  There  was  an  objection  to  the 
old  man.  "  He  asks  questions  ;  he  wants  to  know  how  I 
get  on  with  my  sums.  He's  proud  of  his  summing ;  and 
he  finds  me  out  when  I'm  wrong.  I  don't  like  the  lodge- 
keeper." 

Catherine  looked  the  other  way,  towards  the  house. 
The  pleasant  fall  of  water  in  the  basin  of  the  distant 
fountain  was  just  audible.  "  Go  and  feed  the  gold-fishes," 
she  suggested. 

This  was  a  prospect  of  amusement  which  at  once 
raised  Kitty's  spirits.  "  That's  the  thing  !"  she  cried, 
and  ran  off  to  the  fountain,  with  the  nursemaid  after 
her. 

Catherine  seated  herself  under  the  trees,  and  watched 
in  solitude  the  decline  of  the  sun  in  a  cloudless  sky.  The 
memory  of  the  happy  years  of  her  marriage  had  never 
been  so  sadly  and  persistently  present  to  her  mind  as  at 
this  time,  when  the  choice  of  another  married  life  waited 
her  decision  to  become  an  accomplished  fact.  Bemern- 
brances  of  the  past,  which  she  had  such  bitter  reason  to 
regret,  and  forebodings  of  the  future,  in  which  she  was 
more  than  half  inclined  to  believe,  oppressed  her  at  one 
and  the  same  moment.  She  thought  of  the  different 
circumstances,  so  widely  separated  by  time,  under  which 
Herbert  (years  ago)  and  Bennydeck  (twenty-four  hours 
since)  had  each  owned  his  love,  and  pleaded  for  an  in- 
dulgent hearing.  Her  mind  contrasted  the  dissimilar 
results. 

Pressed  by  the  faithless  man  who  had  so  cruelly 
wronged  her  in  after-years,  she  only  wondered  why  hs 
had  waited  so  long  before  he  asked  her  to  marry  him. 
Addressed  with  equal  ardour  by  that  other  man,  whose 
age,  whose  character,  whose  modest  devotion  offered  her 
every  assurance  of  happiness  that  a  woman  could  desire, 
she  had  struggled  against  herself,  and  had  begged  him  to 
give  her  a  day  to  consider.  That  day  was  now  drawing 
to  an  end.  As  she  watched  the  setting  sun,  the  phantom 
of  her  guilty  husband  darkened  the  heavenly  light ; 
embittered  the  distrust  of  herself  which  made  her  afraid 
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to  say  Yes  ;    and  left  her  helpless  before  the  hesitation 
which  prevented  her  from  saying  No. 

The  figure  of  a  man  appeared  on  the  lonely  path  that 
led  to  the  lodge  gate. 

Impulsively  she  rose  from  her  seat  as  he  advanced. 
Impulsively  she  sat  down  again.  After  that  first  act  of 
indecision,  the  flutter  of  her  spirits  abated ;  she  was  able 
to  think. 

To  avoid  him,  after  he  had  spared  her  at  her  own 
request,  would  have  been  an  act  of  ingratitude :  to 
receive  him  was  to  place  herself  once  more  in  the  false 
position  of  a  woman  too  undecided  to  know  her  own 
mind.  Forced  to  choose  between  these  alternatives,  her 
true  regard  for  Bennydeck  forbade  her  to  think  of  herself, 
and  encouraged  her  to  wait  for  him.  As  he  came  nearer, 
she  saw  anxiety  in  his  face,  and  observed  an  open  letter 
in  his  hand.  He  smiled  as  he  approached  her,  and  asked 
leave  to  take  a  chair  at  her  side.  At  the  same  time, 
when  he  perceived  that  she  had  noticed  his  letter,  he  put 
it  away  hurriedly  in  his  pocket. 

*'  I  hope  nothing  has  happened  to  annoy  you,"  she 
said. 

He  smiled  again  ;  and  asked  if  she  was  thinking  of  his 
letter.  "It  is  only  a  report,"  he  added,  "from  my 
second  in  command,  whom  I  have  left  in  charge  of  my 
Home.  He  is  an  excellent  man ;  but  I  am  afraid  his 
temper  is  not  proof  against  the  ingratitude  which  we 
sometimes  meet  with.  He  doesn't  yet  make  allowances 
for  what  even  the  best  natures  suffer,  under  the  deterio- 
rating influence  of  self-distrust  and  despair.  No,  I  am 
not  anxious  about  the  result  of  this  case.  I  forget  all 
my  anxieties  (except  one)  when  I  am  with  you." 

His  eyes  told  her  that  he  was  about  to  return  to  the 
one  subject  that  she  dreaded.  She  tried — as  women  will 
try,  in  the  little  emergencies  of  their  lives — to  gain  time. 

"I  am  interested  about  your  Home,"  she  said:  "I 
want  to  know  what  sort  of  place  it  is.  Is  the  discipline 
very  severe?" 

"  There  is  no  discipline,"  he  answered  warmly.  "  My 
one  object  is  to  be  a  friend  to  my  friendless  fellow- 
creatures  ;  and  my  one  way  of  governing  them  is  to 
follow  the  teaching  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount.     What- 
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ever  else  I  may  remind  them  of,  when  they  come  to  me, 
I  am  determined  not  to  remind  them  of  a  prison.  For 
this  reason — though  I  pity  the  hardened  wanderers  of  the 
streets,  I  don't  open  my  doors  to  them.  Many  a  refuge, 
in  which  discipline  is  inevitable,  is  open  to  these  poor 
sinners  already.  My  welcome  is  offered  to  penitents  and 
sufferers  of  another  kind — who  have  fallen  from  positions 
in  life,  in  which  the  sense  of  honour  has  been  cultivated ; 
whose  despair  is  associated  with  remembrances  which  I 
may  so  encourage,  with  the  New  Testament  to  help  me, 
as  to  lead  them  back  to  the  religious  influences  under 
which  their  purer  and  happier  lives  may  have  been 
passed.  Here  and  there  I  meet  with  disappointments. 
But  I  persist  in  my  system  of  trusting  them  as  freely  as 
if  they  were  my  own  children ;  and,  for  the  most  part, 
they  justify  my  confidence  in  them.  On  the  day — if  it 
ever  comes — when  I  find  discipline  necessary,  I  shall 
suffer  my  disappointment  and  close  my  doors." 

"  Is  your  house  open,"  Catherine  asked,  "  to  men  and 
women  alike  ?" 

He  was  eager  to  speak  with  her  on  a  subject  more 
interesting  to  him  even  than  his  Home.  Answering  her 
question,  in  this  frame  of  mind,  his  thoughts  wandered  : 
he  drew  lines  absently  with  his  walking-stick  on  the  soft 
earth  under  the  trees. 

"  The  means  at  my  disposal,"  he  said,  "  are  limited. 
I  have  been  obliged  to  choose  between  the  men  and 
the  women." 

"  And  you  have  chosen  women  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"Why?" 

"  Because  a  lost  woman  is  a  more  friendless  creature 
than  a  lost  man." 

"  Do  they  come  to  you?  or  do  you  look  for  them ?" 

"  They  mostly  come  to  me.  There  is  one  young 
woman,  however,  now  waiting  to  see  me,  whom  I  have 
been  looking  for.     I  am  deeply  interested  in  her." 

•'  Is  it  her  beauty  that  interests  you?" 

"  I  have  not  seen  her  since  she  was  a  child.  She  is 
the  daughter  of  an  old  friend  of  mine,  who  died  many 
years  ago." 

"  And  with  that  claim  on  you,  you  keep  her  waiting  ?" 
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"Yes." 

He  let  his  stick  drop  on  the  ground,  and  looked  at 
Catherine  ;  but  he  offered  no  explanation  of  his  strange 
conduct.  She  was  a  little  disappointed.  "You  have 
been  some  time  away  from  your  Home,"  she  said ;  still 
searching  for  his  reasons.     "  When  do  you  go  back  ?" 

"  I  go  back,"  he  answered,  "  when  I  know  whether  I 
may  thank  God  for  being  the  happiest  man  living." 

They  were  both  silent. 


CHAPTER  XLIV- 

THINK  OP   CONSEQUENCES. 

Catherine  listened  to  the  fall  of  water  in  the  basin  of 
the  fountain.  She  was  conscious  of  a  faint  hope — a  hope 
unworthy  of  her — that  Kitty  might  get  weary  of  the 
gold-fishes,  and  might  interrupt  them.  No  such  thing 
happened ;  no  stranger  appeared  on  the  path  which 
wound  through  the  garden.  She  was  alone  with  him. 
The  influences  of  the  still  and  fragrant  summer  evening 
were  influences  which  breathed  of  love. 

"  Have  you  thought  of  me  since  yesterday  ?"  he  asked 
gently. 

She  owned  that  she  had  thought  of  him. 

"Is  there  no  hope  that  your  heart  will  ever  incline 
towards  me?" 

"  I  daren't  consult  my  heart.  If  I  had  only  to  con- 
sider my  own  feelings — — "    She  stopped. 

"  What  else  have  you  to  consider?" 

"  My  past  life— how  I  have  suffered,  and  what  I  have 
to  repent  of." 

"Has  your  married  life  not  been  a  happy  one?'  he 
asked. 

"  Not  a  happy  one — in  the  end,"  she  answered. 

"  Through  no  fault  of  yours,  I  am  sure?" 

"  Through  no  fault  of  mine,  certainly." 

"  And  yet  you  said  just  now  that  you  had  something 
to  repent  of?" 

"  I  was  not  thinking  of  ray  husband,  Captain  Benny- 
deck,  when  I  said  that.  If  I  have  injured  any  person, 
the  person  is  myself." 
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She  was  thinking  of  that  fatal  concession  to  the  advice 
of  her  mother,  and  to  the  interests  of  her  child,  which 
placed  her  in  a  false  position  towards  the  honest  man 
who  loved  her  and  trusted  her.  If  he  had  been  less 
innocent  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  not  so  devotedly- 
fond  of  her,  he  might,  little  by  little,  have  persuaded 
Catherine  to  run  the  risk  of  shocking  him  by  a  confession 
of  the  truth.  As  it  was,  his  confidence  in  her  raised  him 
high  above  the  reach  of  suspicions  which  might  have 
occurred  to  other  men.  He  saw  her  turn  pale ;  he  saw 
distress  in  her  face,  which  he  interpreted  as  a  silent 
reproach  to  him  for  the  questions  that  he  had  asked. 

"  I  hope  you  will  forgive  me  ?"  he  said  simply. 

She  was  astonished.     "  What  have  I  to  forgive  ?" 

"  My  want  of  delicacy." 

"  Oh,  Captain  Bennydeck,  you  speak  of  one  of  your 
great  merits  as  if  it  was  a  fault  !  Over  and  over  again  I 
have  noticed  your  delicacy,  and  admired  it." 

He  was  too  deeply  in  earnest  to  abandon  his  doubts  of 
himself. 

"  I  have  ignorantly  led  you  to  think  of  your  sorrows," 
he  said;  "sorrows  that  I  cannot  console.  I  don't 
deserve  to  be  forgiven.  May  I  make  the  one  excuse  in 
my  power  ?     May  I  speak  of  myself  ?" 

She  told  him  by  a  gesture  that  he  had  made  a  needless 
request. 

"  The  life  I  have  led,"  he  resumed,  "  accounts,  per- 
haps, in  some  degree,  for  what  is  deficient  in  me.  At 
school,  I  was  not  a  popular  boy ;  I  only  made  one  friend, 
and  he  has  long  since  been  numbered  with  the  dead.  Of 
my  life  at  college,  and  afterwards  in  London,  I  dare  not 
speak  to  you  ;  I  look  back  at  it  with  horror.  My  school- 
friend  decided  my  choice  of  a  profession ;  he  went  into 
the  navy.  After  awhile,  not  knowing  what  else  to  do,  I 
followed  his  example.  I  liked  the  life — I  may  say  the 
sea  saved  me.  For  years,  I  was  never  on  shore  for 
more  than  a  few  weeks  at  a  time.  I  saw  nothing  of 
society ;  I  was  hardly  ever  in  the  company  of  ladies. 
The  next  change,  in  my  life  associated  me  with  an  Arctic 
expedition.  God  forbid  I  should  tell  you  of  what  men 
go  through  who  are  lost  in  the  regions  of  eternal  ice  ! 
J^et  me  only  say  I  was  preserved — miraculously  pre- 
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served — to  profit  by  that  dreadful  experience.  It  made 
a  new  man  of  me  ;  it  altered  me  (I  hope  for  the  better) 
into  what  I  am  now.  Oh,  I  feel  that  I  ought  to  have 
kept  my  secret  yesterday — I  mean  my  daring  to  love 
you.  I  should  have  waited  till  you  knew  more  of  me  ; 
till  my  conduct  pleased  you  perhaps,  and  spoke  for  me. 
You  won't  laugh,  I  am  sure,  if  I  confess  (at  my  age !) 
that  I  am  inexperienced.  Never  till  I  met  you  have  I 
known  what  true  love  is — and  this  at  forty  years  old. 
How  some  people  would  laugh !  I  own  it  seems  melan- 
choly to  me." 

"  No  ;  not  melancholy." 

Her  voice  trembled.  Agitation,  which  it  was  not 
a  pain  but  a  luxury  to  feel,  was  gently  taking  possession 
of  her.  Where  another  man  might  have  seen  that  her 
tenderness  was  getting  the  better  of  her  discretion,  and 
might  have  presumed  on  the  discovery,  this  man,  inno- 
cently blind  to  his  own  interests,  never  even  attempted 
to  take  advantage  of  her.  No  more  certain  way  could 
have  been  devised,  by  the  most  artful  lover,  of  touching 
the  heart  of  a  generous  woman,  and  making  it  his  own. 
The  influence  exerted  over  Catherine  by  the  virtues  of 
Bennydeck's  character — his  unaffected  kindness,  his 
manly  sympathy,  his  religious  convictions  so  deeply  felt, 
so  modestly  restrained  from  claiming  notice — had  been 
steadily  increasing  in  the  intimacy  of  daily  intercourse. 
Catherine  had  never  felt  his  ascendancy  over  her  as 
strongly  as  she  felt  it  now.  By  fine  degrees,  the  warning 
remembrances  which  had  hitherto  made  her  hesitate 
lost  their  hold  on  her  memory.  Hardly  conscious  herself 
of  what  she  was  doing,  she  began  to  search  his  feelings 
in  his  own  presence.  Such  love  as  his  had  been  un- 
known in  her  experience ;  the  luxury  of  looking  into  it, 
and  sounding  it  to  its  inmost  depths,  was  more  than  the 
woman's  nature  could  resist. 

"  I  think  you  hardly  do  yourself  justice,"  she  said. 
"  Surely  you  don't  regret  having  felt  for  me  so  truly, 
when  I  told  you  yesterday  that  my  old  friend  had 
deserted  me  ?" 

"  No,  indeed!" 

"  Do  you  like  to  remember  that  you  showed  no  jealous 
curiosity  to  know  who  my  friend  was  ?" 
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"  I  should  have  been  ashamed  of  myself  if  I  had  asked 
the  question." 

"  And  did  you  believe  that  I  had  a  good  motive — 
a  motive  which  you  might  yourself  have  appreciated — 
for  not  telling  you  the  name  of  that  friend?" 

"  Is  he  some  one  whom  I  know  ?" 

"  Ought  you  to  ask  me  that,  after  what  I  have  just 
said  ?" 

"  Pray  forgive  me  !     I  spoke  without  thinking." 

"  I  can  hardly  believe  it,  when  I  remember  how  you 
spoke  to  me  yesterday.  I  could  never  have  supposed, 
before  we  became  acquainted  with  each  other,  that  it 
was  in  the  nature  of  a  man  to  understand  me  so  per- 
fectly, to  be  so  gentle  and  so  considerate  in  feeling  for 
my  distress.  You  confused  me  a  little,  I  must  own,  by 
what  you  said  afterwards.  But  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
ought  to  be  severe  in  blaming  you.  Sympathy— I  mean 
such  sympathy  as  yours — sometimes  says  more  than  dis- 
cretion can  always  approve.  Have  you  not  found  it  so 
yourself  ?" 

"  I  have  found  it  so  with  you." 

"  And  perhaps  I  have  shown  a  little  too  plainly  how 
dependent  I  am  on  you — how  dreadful  it  would  be  to  me 
if  I  lost  you  too  as  a  friend  ?" 

She  blushed  as  she  said  it.  When  the  words  had 
escaped  her,  she  felt  that  they  might  bear  another  mean- 
ing than  the  simple  meaning  which  she  had  attached  to 
them.  He  took  her  hand ;  his  doubts  of  himself,  his 
needless  fear  of  offending  her,  restrained  him  no  longer. 

"  You  can  never  lose  me,"  he  said,  "  if  you  will  only 
let  me  be  the  nearest  friend  that  a  woman  can  have. 
Bear  with  me,  dearest !  I  ask  for  so  much  ;  I  have  so 
little  to  offer  in  return.  I  dream  of  a  life  with  you  which 
is  perhaps  too  perfectly  happy  to  be  enjoyed  on  earth. 
And  yet,  I  cannot  resign  my  delusion.  Must  my  poor 
heart  always  long  for  happiness  which  is  beyond  my 
reach  ?  If  an  overruling  Providence  guides  our  course 
through  this  world,  may  we  not  sometimes  hope  for 
happier  ends  than  our  mortal  eyes  can  see  ?" 

He  waited  a  moment — and  sighed — and  dropped  her 
hand.  She  hid  her  face ;  she  knew  what  it  would  tell 
Jiim  :  she  was  ashamed  to  let  him  see  it. 
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"  I  didn't  mean  to  distress  you,"  lie  said  sadly. 

She  let  him  see  her  face.  For  a  moment  only,  she 
looked  at  him — and  then  let  silence  tell  him  the  rest. 

His  arms  closed  round  her.  Slowly,  the  glory  of  the  sun 
faded  from  the  heavens,  and  the  soft  summer  twilight 
fell  over  the  earth.  "I  can't  speak,"  he  whispered; 
"  my  happiness  is  too  much  for  me." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  your  happiness?"  she  asked. 

"  Could  I  think  as  I  am  thinking  now,  if  I  were  not 
sure  of  it  ?" 

"  Are  you  thinking  of  me  ?" 

"  Of  you — and  of  all  that  you  will  be  to  me  in  the 
future.  Oh,  my  angel,  if  God  grants  us  many  years  to 
come,  what  a  perfect  life  I  see !" 

"  Tell  me — what  do  you  see?" 

"  I  see  a  husband  and  wife  who  are  all  in  all  to  each 
other.  If  friends  come  to  us,  we  are  glad  to  bid  them 
welcome;  but  we  are  always  happiest  by  ourselves." 

"  Do  we  live  in  retirement?" 

"  We  live  where  you  like  best  to  live.  Shall  it  be  in 
the  country  ?" 

"  Yes !  yes !  You  have  spoken  of  the  sea  as  you 
might  have  spoken  of  your  best  friend — we  will  be  near 
the  sea.  But  I  must  not  keep  you  selfishly  all  to  myself. 
I  must  remember  how  good  you  have  been  to  poor 
creatures  who  don't  feel  our  happiness,  and  who  need 
your  kindness.  Perhaps  I  might  help  you  ?  Do  you 
doubt  it?" 

"  I  only  doubt  whether  I  ought  to  let  you  see  what  I 
have  seen ;  I  am  only  afraid  of  the  risk  of  making  you 
unhappy.  You  tempt  me  to  run  the  risk.  The  help  of 
a  woman — and  of  such  a  woman  as  you  are — is  the  one 
thing  I  have  wanted.  Your  influence  would  succeed 
where  my  influence  has  often  failed.  How  good,  how 
thoughtful  you  would  be  !" 

"  I  only  want  to  be  worthy  of  you,"  she  said  humbly. 
"  "When  may  I  see  your  Home  ?" 

He  drew  her  closer  to  him :  tenderly  and  timidly  he 
kissed  her  for  the  first  time.  "  It  rests  with  you,"  he 
answered.     "  "When  will  you  be  my  wife?" 

She  hesitated ;  he  felt  her  trembling.  "  Is  there  any 
obstacle  ?"  he  asked. 
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Before  she  could  reply,  Kitty's  voice  was  heard  calling 
to  her  mother — Kitty  ran  up  to  them. 

Catherine  turned  cold  as  the  child  caught  her  by  the 
hand,  eagerly  claiming  her  attention.  All  that  she 
should  have  remembered,  all  that  she  had  forgotten  in  a 
few  bright  minutes  of  illusion,  rose  in  judgment  against 
her,  and  struck  her  mind  prostrate  in  an  instant,  when 
she  felt  Kitty's  touch. 

Bennydeck  saw  the  change.  Was  it  possible  that  the 
child's  sudden  appearance  had  startled  her  ?  Kitty  had 
something  to  say,  and  said  it  before  he  could  speak. 

"  Mamma,  I  want  to  go  where  the  other  children  are 
going.     Susan's  gone  to  her  supper.     You  take  me." 

Her  mother  was  not  even  listening.  Kitty  turned  im- 
patiently to  Bennydeck.  "Why  won't  Mamma  speak 
to  me?"  she  asked.  He  quieted  her  by  a  word.  "  You 
shall  go  with  me."  His  anxiety  about  Catherine  was 
more  than  he  could  endure.  "  Pray  let  me  take  you 
back  to  the  house,"  he  said.  "  I  am  afraid  you  are  not 
well." 

"  I  shall  be  better  directly.  Do  me  a  kindness — take 
the  child." 

She  spoke  faintly  and  vacantly.  Bennydeck  hesitated. 
She  lifted  her  trembling  hands  in  entreaty.  "  I  beg  you 
will  leave  me  !"  Her  voice,  her  manner,  made  it  im- 
possible to  disobey.  He  turned  resignedly  to  Kitty,  and 
asked  which  way  she  wanted  to  go.  The  child  pointed 
down  the  path  to  one  of  the  towers  of  the  Crystal 
Palace,  visible  in  the  distance.  "The  governess  has 
taken  the  others  to  see  the  company  go  away,"  she  said  ; 
"I  want  to  go  too." 

Bennydeck  looked  back  before  he  lost  sight  of 
Catherine. 

She  remained  seated,  in  the  attitude  in  which  he  had 
left  her.  At  the  farther  end  of  the  path  which  led  to 
the  hotel,  he  thought  he  saw  a  figure  in  the  twilight, 
approaching  from  the  house.  There  would  be  help  near, 
if  Catherine  wanted  it. 

His  uneasy  mind  was  in  some  degree  relieved,  as  h§ 
and  Kitty  left  the  garden  together, 
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She  tried  to  think  of  Bennydeck. 

Her  eyes  followed  him  as  long  as  he  was  in  sight,  but  her 
thoughts  wandered.  To  look  at  him  now  was  to  look  at 
the  little  companion  walking  by  his  side.  Still,  the 
child  reminded  her  of  the  living  father ;  still,  the  child 
innocently  tortured  her  with  the  consciousness  of  deceit. 
The  faithless  man  from  whom  the  law  had  released  her, 
possessed  liimself  of  her  thoughts,  in  spite  of  the  law. 
He,  and  he  only,  was  the  visionary  companion  of  her 
solitude  when  she  was  left  by  herself. 

Did  he  remind  her  of  the  sin  that  he  had  committed  ? 
— of  the  insult  that  he  had  inflicted  on  the  woman  whom 
he  had  vowed  to  love  and  cherish  ?  No  !  he  recalled  to 
her  the  years  of  love  that  she  had  passed  by  his  side  ; 
he  upbraided  her  with  the  happiness  which  she  had 
owed  to  him,  in  the  prime  and  glory  of  her  life. 
Woman  !  set  that  against  the  wrong  which  I  have  done 
to  you.  You  have  the  right  to  condemn  me,  and  Society 
has  the  right  to  condemn  me — but  I  am  your  child's 
father  still.     Forget  me  if  you  can  ! 

All  thought  will  bear  the  test  of  solitude,  excepting 
only  the  thought  that  finds  its  origin  in  hopeless  self- 
reproach.  The  soft  mystery  of  twilight,  the  solemn 
silence  of  the  slowly-coming  night,  daunted  Catherine  in 
that  lonely  place.  She  rose  to  return  to  light  and 
human  beings.  As  she  set  her  face  towards  the  house,  a 
discovery  confronted  her.     She  was  not  alone. 

A  woman  was  standing  on  the  path,  apparently  looking 
at  her. 

In  the  dim  light,  and  at  the  distance  between  them, 
recognition  of  the  woman  was  impossible.  She  neither 
moved  nor  spoke.  Strained  to  their  utmost  point  of 
tension,  Catherine's  nerves  quivered  at  the  sight  of  that 
shadowy  solitary  figure.  She  dropped  back  on  the  seat. 
In  tones  that  trembled  she  said  :  "  Who  are  you?  What 
do  you  want?" 

The  voice  that  answered  was,  like  her  own  voice,  fainfc 
with  fear.     It  said  :  "  I  want  a  word  with  you." 
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Moving  slowly  forward — stopping — moving  onward 
again — hesitating  again — the  woman  at  last  approached. 
There  was  light  enough  left  to  reveal  her  face,  now  that 
she  was  near.     It  was  the  face  of  Sydney  "Westerfield. 

The  survival  of  childhood,  in  the  mature  human  being, 
betrays  itself  most  readily  in  the  sex  that  bears  children. 
The  chances  and  changes  of  life  show  the  child's  mobility 
of  emotion  constantly  associating  itself  with  the  passions 
of  the  woman.  At  the  moment  of  recognition,  the 
troubled  mind  of  Catherine  was  instantly  steadied,  under 
the  influence  of  that  coarsest  sense  which  levels  us  with 
the  animals — the  sense  of  anger. 

"  I  am  amazed  at  your  audacity,"  she  said. 

There  was  no  resentment — there  was  only  patient 
submission  in  Sydney's  reply. 

"  Twice  I  have  approached  the  house  in  which  you  are 
living;  and  twice  my  courage  has  failed  me.  I  have 
gone  away  again — I  have  walked,  I  don't  know  where, 
I  don't  know  how  far.  Shame  and  fear  seemed  to  be 
insensible  to  fatigue.  This  is  my  third  attempt.  If  I 
was  a  little  nearer  to  you,  I  think  you  would  see  what 
the  effort  has  cost  me.  I  have  not  much  to  say.  May  I 
ask  you  to  hear  me  ?" 

"You  have  taken  me  by  surprise,  Miss  Westerfield. 
You  have  no  right  to  do  that ;  I  refuse  to  hear  you." 

"Try,  Madam,  to  bear  in  mind  that  no  unhappy 
creature,  in  my  place,  would  expose  herself  to  your 
anger  and  contempt  without  a  serious  reason.  Will  you 
think  again?" 

"No!" 

Sydney  turned  to  go  away — and  suddenly  stopped. 

Another  person  was  advancing  from  the  hotel ;  an 
interruption,  a  trivial  domestic  interruption,  presented 
itself.  The  nursemaid  had  missed  the  child,  and  had 
come  into  the  garden  to  see  if  she  was  with  her  mother. 

"  Where  is  Miss  Kitty,  Ma'am?"  the  girl  asked. 

Her  mistress  told  her  what  had  happened,  and  sent  her 
to  the  Palace  to  relieve  Captain  Bennydeck  of  the  charge . 
that   he   had  undertaken.      Susan   listened,   looking   at 
Sydney,  and  recognising  the  familiar  face.     As  the  girl 
moved  away,  Sydney  spoke  to  her. 

" I  hope  little  Kitty  is  well  and  happy?" 
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The  mother  does  not  live  who  could  have  resisted  the 
tone  in  which  that  question  was  put.  The  broken  heart, 
the  love  for  the  child,  that  still  lived  in  it,  spoke  in  accents 
that  even  touched  the  servant.  She  came  back;  remem- 
bering the  happy  days  when  the  governess  had  won  their 
hearts  at  Mount  Morven,  and,  for  a  moment  at  least, 
remembering  nothing  else. 

"  Quite  well  and  happy,  Miss,  thank  you,"  Susan  said. 

As  she  hurried  away  on  her  errand,  she  saw  her 
mistress  beckon  to  Sydney  to  return,  and  place  a  chair 
for  her.  The  nursemaid  was  not  near  enough  to  hear 
what  followed. 

"  Miss  Westerfield,  will  you  forget  what  I  said  just 
now?"  With  those  words,  Catherine  pointed  to  the 
chair.  "  I  am  ready  to  hear  you,"  she  resumed, — "but 
I  have  something  to  ask  first.  Does  what  you  wish  to 
say  to  me  relate  only  to  yourself?" 

"  It  relates  to  another  person,  as  well  as  to  myself." 

That  reply,  and  the  inference  to  which  it  led,  tried 
Catherine's  resolution  to  preserve  her  self-control,  as 
nothing  had  tried  it  yet. 

"If  that  other  person,"  she  began,  "means  Mr.  Her- 
bert Linley " 

Sydney  interrupted  her,  in  words  which  she  was 
entirely  unprepared  to  hear. 

"  I  shall  never  see  Mr.  Herbert  Linley  again." 

"  Has  he  deserted  you?" 

"  No.     It  is  I  who  have  left  him." 

"You!" 

The  emphasis  laid  on  that  one  word  forced  Sydney  to 
assert  herself  for  the  first  time. 

"  If  I  had  not  left  him  of  my  own  free  will,"  she  said, 
"  what  else  would  excuse  me  for  venturing  to  come  here?" 

Catherine's  sense  of  justice  felt  the  force  of  that  reply. 
At  the  same  time,  her  sense  of  injury  set  its  own  con- 
struction on  Sydney's  motive.  "Has  his  cruelty  driven 
you  away  from  him?"  she  asked. 

"  If  he  had  been  cruel  to  me,"  Sydney  answered,  "  do 
you  think  I  should  have  come  here  to  complain  of  it  to 
You?  Do  me  the  justice  to  believe  that  I  am  not  capable 
of  such  self -degradation  as  that.  I  have  nothing  to 
complain  of." 
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"  And  yet  you  have  left  him  ?" 

"  He  has  been  allthat  is  kind  and  considerate  :  he  has 
done  everything  that  a  man  in  his  unhappy  position 
■  could  do  to  set  my  mind  at  ease.  And  yet  I  have  left 
him.  Oh,  I  claim  no  merit  for  my  repentance,  bitterly 
as  I  feel  it !  I  might  not  have  had  the  courage  to  leave 
him — if  he  had  loved  me  as  he  once  loved  you." 

"  Miss  Westerfield !  You  are  the  last  person  living 
who  ought  to  allude  to  my  married  life." 

"  You  may  perhaps  pardon  the  allusion,  Madam,  when 
you  have  heard  what  I  have  still  to  say.  I  owe  it  to 
Mr.  Herbert  Linley,  if  not  to  you,  to  confess  that  his  life 
with  me  has  not  been  a  life  of  happiness.  He  has  tried, 
compassionately  tried,  to  keep  his  secret  sorrow  from 
discovery,  and  he  has  failed.  I  had  long  suspected  the 
truth ;  but  I  only  saw  it  in  his  face  when  he  found  the 
book  you  left  behind  you  at  the  hotel.  Your  image  has, 
from  first  to  last,  been  the  one  living  image  in  his  guilty 
heart.  I  am  the  miserable  victim  of  a  man's  passing 
fancy.  You  have  been,  you  are  still,  the  one  object  of  a 
husband's  love.  Ask  your  own  heart  if  the  woman  lives 
who  can  say  to  you  what  I  have  just  said — unless  she 
knew  it  to  be  true." 

Catherine's  head  sank  on  her  bosom;  her  helpless 
hands  lay  trembling  on  her  lap.  Overpowered  by  the 
confession  which  she  had  just  heard — a  confession  which 
had  followed  closely  on  the  thoughts  inspired  by  the 
appearance  of  the  child — her  agitation  was  beyond  control ; 
her  mind  was  unequal  to  the  effort  of  decision.  The 
woman  who  had  been  wronged — who  had  the  right  to 
judge  for  herself,  and  to  speak  for  herself — was  the  silent 
woman  of  the  two  ! 

It  was  not  quite  dark  yet.  Sydney  could  see  as  well 
as  hear. 

For  the  first  time  since  the  beginning  of  the  interview. 
she  allowed  the  impulse  of  the  moment  to  lead  ber 
astray.  In  her  eagerness  to  complete  the  act  of  atone- 
ment, she  failed  to  appreciate  the  severity  of  the  struggle 
that  was  passing  in  Catherine's  mind.  She  alluded  again 
to  Herbert  Linley,  and  she  spoke  too  soon. 

"  "Will  you  let  him  ask  your  pardon?"  she  said.  "  Ho 
expects  no  more." 
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Catherine's  spirit  was  roused  in  an  instant.  "  He 
expects  too  much  !"  she  answered  sternly  "  Is  he  here 
by  your  connivance  ?  Is  he,  too,  waiting  to  take  me  by 
surprise?" 

"I  am  incapable,  Madam,  of  taking  such  a  liberty 
with  you  as  that ;  I  may  perhaps  have  hoped  to  be  able 

to  tell  him,  by  writing,  of  a  different  reception "    She 

checked  herself.     "  I  beg  your  pardon,  if  I  have  ventured 
to  hope.     I  dare  not  ask  you  to  alter  your  opinion " 

"  Do  you  dare  to  look  the  truth  in  the  face  ?"  Catherine 
interposed.  "  Do  you  remember  what  sacred  ties  that 
man  has  broken  ?  what  memories  he  has  profaned  ?  what 
years  of  faithful  love  he  has  cast  from  him  ?  Must  I  tell 
you  how  he  poisoned  his  wife's  mind  with  doubts  of  his 
truth  and  despair  of  his  honour,  when  he  basely  deserted 
her  ?  You  talk  of  your  repentance.  Does  your  repent- 
ance forget  that  he  would  still  have  been  my  blameless 
husband  but  for  You  ?" 

Sydney  silently  submitted  to  reproach,  silently  en- 
dured the  shame  that  finds  no  excuse  for  itself. 

Catherine  looked  at  her  and  relented.  The  noble 
nature  which  could  stoop  to  anger,  but  never  sink  to  the 
lower  depths  of  malice  and  persecution,  restrained  itself 
and  made  amends.  "  I  say  it  in  no  unkindness  to  you," 
she  resumed.  "  But  when  you  ask  me  to  forgive,  con- 
sider what  you  ask  me  to  forget.  It  will  only  distress  us 
both  if  we  remain  longer  together,"  she  continued,  rising 
as  she  spoke.  "  Perhaps  you  will  believe  that  I  mean 
well,  when  I  ask  if  there  is  anything  I  can  do  for  you?" 

"Nothing!" 

All  the  desolation  of  the  lost  woman  told  its  terrible 
tale  in  that  one  word.  Invited  to  rest  herself  in  the 
hotel,  she  asked  leave  to  remain  where  she  was  ;  the 
mere  effort  of  rising  was  too  much  for  her  now.  Catherine 
said  the  parting  words  kindly.  "  I  believe  in  your  good 
intentions ;  I  believe  in  your  repentance." 

"  Believe  in  my  punishment !"  After  that  reply,  no 
more  was  said. 

Behind  the  trees  that  closed  the  view  at  the  farther 
extremity  of  the  lawn,  the  moon  was  rising.  As  the  two 
women  lost  sight  of  each  other,  the  new  light,  pure  and 
beautiful,  began  to  dawn  over  the  garden. 

1? 
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CHAPTER  XLYI. 

NIL      DESPERANDUM. 

No  horror  of  her  solitude,  no  melancholy  recollections, 
no  dread  of  the  future  disturbed  Sydney's  mind.  The 
one  sense  left  in  her  was  the  sense  of  fatigue.  Vacantly, 
mechanically,  the  girl  rested  as  a  tired  animal  might  have 
rested.  She  saw  nothing,  heard  nothing  ;  the  one  feeling 
si  which  she  was  conscious  was  a  dull  aching  in  every 
limb.  The  moon  climbed  the  heavens,  brightened  the 
topmost  leaves  of  the  trees,  found  the  gloom  in  which 
Sydney  was  hidden,  and  cheered  it  tenderly  with  radiant 
light.  She  was  too  weary  to  sleep,  too  weary  even  to 
shade  her  face  when  the  moonbeams  touched  it.  While 
the  light  still  strengthened,  while  the  slow  minutes  still 
followed  each  other  unheeded,  the  one  influence  that 
could  rouse  Sydney  found  her  at  last — set  her  faint  heart 
throbbing — called  her  prostrate  spirit  to  life  again.  She 
heard  a  glad  cry  of  recognition  in  a  child's  voice : — 

"  Oh,  Sydney,  dear,  is  it  you  ?" 

In  another  instant  her  little  pupil  and  playfellow  of 
former  days  was  in  her  arms. 

"  My  darling,  how  did  you  come  here  ?" 

Susan  answered  the  question.  "We  are  on  our  way 
back  from  the  Palace,  Miss.  I  am  afraid,"  she  said 
timidly,  "  that  we  ought  to  go  in." 

Silently  resigned,  Sydney  tried  to  release  the  child. 
Kitty  clung  to  her,  and  kissed  her ;  Kitty  set  the  nurse 
at  defiance.  "  Do  you  think  I  am  going  to  leave  Syd 
now  I  have  found  her?    Susan,  I  am  astonished  at  you  !" 

Susan  gave  way.  Where  the  nature  is  gentle,  kind- 
ness and  delicacy  go  hand-in-hand  together,  undisturbed 
by  the  social  irregularities  which  beset  the  roadway  of 
life.  The  nursemaid  drew  back  out  of  hearing.  Kitty's 
first  questions  followed  each  other  in  breathless  succession. 
Some  of  them  proved  to  be  hard,  indeed,  to  answer  truly, 
and  without  reserve.  She  inquired  if  Sydney  had  seen 
her  mother,  and  then  she  was  eager  to  know  why  Sydney 
had  been  left  in  the  garden  alone. 

"  Why  haven't  you  gone  back  to  the  house  with 
Mamma  ?"  she  asked. 
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"Don't  ask  me,  clear,"  was  all  that  Sydney  could  say. 
Kitty  drew  the  inevitable  conclusion  :  ' '  Have  you  and 
Mamma  quarrelled?" 

"Oh  no!" 

"  Then  come  indoors  with  me." 

"  Wait  a  little,  Kitty,  and  tell  me  something  about 
yourself.     How  do  you  get  on  with  your  lessons  ?" 

"  You  dear  foolish  governess,  do  you  expect  me  to 
learn  my  lessons,  when  I  haven't  got  you  to  teach  me  ? 
Where  have  you  been  all  this  long  while  ?  I  wouldn't 
have  gone  away  and  left  you !"  She  paused;  her  eager 
eyes  studied  Sydney's  face  with  the  unrestrained  curiosity 
of  a  child.  "  Is  it  the  moonlight  that  makes  you  look 
pale  and  wretched?"  she  said.  "  Or  are  you  really  un- 
happy? Tell  me,  Syd,  do  you  ever  sing  any  of  those 
songs  that  I  taught  you,  when  you  first  came  to  us?" 

"  Never,  dear  !" 

"Have  you  anybody  to  go  out  walking  with  you  and 
running  races  with  you,  as  I  did  ?" 

"  No,  my  sweet !     Those  days  have  gone  by  for  ever." 

Kitty  laid  her  head  sadly  on  Sydney's  bosom.  "  It's 
not  the  moonlight,"  she  said  ;  "  shall  I  tell  you  a  secret  ? 
Sometimes  I  am  not  happy  either.  Poor  Papa  is  dead. 
He  always  liked  you— I'm  sure  you  are  sorry  for  him." 

Astonishment  held  Sydney  speechless.  Before  she 
could  ask  who  had  so  cruelly  deceived  the  child,  and  for 
what  purpose,  the  nursemaid,  standing  behind  the  chair, 
warned  her  to  be  silent  by  a  touch. 

"  I  think  we  are  all  unhappy  now,"  Kitty  went  on, 
still  following  her  own  little  train  of  thought.  "  Mamma 
isn't  like  what  she  used  to  be.  And  even  my  nice  Captain 
hasn't  a  word  to  say  to  me.  He  wouldn't  come  back 
with  us ;  he  said  he  would  go  back  by  himself." 

Another  allusion  which  took  Sydney  by  surprise  !  She 
asked  who  the  Captain  was.  Kitty  started  as  if  the 
question  shocked  her.  "  Oh  dear,  dear,  this  is  what 
comes  of  your  going  away  and  leaving  us  !  You  don't 
know  Captain  Bennydeck." 

The  name  of  her  father's  correspondent !  The  name 
which  she  vaguely  remembered  to  have  heard  in  her  child- 
hood !  "Where  did  you  first  meet  with  him?"  she  inquired. 

"  At  the  seaside,  dear !" 

17—2 
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"  Do  you  mean  at  Sandyseal  ?" 

"  Yes.  Mamma  liked  him — and  Grandmamma  liked 
him  (which  is  wonderful) — and  I  gave  him  a  kiss.  Promise 
me  not  to  tell !  My  nice  Captain  is  going  to  be  my  new 
Papa." 

Was  there  any  possible  connection  between  what  Kitty 
had  just  said,  and  what  the  poor  child  had  been  deluded 
into  believing  when  she  spoke  of  her  father?  Even 
Susan  seemed  to  be  in  the  secret  of  this  strange  second 
marriage  !  She  interfered  with  a  sharp  reproof.  "  You 
mustn't  talk  in  that  way,  Miss  Kitty.  Please  put  her  off 
your  lap,  Miss  Westerfield  ;  we  have  been  here  too  long 
already." 

Kitty  proposed  a  compromise ;  "  I'll  go,"  she  said,  "  if 
Syd  will  come  with  me." 

"  I'm  sorry,  my  darling,  to  disappoint  you." 

Kitty  refused  to  believe  it.  "You  couldn't  disappoint 
me  if  you  tried,"  she  said  boldly. 

"Indeed,  indeed,  I  must  go  away.  Oh,  Kitty,  try  to 
bear  it  as  I  do  !" 

Entreaties  were  useless ;  the  child  refused  to  hear  of 
another  parting.  "  I  want  to  make  you  and  Mamma 
friends  again.  Don't  break  my  heart,  Sydney  !  Come 
home  with  me,  and  teach  me,  and  play  with  me,  and 
love  me  !" 

She  pulled  desperately  at  Sydney's  dress ;  she  called 
to  Susan  to  help  her.  With  tears  in  her  eyes,  the  girl 
did  her  best  to  help  them  both.  "  Miss  Westerfield  will 
wait  here,"  she  said  to  Kitty,  "  while  you  speak  to  your 
Mamma. — Say  Yes!"  she  whispered  to  Sydney;  "it's 
our  only  chance." 

The  child  instantly  exacted  a  promise.  In  the  earnest- 
ness of  her  love  she  even  dictated  the  words.  "  Say  it 
after  me,  as  I  used  to  say  my  lessons,"  she  insisted. 
"  Say,  '  Kitty,  I  promise  to  wait  for  you.'  " 

Who  that  loved  her  could  have  refused  to  say  it !  In 
one  form  or  another,  the  horrid  necessity  for  deceit  had 
followed,  and  was  still  following,  that  first,  worst  act  of 
falsehood — the  elopement  from  Mount  Morven. 

Kitty  was  now  as  eager  to  go  as  she  had  been  hitherto 
resolute  to  remain.  She  called  for  Susan  to  follow  her, 
and  ran  to  the  hotel. 
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"  My  mistress  won't  let  her  come  back — you  can  leave 
the  garden  that  way."  The  maid  pointed  along  the  path 
to  the  left,  and  hurried  after  the  child. 

They  were  gone — and  Sydney  was  alone  again. 

At  the  parting  with  Kitty,  the  measure  of  her  endu- 
rance was  full.  Not  even  the  farewell  at  Mount  Morven 
had  tried  her  by  an  ordeal  so  cruel  as  this.  No  kind 
woman  was  willing  to  receive  her  and  employ  her,  now. 
The  one  creature  left  who  loved  her  was  the  faithful  little 
friend  whom  she  must  never  see  again.  "  I  am  still 
innocent  to  that  child,"  she  thought — "  and  I  am  parted 
from  her  for  ever !" 

She  rose  to  leave  the  garden. 

A  farewell  look  at  the  last  place  in  which  she  had  seen 
Kitty  tempted  her  to  indulge  in  a  moment  of  delay. 
Her  eyes  rested  on  the  turn  in  the  path  at  which  she 
had  lost  sight  of  the  active  little  figure  hastening  away 
to  plead  her  cause.  Even  in  absence,  the  child  was 
Sydney's  good  angel  still.  As  she  turned  away  to  follow 
the  path  that  had  been  shown  to  her,  the  relief  of  tears 
came  at  last.  It  cooled  her  burning  head  ;  it  comforted 
her  aching  heart.  She  tried  to  walk  on.  The  tears 
blinded  her — she  strayed  from  the  path — she  would  have 
fallen  but  for  a  hand  that  caught  her,  and  held  her  up. 
A  man's  voice,  firm  and  deep  and  kind,  quieted  her  first 
wild  feeling  of  terror.  "  My  child,  you  are  not  fit  to  be 
Dy  yourself.  Let  me  take  care  of  you — let  me  comfort 
you,  if  I  can." 

He  carried  her  back  to  the  seat  that  she  had  left,  and 
waited  by  her  in  merciful  silence. 

"  You  are  very  young  to  feel  such  bitter  sorrow,"  he 
said,  when  she  was  composed  again.  "  I  don't  ask  what 
your  sorrow  is ;  I  only  want  to  know  how  I  can  help 
you." 

"  Nobody  can  help  me." 

"  Can  I  take  you  back  to  your  friends  ?" 

■'  I  have  no  friends." 

"  Pardon  me,  you  have  one  friend  at  least — you  have 
me." 

' '  You  ?    A  stranger  ? " 

"  No  human  creature  who  needs  my  sympathy  is  a 
Stranger." 
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She  turned  towards  him  for  the  first  time.  In  her  new 
position,  she  was  clearly  visible  in  the  light.  He  looked 
at  her  attentively.  "I  have  seen  you  somewhere,"  he 
said,  "before  now." 

She  had  not  noticed  him  when  they  had  passed  each 
other  at  Sandyseal.  "  I  think  you  must  be  mistaken," 
she  answered.  "  May  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness? 
and  may  I  hope  to  be  excused  if  I  say  good-night?" 

He  detained  her.  "  Are  you  sure  that  you  are  well 
enough  to  go  away  by  yourself?"  he  asked  anxiously. 

"  I  am  quite  sure  !" 

He  still  detained  her.  His  memory  of  that  first 
meeting  at  the  seaside  hotel,  reminded  him  that  he  had 
seen  her  in  the  company  of  a  man.  At  their  second 
meeting,  she  was  alone,  and  in  tears.  Sad  experience 
led  him  to  "form  his  own  conclusions.  "If  you  won't 
let  me  take  care  of  you,"  he  said,  "  will  you  consider 
if  I  can  be  of  any  use  to  you,  and  will  you  call  at 
that  address  ?"  He  gave  her  his  card.  She  took  it 
without  looking  at  it ;  she  was  confused ;  she  hardly 
knew  what  to  say.  "  Do  you  doubt  me  ?"  he  asked — 
sadly,  not  angrily. 

"  Oh,  how  can  I  do  that !  I  doubt  myself ;  I  am 
not  worthy  of  the  interest  you  feel  in  me." 

"  That  is  a  sad  thing  to  say,"  he  answered.  "  Let 
me  try  to  give  you  confidence  in  yourself.  Do  you  go 
to  London  when  you  leave  this  place?" 

"Yes." 

"To-morrow,"  he  resumed,  "I  am  going  to  see 
another  poor  girl  who  is  alone  in  the  world  like  you. 
If  I  tell  you  where  she  lives,  will  you  ask  her  if  I  am 
a  person  to  be  trusted  ?" 

He  had  taken  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  while  he  was 
speaking;  and  he  now  tore  off  a  part  of  the  second 
leaf,  and  gave  it  to  her.  "  I  have  only  lately,"  he 
said,  "  received  the  address  from  a  friend." 

As  he  offered  that  explanation,  the  shrill  sound  of  a 
child's  voice,  raised  in  anger  and  entreaty,  reached  their 
ears  from  the  neighbourhood  of  the  hotel.  Faithful 
little  Kitty  had  made  her  escape,  determined  to  return 
to  Sydney — had  been  overtaken  by  the  maid — and  had 
been  carried  back  in  Susan's  arms  to  the  house.     Sydney 
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imagined  that  she  was  not  perhaps  alone  in  recognising 
the  voice.  The  stranger  who  had  been  so  kind  to  her 
did  certainly  start,  and  look  round. 

The  stillness  of  the  night  was  disturbed  no  more. 
The  man  turned  again  to  the  person  who  had  so 
strongly  interested  him.     The  person  was  gone. 

In  fear  of  being  followed,  Sydney  hurried  to  the  rail- 
way station.  By  the  light  in  the  carriage  she  looked  for 
the  first  time  at  the  fragment  of  the  letter  and  the  card, 

The  stranger  had  presented  her  with  her  own 
address !  And,  when  she  looked  at  the  card,  the  name 
was  Bennydeck  ! 


CHAPTBE  XLVII. 

BETTER   DO    IT    THAN    WISH    IT    DONE. 

More  than  once,  on  one  and  the  same  day,  the  Captain 
had  been  guilty  of  a  weakness  which  would  have  taken 
his  oldest  friends  by  surprise,  if  they  had  seen  him  at 
the  moment.     He  hesitated. 

A  man  who  has  commanded  ships  and  has  risked 
his  life  in  the  regions  of  the  frozen  deep,  is  a  man 
formed  by  nature  and  taught  by  habit  to  meet  emer- 
gency face  to  face,  to  see  his  course  straight  before 
him,  and  to  take  it,  lead  him  where  it  may.  But 
nature  and  habit,  formidable  forces  as  they  are,  find 
their  master  when  they  encounter  the  passion  of  Love. 

At  once  perplexed  and  distressed  by  that  startling 
change  in  Catherine  which  he  had  observed  when  her 
child  approached  her,  Bennydeck  s  customary  firmness 
failed  him,  when  the  course  of  conduct  towards  his 
betrothed  wife  which  it  might  be  most  becoming  to 
follow  presented  itself  to  him  as  a  problem  to  be 
solved.  When  Kitty  asked  him  to  accompany  her 
nursemaid  and  herself  on  their  return  to  the  hotel,  he 
had  refused  because  he  felt  reluctant  to  intrude  him- 
self on  Catherine's  notice,  until  she  was  ready  to  admit 
him  to  her  confidence  of  her  own  free  will.  Left  alone, 
he  began  to  doubt  whether  delicacy  did  really  require 
him  to  make  the  sacrifice  which  he  had  contemplated 
not  five  minutes  since.      It  was   surely  possible    that 
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Catherine  might  be  waiting  to  see  him,  and  might  then 
offer  the  explanation  which  would  prove  to  be  equally 
a  relief  on  both  sides.  He  was  on  his  way  to  the 
hotel  when  he  met  with  Sydney  Westerfield. 

To  see  a  woman  in  the  sorest  need  of  all  that  kindness 
and  consideration  could  offer,  and  to  leave  her  as  help- 
less as  he  had  found  her,  would  have  been  an  act  of 
brutal  indifference,  revolting  to  any  man  possessed  of 
even  ordinary  sensibility.  The  Captain  had  only 
followed  his  natural  impulses,  and  had  only  said  and 
done  what,  in  nearly  similar  cases,  he  had  said  and 
done  on  other  occasions. 

Left  by  himself,  he  advanced  a  few  steps  mechanically 
on  the  way  by  which  Sydney  had  escaped  him — and  then 
stopped.  Was  there  any  sufficient  reason  for  his  follow- 
ing her,  and  intruding  himself  on  her  notice  ?  She  had 
recovered,  she  was  in  possession  of  his  address,  she  had 
been  referred  to  a  person  who  could  answer  for  his  good 
intentions;  all  that  it  was  his  duty  to  do,  had  been  done 
already.  He  turned  back  again,  in  the  direction  of  the 
hotel. 

Hesitating  once  more,  he  paused  half-way  along  the 
corridor  which  led  to  Catherine's  sitting-room.  Yoices 
reached  him  from  persons  who  had  entered  the  house  by 
the  front  door.  He  recognised  Mrs.  Presty's  loud  con- 
fident tones.  She  was  taking  leave  of  friends,  and  was 
standing  with  her  back  towards  him.  Bennydeck  waited, 
unobserved,  until  he  saw  her  enter  the  sitting-room.  No 
such  explanation  as  he  was  in  search  of  could  possibly 
take  place  in  the  presence  of  Catherine's  mother.  He 
returned  to  the  garden. 

Mrs.  Presty  was  in  high  spirits.  She  had  enjoyed  the 
Festival ;  she  had  taken  the  lead  among  the  friends  who 
accompanied  her  to  the  Palace  ;  she  had  ordered  every- 
thing, and  had  paid  for  nothing,  at  that  worst  of  all  bad 
public  dinners  in  England,  the  dinner  which  pretends  to 
be  French.  In  a  buoyant  frame  of  mind,  ready  for  more 
enjoyment  if  she  could  only  find  it,  what  did  she  see  on 
opening  the  sitting-room  door  ?  To  use  the  expressive 
language  of  the  stage,  Catherine  was  "  discovered  alone  " 
— with  her  elbows  on  the  table,  and  her  face  hidden  in 
her  hands — the  picture  of  despair, 
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Mrs.  Presty  surveyed  the  spectacle  before  her  with 
righteous  indignation  visible  in  every  line  of  her  face. 
The  arrangement  which  bound  her  daughter  to  give 
Bennydeck  his  final  reply  on  that  day  had  been  well 
known  to  her  when  she  left  the  hotel  in  the  morning. 
The  conclusion  at  which  she  arrived,  on  returning  at 
night,  was  expressed  with  Eoman  brevity  and  Boman 
eloquence  in  four  words  : — 

"  Oh,  the  poor  Captain  !" 

Catherine  suddenly  looked  up. 

"  I  knew  it,"  Mrs.  Presty  continued,  with  her  sternest 
emphasis;  "I  see  what  you  have  done,  in  your  face. 
You  have  refused  Bennydeck." 

"  God  forgive  me,  I  have  been  wicked  enough  to  accept 
him  !" 

Hearing  this,  some  mothers  might  have  made 
apologies ;  and  other  mothers  might  have  asked  what 
that  penitential  reply  could  possibly  mean.  Mrs.  Presty 
was  no  matron  of  the  ordinary  type.  She  welcomed  the 
good  news,  without  taking  the  smallest  notice  of  the 
expression  of  self-reproach  which  had  accompanied  it. 

"  My  dear  child,  accept  the  congratulations  of  your 
fond  old  mother.  I  have  never  been  one  of  the  kissing 
sort  (I  mean  of  course  where  women  are  concerned)  ; 
but  this  is  an  occasion  which  justifies  something  quite 
out  of  the  common  way.     Come  and  kiss  me." 

Catherine  took  no  notice  of  that  outburst  of  maternal 
love. 

"  I  have  forgotten  everything  that  I  ought  to  have 
remembered,"  she  said.  "  In  my  vanity,  in  my  weak- 
ness, in  my  selfish  enjoyment  of  the  passing  moment,  I 
have  been  too  supremely  happy  even  to  think  of  the 
trials  of  my  past  life,  and  of  the  false  position  in  which 
they  have  placed  me  towards  a  man,  whom  I  ought  to 
be  ashamed  to  deceive.  I  have  only  been  recalled  to  a 
sense  of  duty,  I  might  almost  say  to  a  sense  of  decency, 
by  my  poor  little  child.  If  Kitty  had  not  reminded  me 
of  her  father " 

Mrs.  Presty  dropped  into  a  chair :  she  was  really 
frightened.  Her  fat  cheeks  trembled  like  a  jelly  on  a 
dish  that  is  suddenly  moved. 

"  Has  that  man  been  here  ?"  she  asked. 
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"  What  man  ?" 

"  The  man  who  may  break  off  your  marriage  if  he 
meets  with  the  Captain.  Has  Herbert  Linley  been 
here?" 

"  Certainly  not.  The  one  person  associated  with  my 
troubles  whom  I  have  seen  to-day  is  Sydney  Wester- 
field." 

Mrs.  Presty  bounced  out  of  her  chair.  "  You — have 
seen — Sydney  Westerfield  ?"  she  repeated  with  emphatic 
pauses  which  expressed  amazement  tempered  by  un- 
belief. 

"  Yes  ;  I  have  seen  her." 

"Where?" 

"  In  the  garden." 

"  And  spoken  to  her  ?" 

"Yes."      . 

Mrs.  Presty  raised  her  eyes  to  the  ceiling.  Whether 
she  expected  our  old  friend  "the  recording  angel"  to 
take  down  the  questions  and  answers  that  had  just 
passed,  or  whether  she  was  only  waiting  to  see  the  hotel 
that  held  her  daughter  collapse  under  a  sense  of  moral 
responsibility,  it  is  not  possible  to  decide.  After  an 
awful  pause,  the  old  lady  remembered  that  she  had 
something  more  to  say — and  said  it. 

"  I  make  no  remark,  Catherine ;  I  don't  even  want  to 
know  what  you  and  Miss  Westerfield  said  to  each  other. 
At  the  same  time,  as  a  matter  of  convenience  to  myself, 
I  wish  to  ascertain  whether  I  must  leave  this  hotel  or 
not.  The  same  house  doesn't  hold  that  woman  and  Mb. 
Has  she  gone?" 

"  She  has  gone." 

Mrs.  Presty  looked  round  the  room.  "  And  taken 
Kifcty  with  her?"  she  asked. 

"Don't  speak  of  Kitty!"  Catherine  cried  in  the 
greatest  distress.  "  I  have  had  to  keep  the  poor  innocent 
affectionate  child  apart  from  Miss  Westerfield  by  force. 
My  heart  aches  when  I  think  of  it." 

"  I'm  not  surprised,  Catherine.      My    granddaughter 
has  been  brought  up  on  the  modern  system.     Children 
are  all  little  angels — no   punishments — only  gentle   re 
monstrance — '  Don't  be  naughty,  dear,  because  you  will 
make    poor    Mamma    unhappy.'      And  then,   Mamma 
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grieves  over  it  and  wonders  over  it,  when  she  finds  her 
little  angel  disobedient.  What  a  fatal  system  of  educa- 
tion !  All  my  success  in  life  ;  every  quality  that  en- 
deared me  to  your  father  and  Mr.  Presty ;  every  social 
charm  that  has  made  me  the  idol  of  society,  I  attribute 
entirely  to  judicious  correction  in  early  life,  applied 
freely  with  the  open  hand.  We  will  change  the  subject. 
Where  is  dear  Bennydeck  ?  I  want  to  congratulate 
him  on  his  approaching  marriage."  She  looked  hard  at 
her  daughter,  and  mentally  added  :  "  He'll  live  to  regret 
it!" 

Catherine  knew  nothing  of  the  Captain's  movements. 
"  Like  you,"  she  told  her  mother,  "  I  have  something  to 
say  to  him,  and  I  don't  know  where  he  is." 

Mrs.  Presty  still  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  her  daughter. 
Nobody,  observing  Catherine's  face,  and  judging  also  by 
the  tone  of  her  voice,  would  have  supposed  that  she  was 
alluding  to  the  man  whose  irresistible  attractions  had 
won  her.     She  looked  ill  at  ease,  and  she  spoke  sadly. 

"  You  don't  seem  to  be  in  good  spirits,  my  dear,"  Mrs. 
Presty  gently  suggested.  "  No  lovers'  quarrel  already,  I 
hope?" 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  Can  I  be  of  any  use  to  you  ?" 

"  You  might  be  of  the  greatest  use.  But  I  know  only 
too  well,  you  would  refuse." 

Thus  far,  Mrs.  Presty  had  been  animated  by  curiosity. 
She  began  now  to  feel  vaguely  alarmed.  "  After  all  that 
I  have  done  for  you,"  she  answered,  "  I  don't  think  you 
ought  to  say  that.     Why  should  I  refuse  ?" 

Catherine  hesitated. 

Her  mother  persisted  in  pressing  her.  "Has  it  any- 
thing to  do  with  Captain  Bennydeck?" 

"Yes." 

"What  is  it?" 

Catherine  roused  her  courage. 

"You  know  what  it  is  as  well  as  I  do,"  she  said. 
"  Captain  Bennydeck  believes  that  I  am  free  to  marry 
him  because  I  am  a  widow.  You  might  help  me  to  tell 
him  the  truth." 

"What!!!" 

That   exclamation  of   horror  and   astonishment  was 
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loud  enough  to  have  been  heard  in  the  garden.  If  Mrs. 
Presty's  hair  had  been  all  her  own,  it  must  have  been 
hair  that  stood  on  end. 

Catherine  quietly  rose.  "  We  won't  discuss  it,"  she 
said  with  resignation.  "  I  knew  you  would  refuse  me." 
She  approached  the  door.  Her  mother  got  up  and 
resolutely  stood  in  the  way.  "  Before  you  commit  an 
act  of  downright  madness,"  Mrs.  Presty  said,  "  I  mean 
to  try  if  I  can  stop  you.     Go  back  to  your  chair." 

Catherine  refused. 

"  I  know  how  it  will  end,"  she  answered  ;  "  and  the 
sooner  it  ends  the  better.  You  will  find  that  I  am  quite 
as  determined  as  you  are.  A  man  who  loves  me  as  he 
loves  me,  is  a  man  whom  I  refuse  to  deceive." 

"  Let's  have  it  out  plainly,"  Mrs.  Presty  insisted. 
"  He  believes  your  first  marriage  has  been  dissolved  by 
death.  Do  you  mean  to  tell  him  that  it  has  been  dis- 
solved by  Divorce  ?" 

"I  do." 

"  What  right  has  he  to  know  it  ?" 

"  A  right  that  is  not  to  be  denied.  A  wife  must  have 
no  secrets  from  her  husband." 

Mrs.  Presty  hit  back  smartly. 

"  You're  not  his  wife  yet.     Wait  till  you  are  married." 

"  Never  !  Who  but  a  wretch  would  marry  an  honest 
man  under  false  pretences  ?" 

"  I  deny  the  false  pretences  !  You  talk  as  if  you  were 
an  impostor.  Are  you,  or  are  you  not,  the  accomplished 
lady  who  has  charmed  him  ?  Are  you,  or  are  you  not, 
the  beautiful  woman  whom  he  loves?  There  isn't  a 
stain  on  your  reputation.  In  every  respect  you  are  the 
wife  he  wants,  and  the  wife  who  is  worthy  of  him.  Aud 
you  are  cruel  enough  to  disturb  the  poor  man  about 
a  matter  that  doesn't  concern  him  !  you  are  fool  enough 
to  raise  doubts  of  you  in  his  mind,  and  give  him  a  re- 
proach to  cast  in  your  teeth  the  first  time  you  do  any- 
thing that  happens  to  offend  him  !  Any  woman — I  don't 
care  who  she  may  be — might  envy  the  home  that's  wait- 
ing for  you  and  your  child,  if  you're  wise  enough  to  hold 
your  tongue.  Upon  my  word,  Catherine,  I  am  ashamed 
of  you.     Have  you  no  principles  ?" 

She  really  meant  it  I    The  purely  selfish  considera- 
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tions  which  she  urged  on  her  daughter  were  so  many 
undeniable  virtues  in  Mrs.  Presty's  estimation.  She  took 
the  highest  moral  ground,  and  stood  up  and  crowed  on 
it,  with  a  pride  in  her  own  principles  which  the  Primate 
of  all  England  might  have  envied. 

But  Catherine's  rare  resolution  held  as  firm  as  ever. 
She  got  a  little  nearer  to  the  door.  "  Good-night, 
Mamma,"  was  the  only  reply  she  made. 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  say  to  me  ?" 

"  I  am  tired,  and  I  must  rest.     Please  let  me  go." 

Mrs.  Presty  threw  open  the  door  with  a  bang. 

"You  refuse  to  take  my  advice?"  she  said.  "Oh, 
very  well,  have  your  own  way !  You  are  sure  to  prosper 
in  the  end.  These  are  the  days  of  exhibitions  and  gold 
medals.  If  there  is  ever  an  exhibition  of  idiots  at  large, 
I  know  who  might  win  the  prize." 

Catherine  was  accustomed  to  preserve  her  respect  for 
her  mother  under  difficulties ;  but  this  was  more  than 
her  sense  of  filial  duty  could  successfully  endure. 

"  I  only  wish  I  had  never  taken  your  advice,"  she 
answered.  "  Many  a  miserable  moment  would  have 
been  spared  me,  if  I  had  always  done  what  I  am  doing 
now.  You  have  been  the  evil  genius  of  my  life  since 
Miss  Westerfield  first  came  into  our  house." 

She  passed  through  the  open  doorway — stepped — and 
came  back  again.  "  I  didn't  mean  to  offend  you, 
Mamma — but  you  do  say  such  irritating  things.  Good- 
night." 

Not  a  word  of  reply  acknowledged  that  kindly-meant 
apology.  Mrs.  Presty — vivacious  Mrs.  Presty  of  the 
indomitable  spirit  and  the  ready  tongue— was  petrified. 
She,  the  guardian  angel  of  the  family,  whose  experience, 
devotion,  and  sound  sense  had  steered  Catherine  through 
difficulties  and  dangers  which  must  have  otherwise  ended 
in  utter  domestic  shipwreck — she,  the  model  mother — 
had  been  stigmatised  as  the  evil  genius  of  her  daughter's 
life  by  no  less  a  person  than  that  daughter  herself ! 
"What  was  to  be  said  ?  What  was  to  be  done  ?  What 
terrible  and  unexampled  course  of  action  should  be  taken 
after  such  an  insult  as  this  ?  Mrs.  Presty  stood  helpless 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  asked  herself  these 
questions,  and  waited  and  wondered  and  found  no  answer. 
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An  interval  passed.  There  was  a  knock  at  the  door, 
A  waiter  appeared.  He  said :  "A  gentleman  to  see 
Mrs.  Norman." 

The  gentleman  entered  the  room  and  revealed  himself 

Herbert  Linley ! 


CHAPTEE  XLVIII. 

BE    CAREFUL  ! 

The  divorced  husband  looked  at  his  mother-in-law  with- 
out making  the  slightest  sacrifice  to  the  claims  of  polite- 
ness. He  neither  offered  his  hand  nor  made  his  bow. 
His  frowning  eyebrows,  his  flushed  face,  betrayed  the 
anger  that  was  consuming  him. 

"  I  want  to  see  Catherine,"  he  said. 

This  deliberate  rudeness  proved  to  be  the  very  stimulant 
that  was  required  to  restore  Mrs.  Presty  to  herself.  The 
smile  that  always  meant  mischief  made  its  threatening 
appearance  on  the  old  lady's  face. 

"  What  sort  of  company  have  you  been  keeping  since  I 
last  saw  you  ?"  she  began. 

"  What  have  you  got  to  do  with  the  company  I  keep?" 

"  Nothing  whatever,  I  am  happy  to  say.  I  was 
merely  wondering  whether  you  nave  been  travelling 
lately  in  the  south  part  of  Africa,  and  have  lived  ex- 
clusively in  the  society  of  Hottentots.  The  only  other 
explanation  of  your  behaviour  is  that  I  have  been  so 
unfortunate  as  to  offend  you.  But  it  seems  improbable 
— I  am  not  your  wife." 

"  Thank  God  for  that !" 

"  Thank  God,  as  you  say.  But  I  should  really  be 
glad  (as  a  mere  matter  of  curiosity)  to  know  what  your 
extraordinary  conduct  means.  You  present  yourself  in 
this  room  uninvited,  you  find  a  lady  here,  and  you 
behave  as  if  you  had  come  into  a  shop  and  wanted  to 
ask  the  price  of  something.  Let  me  give  you  a  lesson  in 
good  manners.  Observe  :  I  receive  you  with  a  bow,  and 
I  say  :  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Linley  ?  Do  you  under- 
stand me  ?" 

"  I  don't  want  to  understand  you — I  want  to  see 
Catherine." 
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"Who  is  Catherine?" 

"  You  know  as  well  as  I  do — your  daughter." 

"My  daughter,  sir,  is  a  stranger  to  you.  We  will 
speak  of  her,  if  you  please,  by  the  name— the  illustrious 
name — which  she  inherited  at  her  birth.  You  wish  to 
see  Mrs.  Norman?" 

"  Call  her  what  you  like.  I  have  a  word  to  say  to  her, 
and  I  mean  to  say  it." 

"  No,  Mr.  Linley,  you  won't  say  it." 

"  We'll  see  about  that !     Where  is  she  ?" 

"  My  daughter  is  not  well." 

"  Well  or  ill,  I  shan't  keep  her  long." 

"  My  daughter  has  retired  to  her  room." 

"  Where  is  her  room?" 

Mrs.  Presty  moved  to  the  fireplace,  and  laid  her  hand 
on  the  bell. 

"Are  you  aware  that  this  house  is  an  hotel?"  she 
asked. 

"  It  doesn't  matter  to  me  what  it  is." 

"  Oh  yes,  it  does.  An  hotel  keeps  waiters.  An  hotel, 
when  it  as  large  as  this,  has  a  policeman  in  attendance. 
Must  I  ring?" 

The  choice  between  giving  way  to  Mrs.  Presty,  or  being 
disgracefully  dismissed,  was  placed  plainly  before  him. 
Herbert's  life  had  been  the  life  of  a  gentleman  ;  he  knew 
that  he  had  forgotten  himself ;  it  was  impossible  that  he 
could  hesitate. 

"I  won't  trouble  you  to  ring,"  he  said;  "  and  I  will 
beg  your  pardon  for  having  allowed  my  temper  to  get  the 
better  of  me.  At  the  same  time  it  ought  to  be  remem- 
bered, I  think,  in  my  favour,  that  I  have  had  some 
provocation." 

"  I  don't  agree  with  you,"  Mrs.  Presty  answered.  She 
was  deaf  to  any  appeal  for  mercy  from  Herbert  Linley. 
"  As  to  provocation,"  she  added,  returning  to  her  chair 
without  asking  him  to  be  seated,  "when  you  apply  that 
word  to  yourself,  you  insult  my  daughter  and  me.  You 
provoked?     Oh,  heavens !" 

"  You  wouldn't  say  that,"  he  urged,  speaking  with 
marked  restraint  of  tone  and  manner,  "  if  you  knew  what 

I  have  had  to  endure " 

Mrs.  Presty  suddenly  looked  towards  the  door.    "  Wait 
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a  minute,"  she  said;  "I  think  I  hear  somebody  coming 
in." 

In  the  silence  that  followed,  footsteps  were  audible 
outside — not  approaching  the  door,  however,  but  retiring 
from  it.  Mrs.  Presty  had  apparently  been  mistaken. 
"Yes?"  she  said  resignedly,  permitting  Herbert  to  pro- 
ceed. 

He  really  had  something  to  say  for  himself,  and  he 
said  it  with  sufficient  moderation.  That  he  had  been 
guilty  of  serious  offences  he  made  no  attempt  to  deny ; 
but  he  pleaded  that  he  had  not  escaped  without  justly 
suffering  for  what  he  had  done.  He  had  been  entirely  in 
the  wrong  when  he  threatened  to  take  the  child  away 
from  her  mother  by  force  of  law ;  but  had  he  not  been 
punished  when  his  wife  obtained  her  Divorce,  and 
separated  him  from  his  little  daughter  as  well  as  from 
herself?  (Na:  Mrs.  Presty  failed  to  see  it;  if  anybody 
had  suffered  by  the  Divorce,  the  victim  was  her  injured 
daughter.)  Still  patient,  Herbert  did  not  deny  the 
injury ;  he  only  submitted  once  more  that  he  had  suffered 
his  punishment.  Whether  his  life  with  Sydney  Wester- 
field  had  or  had  not  been  a  happy  one,  he  must  decline 
to  say ;  he  would  only  declare  that  it  had  come  to  an 
end.  She  had  left  him.  Yes  !  she  had  left  him  for  ever. 
He  had  no  wish  to  persuade  her  to  return  to  their  guilty 
life ;  they  were  both  penitent,  they  were  both  ashamed 
of  it.  But  she  had  gone  away  without  the  provision 
which  he  was  bound  in  honour  to  offer  to  her. 

"  She  is  friendless ;  she  may  be  in  a  state  of  poverty 
that  I  tremble  to  think  of,"  Herbert  declared.  "  Is  there 
nothing  to  plead  for  me  in  such  anxiety  as  I  am  suffering 
now?"  Mrs.  Presty  stopped  him  there;  she  had  heard 
enough  of  Sydney  already. 

"  I  see  nothing  to  be  gained,"  she  said,  "  by  dwelling 
on  the  past ;  and  I  should  be  glad  to  know  why  you  have 
come  to  this  place  to-night." 

"  I  have  come  to  see  Kitty." 

"  Quite  out  of  the  question." 

"  Don't  tell  me  that,  Mrs.  Presty !  I'm  one  of  the 
wretchedest  men  living,  and  I  ask  for  the  consolation  of 
seeing  my  child.  Kitty  hasn't  forgotten  me  yet,  I  know. 
Her  mother  can't  be  so  cruel  as  to  refuse.     She  shall  fix 
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her  own  time,  and  send  me  away  when  she  likes ;  I'll 
submit  to  anything.  Will  you  ask  Catherine  to  let  me 
see  Kitty?" 

"  I  can't  do  it." 

"Why  not?" 

"  For  private  reasons." 

"  What  reasons?" 

"  For  reasons  into  which  you  have  no  right  to  inquire." 

He  got  up  from  his  chair.  His  face  presented  the 
same  expression  which  Mrs.  Presty  had  seen  on  it  when 
he  first  entered  the  room. 

"When  I  came  in  here,"  he  said,  "I  wished  to  be 
certain  of  one  thing.  Your  prevarication  has  told  me 
what  I  wanted  to  know.  The  newspapers  had  Catherine's 
own  authority  for  it,  Mrs.  Presty,  when  they  called  her 
widow.  I  know  now  why  my  brother,  who  never  deceived 
me  before,  has  deceived  me  about  this.  I  understand  the 
part  that  your  daughter  has  been  playing — and  I  am  as 
certain  as  if  I  had  heard  it,  of  the  devilish  lie  that  one  of 
you — perhaps  both  of  you — must  have  told  my  poor  child. 
No,  no ;  I  had  better  not  see  Catherine.  Many  a  man 
has  killed  his  wife,  and  has  not  had  such  good  reason  for 
doing  it  as  I  have.  You  are  quite  right  to  keep  me  away 
from  her." 

He  stopped — and  looked  suddenly  towards  the  door. 
"  I  hear  her,"  he  cried.     "  She's  coming  in  !" 

The  footsteps  outside  were  audible  once  more.  This 
time,  they  were  approaching ;  they  were  close  to  the 
door.  Herbert  drew  back  from  it.  Looking  round  to 
see  that  he  was  out  of  the  way,  Mrs.  Presty  rushed  for- 
ward— tore  open  the  door  in  terror  of  what  might  happen 
— and  admitted  Captain  Bennydeck. 

CHAPTEE  XLIX. 

KEEP    THE    SECEET. 

The  Captain's  attention  was  first  attracted  by  the  visitor 
whom  he  found  in  the  room.  He  bowed  to  the  stranger; 
but  the  first  impression  produced  on  him  did  not  appear 
to  have  been  of  the  favourable  kind,  when  he  turned 
next  to  Mrs.  Presty. 

10 
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Observing  that  she  was  agitated,  he  made  the  cus- 
tomary apologies,  expressing  his  regret  if  he  had  been 
so  unfortunate  as  to  commit  an  intrusion.  Trusting  in 
the  good  sense  and  good  breeding  which  distinguished 
him  on  other  occasions,  Mrs.  Presty  anticipated  that  he 
would  see  the  propriety  of  leaving  her  alone  again  with 
the  person  whom  he  had  found  in  her  company.  To 
her  dismay  he  remained  in  the  room :  and,  worse  still, 
he  noticed  her  daughter's  absence,  and  asked  if  there 
was  any  serious  cause  for  it. 

For  the  moment,  Mrs.  Presty  was  unable  to  reply. 
Her  presence  of  mind — or,  to  put  it  more  correctly,  her 
ready  audacity — deserted  her,  when  she  saw  Catherine's 
husband  that  had  been,  and  Catherine's  husband  that 
was  to  be,  meeting  as  strangers,  and  but  too  likely  to 
discover  eaoh  other. 

In  all  her  experience  she  had  never  been  placed  in 
such  a  position  of  embarrassment  as  the  position  in 
which  she  found  herself  now.  The  sense  of  honour 
which  had  prompted  Catherine's  resolution  to  make 
Bennydeck  acquainted  with  the  catastrophe  of  her 
married  life,  might  plead  her  excuse  in  the  estimation  of 
a  man  devotedly  attached  to  her.  But  if  the  Captain 
was  first  informed  that  he  had  been  deceived  by  a 
person  who  was  a  perfect  stranger  to  him,  what  hope 
could  be  entertained  of  his  still  holding  himself  bound 
by  his  marriage  engagement  ?  It  was  even  possible  that 
distrust  had  been  already  excited  in  his  mind.  He  must 
certainly  have  heard  a  man's  voice  raised  in  anger,  when 
he  approached  the  door — and  he  was  now  observing 
that  man  with  an  air  of  curiosity  which  was  already 
assuming  the  appearance  of  distrust.  That  Herbert,  on 
his  side.,  resented  the  Captain's  critical  examination  of 
him  was  plainly  visible  in  his  face.  After  a  glance  at 
Bennydeck,  he  asked  Mrs.  Presty  "who  that  gentleman 
was." 

"  I  may  be  mistaken,"  he  added ;  "  but  I  thought 
your  friend  looked  at  me  just  now  as  if  he  knew  me." 

"I  have  met  you,  sir,  before  this."  The  Captain 
made  the  reply  with  a  courteous  composure  of  tone  and 
manner  which  apparently  reminded  Herbert  of  the 
claims  of  politeness. 
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"  May  I  ask  where  I  had  the  honour  of  seeing  you  ?" 
he  inquired. 

"  We  passed  each  other  in  the  hall  of  the  hotel  at 
Sandyseal.     You  had  a  young  lady  with  you." 

"  Your  memory  is  a  better  one  than  mine,  sir.  I  fail 
to  remember  the  circumstance  to  which  you  refer." 

Bennydeck  let  the  matter  rest  there.  Struck  by  the 
remarkable  appearance  of  embarrassment  in  Mrs. 
Presty's  manner — and  feeling  (in  spite  of  Herbert's 
politeness  of  language)  increased  distrust  of  the  man 
whom  he  had  found  visiting  her — he  thought  it  might 
not  be  amiss  to  hint  that  she  could  rely  on  him  in  case 
of  necessity.  "I  am  afraid  I  have  interrupted  a  con- 
fidential interview,"  he  began;  "  and  I  ought  perhaps  to 
explain " 

Mrs.  Presty  listened  absently  ;  preoccupied  by  the  fear 
that  Herbert  would  provoke  a  dangerous  disclosure,  and 
by  the  difficulty  of  discovering  a  means  of  preventing  it. 
She  interrupted  the  Captain. 

"Excuse  me  for  one  moment;  I  have  a  word  to  say 
to  this  gentleman."  Bennydeck  immediately  drew  back, 
and  Mrs.  Presty  lowered  her  voice.  "  If  you  wish  to 
see  Kitty,"  she  resumed,  attacking  Herbert  on  his  weak 
side,  "  it  depends  entirely  on  your  discretion." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  discretion?" 

"Be  careful  not  to  speak  of  our  family  troubles — and 
I  promise  you  shall  see  Kitty.     That  is  what  I  meani." 

Herbert  declined  to  say  whether  he  would  be  careful 
or  not.  He  was  determined  to  find  out,  first,  with  what 
purpose  Bennydeck  had  entered  the  room.  "  The 
gentleman  was  about  to  explain  himself  to  you,"  he  said 
to  Mrs.  Presty.  "  Why  don't  you  give  him  the  oppor- 
tunity ?" 

She  had  no  choice  but  to  submit — in  appearance  at 
least.  Never  had  she  hated  Herbert  as  she  hated  him 
at  that  moment.  The  Captain  went  on  with  his  ex- 
planation. He  had  his  reasons  (he  said)  for  hesitating, 
in  the  first  instance,  to  present  himself  uninvited ,  and  he 
accordingly  retired.  On  second  thoughts,  however,  he 
had  returned,  in  the  hope 

"  In  the  hope,"  Herbert  interposed,  "  of  seeing  Mrs. 
Presty's  daughter  ?" 

18—2 
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"  Thab  was  one  of  my  motives,"  Bennydeck  answered. 

"Is  it  indiscreet  to  inquire  what  the  other  motive 
was  ?" 

"  Not  at  all.  I  heard  a  stranger's  voice,  speaking  in  a 
tone  which,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  is  not  customary  in  a 
lady's  room ;  and  I  thought " 

Herbert  interrupted  him  again.  "  And  you  thought 
your  interference  might  be  welcome  to  the  lady !  Am  I 
right  ?" 

"  Quite  right." 

"  Am  I  making  another  lucky  guess,  if  I  suppose 
myself  to  be  speaking  to  Captain  Bennydeck?" 

"  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear,  sir,  how  you  have  arrived  at 
the  knowledge  of  my  name." 

"  Shall  we  say,  Captain,  that  I  have  arrived  at  it  by 
instinct?" 

His  face,  'as  he  made  that  reply,  alarmed  Mrs.  Presty. 
She  cast  a  look  at  him,  partly  of  entreaty,  partly  of 
warning.  No  effect  was  produced  by  the  look.  He  con- 
tinued, in  a  tone  of  ironical  compliment  :  "  You  must 
pay  the  penalty  of  being  a  public  character.  Your 
marriage  is  announced  in  the  newspapers." 

"  I  seldom  read  the  newspapers." 

"Ah,  indeed?  Perhaps  the  report  is  not  true?  As 
you  don't  read  the  newspapers,  allow  me  to  repeat  it. 
You  are  engaged  to  marry  the  '  beautiful  widow,  Mrs. 
Norman.'     I  think  I  quote  those  last  words  correctly  ?" 

Mrs.  Presty  suddenly  got  up.  With  an  inscrutable 
face  that  told  no  tales,  she  advanced  to  the  door. 
Herbert's  insane  jealousy  of  the  man  who  was  about  to 
become  Catherine's  husband  had  led  him  into  a  serious 
error  ;  he  had  driven  Catherine's  mother  to  desperation. 
In  that  state  of  mind  she  recovered  her  lost  audacity,  as 
a  matter  of  course.  Opening  the  door,  she  turned  round 
to  the  two  men,  with  a  magnificent  impudence  of  manner 
which  in  her  happiest  moments  she  had  never  sur- 
passed. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  interrupt  this  interesting  conversation," 
she  said;  "but  I  have  stupidly  forgotten  one  of  my 
domestic  duties.  You  will  allow  me  to  return,  and  listen 
with  renewed  pleasure,  when  my  household  business  is 
off  my  mind.     I  shall  hope  to  find  you  both  more  polite 


KEEP  ThE  SECRET  1)1 

to  each  other  than  ever,  when  I  come  back."  She  was 
in  such  a  frenzy  of  suppressed  rage  that  she  actually 
kissed  her  hand  to  them  as  she  left  the  room ! 

Bennydeck  looked  after  her,  convinced  that  some 
sinister  purpose  was  concealed  under  Mrs.  Presty's  false 
excuses,  and  wholly  unable  to  imagine  what  that  purpose 
might  be.  Herbert  still  persisted  in  trying  to  force  a 
quarrel  on  the  Captain. 

"  As  I  remarked  just  now,"  he  proceeded,  "  newspaper 
reports  are  not  always  to  be  trusted.  Do  you  seriously 
mean,  my  dear  sir,  to  marry  Mrs.  Norman?" 

"  I  look  forward  to  that  honour  and  that  happiness. 
But  I  am  at  a  loss  to  know  how  it  interests  you." 

"  In  that  case  allow  me  to  enlighten  you.  My  name  is 
Herbert  Linley." 

He  had  held  his  name  in  reserve,  feeling  certain  of  the 
effect  which  he  would  produce  when  he  pronounced  it. 
The  result  took  him  completely  by  surprise.  Not  the 
slightest  appearance  of  agitation  showed  itself  in  Benny- 
deck's  manner.  On  the  contrary,  he  looked  as  if  there 
was  something  that  interested  him  in  the  discovery  of 
the  name. 

"  You  are  probably  related  to  a  friend  of  mine,"  he 
said  quietly. 

"  Who  is  your  friend?" 

"  Mr.  Bandal  Linley." 

Herbert  was  entirely  unprepared  for  this  discovery. 
Once  more,  the  Captain  had  got  the  best  of  it. 

"Are  you  and  Bandal  Linley  intimate  friends?"  he 
inquired,  as  soon  as  he  had  recovered  himself. 

"  Most  intimate." 

"  It's  strange  that  he  should  never  have  mentioned  me, 
on  any  occasion  when  you  and  he  were  together." 

"  It  does  indeed  seem  strange." 

Herbert  paused.  His  brother's  keen  sense  of  the  dis- 
grace that  he  had  inflicted  on  the  family  recurred  to  his 
memory.  He  began  to  understand  Bandal's  otherwise 
unaccountable  silence. 

"Are  you  nearly  related  to  Mr.  Bandal  Linley?"  the 
Captain  asked. 

"  I  am  his  elder  brother." 

Ignorant  on  his  part  of  the  family  disgrace,  Bennydeck 
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heard  that  reply  with  amazement.  From  his  point  of 
view,  it  was  impossible  to  account  for  Eandal's  silence. 

"  Will  you  think  me  very  inquisitive,"  Herbert  resumed, 
"  if  I  ask  whether  my  brother  approves  of  your  marriage?" 

There  was  a  change  in  his  tone,  as  he  put  that  question, 
which  warned  Bennydeck  to  be  on  his  guard.  "  I  have 
not  yet  consulted  my  friend's  opinion,"  he  answered 
shortly. 

Herbert  threw  off  the  mask.  "  In  the  meantime,  you 
shall  have  my  opinion,"  he  said.  "  Your  marriage  is  a 
crime — and  I  mean  to  prevent  it." 

The  Captain  left  his  chair,  and  sternly  faced  the  man 
who  had  spoken  those  insolent  words. 

"  Are  you  mad?"  he  asked. 

Herbert  was  on  the  point  of  declaring  himself  to  have 
been  Catherine's  husband,  until  the  law  dissolved  their 
marriage — when  a  waiter  came  in  and  approached  him 
with  a  message.     "  You  are  wanted  immediately,  sir." 

"  Who  wants  me?" 

"  A  person  outside,  sir.  It's  a  serious  matter — there  is 
not  a  moment  to  lose." 

Herbert  turned  to  the  Captain.  "  I  must  have  your 
promise  to  wait  for  me,"  he  said,  "  or  I  don't  leave  the 
room." 

' '  Make  your  mind  easy.  I  shall  not  stir  from  this 
place  till  you  have  explained  yourself,"  was  the  firm 
reply. 

The  servant  led  the  way  out.  He  crossed  the  passage, 
and  opened  the  door  of  a  waiting-room.  Herbert  passed 
in — and  found  himself  face  to  face  with  his  divorced 
wife. 


CHAPTEE  L. 

FORGIVENESS   TO   THE   INJURED   DOTH   BELONG. 

Without  one  word  of  explanation,  Catherine  stepped  up 
to  him,  and  spoke  first. 

"  Answer  me  this,"  she  said — "  have  you  told  Captain 
Bennydeck  who  I  am?" 

"Not  yet." 

The  shortest  possible  reply  was  the  only  reply  that  he 
could  make,  in  the  moment  when  he  first  looked  at  her. 
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She  was  not  the  same  woman  whom  he  had  last  seen 
at  Sandyseal,  returning  for  her  lost  book.  The  agitation 
produced  by  that  unexpected  meeting  had  turned  her 
pale  ;  the  overpowering  sense  of  injury  had  hardened  and 
aged  her  face.  This  time,  she  was  prepared  to  see  him  : 
this  time,  she  was  conscious  of  a  resolution  that  raised 
her  in  her  own  estimation.  Her  clear  blue  eyes  glittered 
as  she  looked  at  him,  the  bright  colour  glowed  in  her 
cheeks ;  he  was  literally  dazzled  by  her  beauty. 

"In  the  past  time  which  we  both  remember,"  she 
resumed,  "you  once  said  that  I  was  the  most  truthful 
woman  you  had  ever  known.  Have  I  done  anything  to 
disturb  that  part  of  your  old  faith  in  me?" 

"Nothing." 

She  went  on:  "Before  you  entered  this  house,  I  had 
determined  to  tell  Captain  Bennydeck  what  you  have  not 
told  him  yet.     When  I  say  that,  do  you  believe  me?" 

If  he  had  been  able  to  look  away  from  her,  he  might 
have  foreseen  what  was  coming;  and  he  would  have 
remembered  that  his  triumph  over  the  Captain  was  still 
incomplete.  But  his  eyes  were  riveted  on  her  face  ;  his 
tenderest  memories  of  her  were  pleading  with  him.  He 
answered  as  a  docile  child  might  have  answered  : 

"  I  do  believe  you." 

She  took  a  letter  from  her  bosom;  and,  showing  it, 
begged  him  to  remark  that  it  was  not  closed. 

"  I  was  in  my  bedroom  writing,"  she  said,  "  when  my 
mother  came  to  me  and  told  me  that  you  and  Captain 
Bennydeck  had  met  in  my  sitting-room.  She  dreaded  a 
quarrel  and  an  exposure,  and  she  urged  me  to  go  down- 
stairs and  insist  on  sending  you  away — or  permit  her  to 
do  so,  if  I  could  not  prevail  on  myself  to  follow  her  ad- 
vice. I  refused  to  allow  the  shameful  dismissal  of  a  man 
who  had  once  had  his  claim  on  my  respect.  The  only 
alternative  that  I  could  see  was  to  speak  with  you  here, 
in  private,  as  we  are  speaking  now.  My  mother  under- 
took to  manage  this  for  me ;  she  saw  the  servant,  and 
gave  him  the  message  which  you  received.  Where  i3 
Captain  Bennydeck  now?" 

"  He  is  waiting  in  the  sitting-room." 

"  Waiting  for  you  ?" 

"Yes." 


28o  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

She  considered  a  little  before  she  said  her  next  words. 

"  I  have  brought  with  rae  what  I  was  writing  in  my 
own  room,"  she  resumed,  wishing  to  show  it  to  you. 
"  Will  you  read  it  ?" 

She  offered  the  letter  to  him.  He  hesitated,  "Is  it 
addressed  to  me?"  he  asked. 

"  It  is  addressed  to  Captain  Bennydeck,"  she  answered. 

The  jealousy  that  still  rankled  in  his  mind — jealousy 
that  he  had  no  more  lawful  or  reasonable  claim  to  feel 
than  if  he  had  been  a  stranger — urged  him  to  assume  an 
indifference  which  he  was  far  from  feeling.  He  begged 
that  Catherine  would  accept  his  excuses. 

She  refused  to  excuse  him. 

"Before  you  decide,"  she  said,  "you  ought  at  least  to 
know  why  I  have  written  to  Captain  Bennydeck,  instead 
of  speaking  to  him  as  I  had  proposed.  My  heart  failed 
me  when  I  thought  of  the  distress  that  he  might  feel — 
and,  perhaps,  of  the  contempt  of  myself  which,  good  and 
gentle  as  he  is,  he  might  not  be  able  to  disguise.  My 
letter  tells  him  the  truth,  without  concealment.  I  am 
obliged  to  speak  of  the  manner  in  which  you  have  treated 
me,  and  of  the  circumstances  which  forced  me  into  acts  of 
deception  that  I  now  bitterly  regret.  I  have  tried  not 
to  misrepresent  you ;  I  have  been  anxious  to  do  you  no 
wrong.  It  is  for  you,  not  for  me,  to  say  if  I  have 
succeeded.     Once  more,  will  you  read  my  letter?" 

The  sad  self-possession,  the  quiet  dignity  with  which 
she  spoke,  appealed  to  his  memory  of  the  pardon  that 
she  had  so  generously  granted,  while  he  and  Sydney 
Westerfield  were  still  guiltless  of  the  injury  inflicted  on 
her  at  a  later  time.  Silently  he  took  the  letter  from  her, 
and  read  it. 

She  kept  her  face  turned  away  from  him  and  from  the 
light.  The  effort  to  be  still  calm  and  reasonable — to 
suffer  the  heart-ache,  and  not  to  let  the  suffering  be 
seen — made  cruel  demands  on  the  self-betraying  nature 
of  a  woman  possessed  by  strong  emotion.  There  was  a 
moment  when  she  heard  him  sigh  while  he  was  reading. 
She  looked  round  at  him,  and  instantly  looked  away 
again. 

He  rose  and  approached  her ;  he  held  out  the  letter  in 
one  hand,  and  pointed  to  it  with  the  other.     Twice  he 
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attempted  to   speak.      Twice  the  influence  of  the  letter 

unmanned  him. 

It  was  a  hard  struggle,  but  it  was  for  her  sake :  he 

mastered  his  weakness,  and  forced  his  trembling  voice 

to  submit  to  his  will. 

"  Is  the  man  whom  you  are  going  to  marry  worthy  of 

this  ?"  he  asked,  still  pointing  to  the  letter. 

She  answered  firmly  :  "  More  than  worthy  of  it." 

"  Marry  him,  Catherine — and  forget  Me." 

The  great  heart  that  he  had  so  sorely  wounded  pitied 

him,  forgave  him,  answered  him  with  a  burst  of  tears. 

She  held  out  one  imploring  hand.     His  lips  touched  it — 

he  was  gone. 


CHAPTEE  LI. 

DUM   SPIEO,    SPERO. 

Brisk  and  smiling,  Mrs.  Presty  presented  herself  in  the 
waiting-room.  "  We  have  got  rid  of  our  enemy!"  she 
announced;  "  I  looked  out  of  the  window,  and  saw  him 
leaving  the  hotel."  She  paused,  struck  with  the  deep 
dejection  expressed  in  her  daughter's  attitude.  "  Cathe- 
rine !"  she  exclaimed,  "  I  tell  you  Herbert  has  gone,  and 
you  look  as  if  you  regretted  it !  Is  there  anything 
wrong  ?     Did  my  message  fail  to  bring  him  here  ?" 

"No." 

"  He  was  bent  on  mischief  when  I  saw  him  last.  Has 
he  told  Bennydeck  of  the  Divorce  ?" 

"No." 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  that !  There  is  no  one  to  be 
afraid  of  now.     Where  is  the  Captain  ?" 

"  He  is  still  in  the  sitting-room." 

"  Why  don't  you  go  to  him  ?" 

"  I  daren't !" 

"  Shall  I  go  ?'/ 

"  Yes — and  give  him  this." 

Mrs.  Presty  took  the  letter.  "  You  mean,  tear  it  up," 
she  said,  "  and  quite  right  too." 

"  No  :  I  mean  what  I  say." 

"  My  dear  child,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  yourself,  if 
you  have  any  regard  for  me,  don't  ask  me  to  give  Benny- 
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deck  this  mad  letter !     You  won't  hear  reason  ?    You 
still  insist  on  it  ?" 

"I  do." 

"  If  Kitty  ever  behaves  to  you,  Catherine,  as  you  have 
behaved  to  me — you  will  have  richly  deserved  it.  Oh, 
if  you  were  only  a  child  again,  I'd  beat  it  out  of  you — I 
would  !" 

"With  that  outburst  of  temper,  she  took  the  letter  to 
Bennydeck.  In  less  than  a  minute  she  returned,  a 
tamed  woman.     "  He  frightens  me,"  she  said. 

"  Is  he  angry?" 

"  No — and  that  is  the  worst  of  it.  When  men  are 
angry,  I  am  never  afraid  of  them.  He's  quiet,  too  quiet. 
He  said,  '  I'm  waiting  for  Mr.  Herbert  Linley ;  where  is 
he?'  I  said,  '  He  has  left  the  hotel.'  He  said,  '  What 
does  that  mean  ?'  I  handed  the  letter  to  him.  '  Per- 
haps this  will  explain,'  I  said.  He  looked  at  the  address, 
and  at  once  recognised  your  handwriting.  '  Why  does 
she  write  to  me  when  we  are  both  in  the  same  house  ? 
Why  doesn't  she  speak  to  me  ?'  I  pointed  to  the  letter. 
He  wouldn't  look  at  it ;  he  looked  straight  at  me. 
'  There's  some  mystery  here,'  he  said ;  '  I'm  a  plain  man, 
I  don't  like  mysteries.  Mr.  Linley  had  something  to  say 
to  me,  when  the  message  interrupted  him.  Who  sent 
the  message  ?  Do  you  know  ?'  If  there  is  a  woman 
living,  Catherine,  who  would  have  told  the  truth,  in  such 
a  position  as  mine  was  at  that  moment,  I  should  like  to 
have  her  photograph.  I  said  I  didn't  know ;  and  I  saw 
he  suspected  me  of  deceiving  him.  Those  kind  eyes  of 
his — you  wouldn't  believe  it  of  them ! — looked  me  through 
and  through.  '  I  won't  detain  you  any  longer,'  he  said. 
I'm  not  easily  daunted,  as  you  know — the  relief  it  was 
to  me  to  get  away  from  him  is  not  to  be  told  in  words. 
What  do  you  think  I  heard  when  I  got  into  the  passage? 
I  heard  him  turn  the  key  of  the  door.  He's  locked  in, 
my  dear ;  he's  locked  in  !  We  are  too  near  him  here. 
Come  upstairs." 

Catherine  refused.      "  I  ought  to  be  near  him,"  she 
said  hopefully ;  "  he  may  wish  to  see  me." 

Her  mother  reminded  her  that  the  waiting-room  was  a 
public  room,  and  might  be  wanted. 

"  Let's  go  into  the  garden,"   Mrs.  Presty  proposed. 
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"  We  can  tell  the  servant  who  waits  on  us  where  we 
may  be  found." 

Catherine  yielded.  Mrs.  Presty's  excitement  found 
its  overflow  in  talking  perpetually.  Her  daughter  had 
nothing  to  say,  and  cared  nothing  where  they  went ;  all 
outward  manifestation  of  life  in  her  seemed  to  be  suspended 
at  that  terrible  time  of  expectation.  They  wandered 
here  and  there,  in  the  quietest  part  of  the  grounds. 
Half  an  hour  passed — and  no  message  was  received. 
The  hotel  clock  struck  the  hour-^and  still  nothing  hap- 
pened. 

"  I  can  walk  no  longer,"  Catherine  said.  She  dropped 
on  one  of  the  garden- chairs,  holding  by  her  mother's 
hand.  "  Go  to  him,  for  God's  sake  !"  she  entreated. 
"  I  can  endure  it  no  longer." 

Mrs.  Presty — even  bold  Mrs.  Presty — was  afraid  to 
face  him  again.  "  He's  fond  of  the  child,"  she  sug- 
gested; "  let's  send  Kitty." 

Some  little  girls  were  at  play  close  by  who  knew  where 
Kitty  was  to  be  found.  In  a  few  minutes  more  they 
brought  her  back  with  them.  Mrs.  Presty  gave  the  child 
her  instructions,  and  sent  her  away  proud  of  her  errand, 
and  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  visiting  the  Captain  by 
herself,  as  if  she  "  was  a  grown-up  lady." 

This  time  the  period  of  suspense  was  soon  at  an  end. 
Kitty  came  running  back.  "  It's  lucky  you  sent  me,"  she 
declared.  "  He  wouldn't  have  opened  the  door  to  any- 
body else — he  said  so  himself." 

"Did  you  knock  softly,  as  I  told  you?"  Mrs.  Presty 
asked. 

"  No,  Grandmamma,  I  forgot  that.  I  tried  to  open 
the  door.  He  called  out  not  to  disturb  him.  "  I  said, 
'  It's  only  me,'  and  he  opened  the  door  directly.  What 
makes  him  look  so  pale,  Mamma?     Is  he  ill?" 

"Perhaps  he  feels  the  heat,"  Mrs.  Presty  suggested 
judiciously. 

"  He  said,  '  Dear  little  Kitty,'  and  he  caught  me  up  in 
his  arms  and  kissed  me.  When  he  sat  down  again  he 
took  me  on  his  knee,  and  he  asked  if  I  was  fond  of  him, 
and  I  said,  '  Yes,  I  am,'  and  he  kissed  me  again,  and  he 
asked  if  I  had  come  to  stay  with  him  and  keep  him  com- 
pany.     I  forgot  what  you  wanted  me  to  say/'    Kitty 
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acknowledged,  addressing  Mrs.  Presty ;  "  so  I  made  it 
up  out  of  my  own  head." 

"  What  did  you  tell  him?" 

"  I  told  him,  Mamma  was  as  fond  of  him  as  I  was, 
and  I  said,  '  We  will  both  keep  you  company.'  He  put 
me  down  on  the  floor,  and  he  got  up  and  went  to  the 
window  and  looked  out.  I  told  him  that  wasn't  the  way 
to  find  her,  and  I  said,  '  I  know  where  she  is  ;  I'll  go  and 
fetch  her.'  He's  an  obstinate  man,  our  nice  Captain. 
He  wouldn't  come  away  from  the  window.  I  said,  '  You 
wish  to  see  Mamma,  don't  you?'  And  he  said  'Yes.' 
'  You  mustn't  lock  the  door  again,'  I  told  him,  '  she 
won't  like  that;'  and  what  do  you  think  he  said?  He 
said,  'Good-bye,  Kitty!'  Wasn't  it  funny?  He  didn't 
seem  to  know  what  he  was  talking  about.  If  you  ask 
my  opinion,  Mamma,  I  think  the  sooner  you  go  to  him 
the  better." 

Catherine  hesitated.  Mrs.  Presty  on  one  side,  and 
Kitty  on  the  other,  led  her  between  them  into  the 
house. 


CHAPTEE  LII. 

i/homme  propose,  et  dieu  dispose. 

Captain  Benntdeck  met  Catherine  and  her  child  at  the 
open  door  of  the  room.  Mrs.  Presty,  stopping  a  few 
paces  behind  them,  waited  in  the  passage ;  eager  to  see 
what  the  Captain's  face  might  tell  her.  It  told  her 
nothing. 

But  Catherine  saw  a  change  in  him.  There  was 
something  in  his  manner  unnaturally  passive  and  sub- 
dued. It  suggested  the  idea  of  a  man  whose  mind  had 
been  forced  into  an  effort  of  self-control  which  had  ex- 
hausted its  power,  and  had  allowed  the  signs  of  depres- 
sion and  fatigue  to  find  their  way  to  the  surface.  The 
Captain  was  quiet,  the  Captain  was  kind;  neither  by 
word  nor  look  did  he  warn  Catherine  that  the  continuity 
of  their  intimacy  was  in  danger  of  being  broken — and  yet, 
her  spirits  sank,  when  they  met  at  the  open  door. 

He  led  her  to  a  chair,  and  said  she  had  come  to  him 
at  a  time  when  he  especially  wished  to  speak  with  her. 
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Kitty  asked  if  she  might  remain  with  them.  He  put 
his  hand  caressingly  on  her  head ;  "  No,  my  dear,  not 
now." 

The  child  eyed  him  for  a  moment,  conscious  of  some- 
thing which  she  had  never  noticed  in  him  before,  and 
puzzled  by  the  discovery.  She  walked  back,  cowed  and 
silent,  to  the  door.  He  followed  her  and  spoke  to  Mrs. 
Presty. 

"  Take  your  grandchild  into  the  garden;  we  will  join 
you  there  in  a  little  while.  Good-bye  for  the  present, 
Kitty  " 

Kitty  said  good-bye  mechanically — like  a  dull  child 
repeating  a  lesson.  Her  grandmother  led  her  away  in 
silence. 

Bennydeck  closed  the  door,  and  seated  himself  by 
Catherine.  "  I  thank  you  for  your  letter,"  he  said.  "  If 
such  a  thing  is  possible,  it  has  given  me  a  higher  opinion 
of  you  than  any  opinion  that  I  have  held  yet." 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  feeling  of  surprise,  so  sudden 
and  so  overwhelming,  that  she  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reply. 
The  last  words  which  she  expected  to  hear  from  him, 
when  he  alluded  to  her  confession,  were  the  words  that 
had  just  passed  his  lips. 

"  You  have  owned  to  faults  that  you  have  committed, 
and  deceptions  that  you  have  sanctioned,"  he  went  on 
■ — "  with  nothing  to  gain,  and  everything  to  lose,  by  telling 
the  truth.  Who  but  a  good  woman  would  have  done 
that  ?" 

There  was  a  deeper  feeling  in  him  than  he  had  ventured 
to  express.  It  betrayed  itself  by  a  momentary  trembling 
in  his  voice.     Catherine  drew  a  little  closer  to  him. 

"  You  don't  know  how  you  surprise  me,  how  you 
relieve  me,"  she  said  warmly — and  pressed  his  hand. 
In  the  eagerness  of  her  gratitude,  in  the  gladness  that 
had  revived  her  sinking  heart,  she  failed  to  feel  that  the 
pressure  was  not  returned. 

"What  have  I  said  to  surprise  you?"  he  asked. 
"  What  anxiety  have  I  relieved,  without  knowing  it  ?" 

"  I  was  afraid  you  would  despise  mo." 

"  Why  should  I  despise  you?" 

"  Have  I  not  gained  your  good  opinion  under  false 
pretences  ?     Have  I  not  allowed  you  to  admire  me  and 
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to  love  me,  without  telling  you  that  there  was  any- 
thing in  my  past  life  which  I  have  reason  to  regret  ? 
Even  now,  I  can  hardly  realize  that  you  excuse  and 
forgive  me ;  you,  who  have  read  the  confession  of  my 
worst  faults ;  you,  who  know  the  shocking  inconsistencies 
of  my  character -" 

"  Say  at  once,"  he  answered,  "  that  I  know  you  to  be 
a  mortal  creature.  Is  there  any  human  character,  even 
the  noblest,  that  is  always  consistently  good  ?" 

"  One  reads  of  them  sometimes,"  she  suggested,  "  in 
books." 

"  Yes,"  he  said.  "  In  the  worst  books  you  could 
possibly  read — the  only  really  immoral  books  written  in 
our  time." 

"  Why  are  they  immoral  ?" 

"  For  this  plain  reason,  that  they  deliberately  pervert 
the  truth.  Clap-trap,  you  innocent  creature,  to  catch 
foolish  readers !  When  do  these  consistently  good 
people  appear  in  the  life  around  us,  the  life  that  we  all 
see  ?  Never !  Are  the  best  mortals  that  ever  lived 
above  the  reach  of  temptation  to  do  ill,  and  are  they 
always  too  good  to  yield  to  it  ?  How  does  the  Lord's 
Prayer  instruct  humanity  ?  It  commands  us  all,  without 
exception,  to  pray  that  we  may  not  be  led  into  temptation. 
You  have  been  led  into  temptation.  In  other  words,  you 
are  a  human  being.  All  that  a  human  being  could 
do  you  have  done — you  have  repented  and  confessed. 
Don't  I  know  how  you  have  suffered  and  how  you  have 
been  tried  !  Why,  what  a  mean  Pharisee  I  should  be  if 
I  presumed  to  despise  you  !" 

She  looked  at  him  proudly  and  gratefully ;  she  lifted 
her  arm  as  if  to  thank  him  by  an  embrace,  and  suddenly 
let  it  drop  again  at  her  side. 

"Ami  tormenting  myself  without  cause?"  she  said. 
"  Or  is  there  something  that  looks  like  sorrow,  showing 
itself  to  me  in  your  face  ?" 

"You  see  the  bitterest  sorrow  that  I  have  felt  in  all 
my  sad  life." 

"  Is  it  sorrow  for  me  ?" 

"  No.     Sorrow  for  myself." 

"  Has  it  come  to  you  through  me  ?     Is  it  my  fault  ?" 

"  It  is  more  your  misfortune  than  your  fault." 
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"  Then  you  can  feel  for  me  ?" 
"  I  can  and  do." 
He  had  not  yet  set  her  at  ease. 

"  I  am  afraid  your  sympathy  stops  somewhere,"  she 
said.     "  Where  does  it  stop  ?" 

For  the  first  time,  he  shrank  from  directly  answering 
her.  "  I  begin  to  wish  I  had  followed  your  example," 
he  owned.  "  It  might  have  been  better  for  both  of  us  if 
I  had  answered  your  letter  in  writing." 

"  Tell  me  plainly,"  she  cried,  "  is  there  something  you 
can't  forgive?" 

"  There  is  something  I  can't  forget." 
""What  is  it?      Oh,  what  is  it!      When  my  mother 
told  poor  little  Kitty  that  her  father  was  dead,  are  you 
even  more  sorry  than  I  am  that  I  allowed  it  ?     Are  you 
even  more  ashamed  of  me  than  I  am  of  myself." 

"  No.  I  regret  that  you  allowed  it ;  but  I  understand 
how  you  were  led  into  that  error.  Your  husband's  in- 
fidelity had  shaken  his  hold  on  your  respect  for  him  and 
your  sympathy  with  him,  and  had  so  left  you  without 
your  natural  safeguard  against  Mrs.  Presty's  sophistical 
reasoning  and  bad  example.  But  for  that  wrong-doing 
there  is  a  remedy  left.  Enlighten  your  child  as  you  have 
enlightened  me  ;  and  then — I  have  no  personal  motive 
for  pleading  Mr.  Herbert  Linley's  cause,  after  what  I 
have  seen  of  him — and  then,  acknowledge  the  father's 
claim  on  the  child." 

"  Do  you  mean  his  claim  to  see  her  ?" 
"  What  else  can  I  mean  ?     Yes  !  let  him  see  her.     Do 
(God  help  me,  now  when  it's  too  late !) — do  what  you 
ought  to  have  done,  on  that  accursed  day  which  will  be 
the  blackest  day  in  my  calendar,  to  the  end  of  my  life." 
"  What  day  do  you  mean?" 

"  The  day  when  you  remembered  the  law  of  man,  and 
forgot  the  law  of  God;  the  day  when  you  broke  the 
marriage  tie,  the  sacred  marriage  tie,  by  a  Divorce  !" 

She  listened — not  conscious  now  of  suspense  or  fear  ; 
she  listened,  with  her  whole  heart  in  revolt  against 
him. 

'•You  are  too  cruel!"  she  declared.  "You  can  feel 
for  me,  you  can  understand  me,  you  can  pardon  me  in 
everything  else  that  I  have  done.    But  you  judge  without 
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mercy  of  the  one  blameless  act  of  my  life,  since  my  hus- 
band left  me — the  act  that  protected  a  mother  in  the  exer- 
cise of  her  rights.     Oh,  can  it  be  you?     Can  it  be  you?" 

"  It  can  be,"  he  said,  sighing  bitterly ;  "  and  it  is." 

"  "What  horrible  delusion  possesses  you  ?  Why  do  you 
curse  the  happy  day,  the  blessed  day,  which  saw  me  safe 
in  the  possession  of  my  child  ?" 

"  For  the  worst  and  meanest  of  reasons,"  he  answered 
— "  a  selfish  reason.  Don't  suppose  that  I  have  spoken 
of  Divorce  as  one  who  has  had  occasion  to  think  of  it 
I  have  had  no  occasion  to  think  of  it ;  I  don't  think  of  it 
even  now.  I  abhor  it,  because  it  stands  between  you 
and  me.  I  loathe  it,  I  curse  it,  because  it  separates  us 
for  life." 

"  Separates  us  for  life  ?    How  ?" 

"  Can  you  ask  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  do-ask  you  1" 

He  looked  round  him.  A  society  of  religious  persons 
had  visited  the  hotel,  when  it  was  first  opened,  and  had 
obtained  permission  to  place  a  copy  of  the  Bible  in  every 
room.  One  of  those  copies  lay  on  the  chimney-piece  in 
Catherine's  room.  Bennydeck  brought  it  to  her,  and 
placed  it  on  the  table  near  which  she  was  sitting.  He 
turned  to  the  New  Testament,  and  opened  it  at  the 
Gospel  of  Saint  Matthew.  With  his  hand  on  the  page,  he 
said : 

"  I  have  done  my  best  rightly  to  understand  the  duties 
of  a  Christian.  One  of  those  duties,  as  I  interpret  them, 
is  to  let  what  I  believe  show  itself  in  what  I  do.  You 
have  seen  enough  of  me,  I  hope,  to  know  (though  I  have 
not  been  forward  in  speaking  of  it)  that  I  am,  to  the  best 
of  my  poor  ability,  a  faithful  follower  of  the  teaching  of 
Christ.  I  dare  not  set  my  own  interests  and  my  own 
happiness  above  His  laws.  If  I  suffer  in  obeykig  them 
as  I  suffer  now,  I  must  still  submit.  They  are  the  laws 
of  my  life." 

"  Is  it  through  me  that  you  suffer?" 

"  It  is  through  you." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  how  ?" 

He  had  already  found  the  chapter.  His  tears  dropped 
on  it  as  he  pointed  to  the  verse. 

"  Bead,"  he  answered,  "  what  the  most  compassionate 
of  all  Teaehers  has  said,  in  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount." 
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She  read  :  "  Whosoever  shall  marry  her  that  is  divorced 
committeth  adultery." 

Another  innocent  woman,  in  her  place,  might  have 
pointed  to  that  first  part  of  the  verse,  which  pre-supposes 
the  infidelity  of  the  divorced  wife,  and  might  have  asked 
if  those  words  applied  to  her.  This  woman,  knowing 
that  she  had  lost  him,  knew  also  what  she  owed  to  her- 
self.   She  rose  in  silence,  and  held  out  her  hand  at  parting. 

He  paused  before  he  took  her  hand.  "  Can  you  forgive 
me?"  he  asked. 

She  said :  "  I  can  pity  you." 

"Can  you  look  back  to  the  day  of  your  marriage? 
Can  you  remember  the  words  which  declared  the  union 
between  you  and  your  husband  to  be  separable  only 
by  death?    Has  he  treated  you  with  brutal  cruelty?" 

"  Never !" 

"  Has  he  repented  of  his  sin?" 

"Yes." 

"  Ask  your  own  conscience  if  there  is  not  a  worthier 
life  for  you  and  your  child  than  the  life  that  you  are 
leading  now."  He  waited,  after  that  appeal  to  her. 
The  silence  remained  unbroken.  "  Do  not  mistake  me," 
he  resumed  gently.  "  I  am  not  thinking  of  the  calamity 
that  has  fallen  on  me  in  a  spirit  of  selfish  despair — I  am 
looking  to  your  future,  and  I  am  trying  to  show  you  the 
way  which  leads  to  hope.  Catherine  !  have  you  no  word 
more  to  say  to  me  ?" 

In  faint  trembling  tones  she  answered  him  at  last : 

"  You  have  left  me  but  one  word  to  say.     Farewell !" 

He  drew  her  to  him  gently,  and  kissed  her  on  the 
forehead.  The  agony  in  his  face  was  more  than  she 
could  support ;  she  recoiled  from  it  in  horror.  His  last 
act  was  devoted  to  the  tranquillity  of  the  one  woman 
whom  he  had  loved.     He  signed  to  her  to  leave  him. 


CHAPTEE  LIII. 

THE  LARGEST  NATURE,  THE  LONGEST  LOVE. 

Mrs.  Presty  waited  in  the  garden  to  be  joined  by  her 
daughter  and  Captain  Bennydeck,  and  vaited  in  vain. 
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It  was  past  her  grandchild's  bed-time ;  she  decided  on 
returning  to  the  house. 

"Suppose  we  look  for  them  in  the  sitting-room?" 
Kitty  proposed. 

"  Suppose  we  wait  a  moment,  before  we  go  in?"  her 
wise  Grandmother  advised.  "If  I  hear  them  talking  I 
shall  take  you  upstairs  to  bed." 

"Why?" 

"  Because  we  mustn't  interrupt  them." 

"Why?" 

Mrs.  Presty  favoured  Kitty  with  a  hint  relating  to  the 
management  of  inquisitive  children  which  might  prove 
useful  to  her  in  after-life.  "  When  you  grow  up  to  be  a 
woman,  my  dear,  beware  of  making  the  mistake  that  I 
have  just  committed.  Never  be  foolish  enough  to 
mention  your  reasons  when  a  child  asks,  Why?" 

"  Was  that  how  they  treated  you,  Grandmamma,  when 
you  were  a  child  yourself  ?" 

"  Of  course  it  was  !" 

"Why?" 

They  had  reached  the  sitting-room  door  by  this  time. 
Kitty  opened  it  without  ceremony,  and  looked  in.  The 
room  was  empty. 

Having  confided  her  granddaughter  to  the  nursemaid's 
care,  Mrs.  Presty  knocked  at  Catherine's  bedroom  door. 
"  May  I  come  in?" 

"  Come  in  directly  !     Where  is  Kitty  ?" 

"  Susan  is  putting  her  to  bed." 

"  Stop  it !  Kitty  mustn't  go  to  bed.  No  questions. 
I'll  explain  myself  when  you  come  back."  There  was  a 
wildness  in  her  eyes,  and  a  tone  of  stern  command  in 
her  voice,  which  warned  her  mother  to  set  dignity  aside, 
and  submit. 

"  I  don't  ask  what  has  happened,"  Mrs.  Presty  re- 
sumed on  her  return.  "  That  letter,  that  fatal  letter  to 
the  Captain,  has  justified  my  worst  fears.  What  in 
Heaven's  name  are  we  to  do  now?" 

"  We  are  to  leave  this  hotel,"  was  the  instant  reply. 

"When?" 

"To-night." 

"  Catherine  !  do  you  know  what  time  it  is  ?" 

"Time  enpyigh  to   catch  the   last  train  to  London. 
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Don't  raise  objections !  If  I  stay  at  this  place,  with 
associations  in  every  part  of  it  which  remind  me  of  that 
unhappy  man,  I  shall  go  mad !  The  shook  I  have 
suffered,  the  misery,  the  humiliation — I  tell  you  it's 
more  than  I  can  bear.  Stay  here  by  yourself  if  you  like  ; 
I  mean  to  go." 

She  paced  with  frantic  rapidity  up  and  down  the  room. 
Mrs.  Presty  took  the  only  way  by  which  it  was  possible 
to  calm  her.  "  Compose  yourself,  Catherine,  and  all 
that  you  wish  shall  be  done.  I'll  settle  everything  with 
the  landlord,  and  give  the  maid  her  orders.  Sit  down  by 
the  open  window;  let  the  wind  blow  over  you." 

The  railway  service  from  Sydenham  to  London  is  a 
late  service.  At  a  few  minutes  before  midnight  they 
were  in  time  for  the  last  train.  When  they  left  the 
station,  Catherine  was  calm  enough  to  communicate  her 
plans  for  the  future.  The  nearest  hotel  to  the  terminus 
would  offer  them  accommodation  for  that  night.  On  the 
next  day  they  could  find  some  quiet  place  in  the  country 
— no  matter  where,  so  long  as  they  were  not  disturbed. 
"  Give  me  rest  and  peace,  and  my  mind  will  be  easier," 
Catherine  said.     "  Let  nobody  know  where  to  find  me." 

These   conditions    were    strictly    observed — with    an 

exception  in  favour  of  Mr.  Sarrazin.     While  his  client's 

pecuniary  affairs  were  still  unsettled,  the  lawyer  had  his 

claim  to  be  taken  into  her  confidence. 

=;=  :!:  *  *  * 

The  next  morning  found  Captain  Bennydeck  still  keep- 
ing his  rooms  at  Sydenham.  The  state  of  his  mind 
presented  a  complete  contrast  to  the  state  of  Catherine's 
mind.  So  far  from  sharing  her  aversion  to  the  personal 
associations  which  were  connected  with  the  hotel,  he 
found  his  one  consolation  in  visiting  the  scenes  which 
reminded  him  of  the  beloved  woman  whom  he  had  lost. 
The  reason  for  this  was  not  far  to  seek.  His  was  the 
largest  nature,  and  his  had  been  the  most  devoted  love. 

As  usual,  his  letters  were  forwarded  to  him  from  his 
place  of  residence  in  London.  Those  addressed  in  hand- 
writings that  he  knew  were  the  first  that  he  read.  The 
others  he  took  out  with  him  to  that  sequestered  part  of 
the  garden  in  which  he  had  passed  the  happiest  hours  of 
his  life  by  Catherine's  side. 

19—2 


292  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 

He  had  been  thinking  of  her  all  the  morning  :  he  was 
thinking  of  her  now. 

His  better  judgment  protested;  his  accusing  conscience 
warned  him  that  he  was  committing,  not  only  an  act  of 
folly,  but  (with  his  religious  convictions)  an  act  of  sin — ■ 
and  still  she  held  her  place  in  his  thoughts.  The 
manager  had  told  him  of  her  sudden  departure  from  the 
hotel,  and  had  declared  with  perfect  truth  that  the  place 
of  her  destination  had  not  been  communicated  to  him. 
Asked  if  she  had  left  no  directions  relating  to  her  corre- 
spondence, he  had  replied  that  his  instructions  were  to 
forward  all  letters  to  her  lawyer.  On  the  point  of 
inquiring  next  for  the  name  and  address,  Bennydeck's 
sense  of  duty  and  sense  of  shame  (roused  at  last),  filled 
him  with  a  timely  contempt  for  himself.  In  feeling 
tempted  td  write  to  Catherine — in  encouraging  fond 
thoughts  of  her  among  scenes  which  kept  her  in  his 
memory — he  had  been  false  to  the  very  principles  to 
which  he  had  appealed  at  their  farewell  interview.  She 
had  set  him  the  right  example,  the  example  which  he 
was  determined  to  follow,  in  leaving  the  place.  Before 
he  could  falter  in  his  resolution,  he  gave  notice  of  his 
departure.  The  one  hope  for  him  now  was  to  find  a 
refuge  from  himself  in  acts  of  mercy.  Consolation  was 
perhaps  waiting  for  him  in  his  Home. 

His  unopened  correspondence  offered  a  harmless  occu- 
pation to  his  thoughts,  in  the  meanwhile.  One  after 
another  he  read  the  letters,  with  an  attention  constantly 
wandering  and  constantly  recalled,  until  he  opened  the 
last  of  them  that  remained.  In  a  moment  more  his 
interest  was  absorbed.  The  first  sentences  in  the  letter 
told  him  that  the  deserted  creature  whom  he  had  met  in 
the  garden — the  stranger  to  whom  he  had  onered  help 
and  consolation  in  the  present  and  in  the  future — was 
no  other  than  the  lost  girl  of  whom  he  had  been  so  long 
in  search ;  the  daughter  of  Eoderick  Westerfield,  once 
his  dearest  and  oldest  friend. 

Tn  uhe  pages  that  followed,  the  writer  confided  to  him 
her  sad  story ;  leaving  it  to  her  father's  friend  to  decide 
whether  she  was  worthy  of  the  sympathy  which  he  had 
offered  to  her,  when  he  thought  she  was  a  stranger. 

This  part  of  her  letter  was  necessarily  a  repetition  of 
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what  Bennydeck  had  read,  in  the  confession  which 
Catherine  had  addressed  to  him.  That  generous  woman 
had  been  guilty  of  one,  and  but  one,  concealment  of  the 
truth.  In  relating  the  circumstances  under  which  the 
elopement  from  Mount  Morven  had  taken  place,  she  had 
abstained,  in  justice  to  the  sincerity  of  Sydney's  repent- 
ance, from  mentioning  Sydney's  name.  "  Another 
instance,"  the  Captain  thought  bitterly,  as  he  closed 
the  letter,  "  of  the  virtues  which  might  have  made  the 
happiness  of  my  life  !" 

But  he  was  bound  to  remember — and  he  did  remember 
— that  there  was  now  a  new  interest,  tenderly  associating 
itself  with  his  life  to  come.  The  one  best  way  of  telling 
Sydney  how  dear  she  was  to  him  already,  for  her  father's 
sake,  would  be  to  answer  her  in  person.  He  hurried 
away  to  London  by  the  first  train,  and  drove  at  once  to 
Eandal's  place  of  abode  to  ask  for  Sydney's  address. 

Wondering  what  had  become  of  the  postscript  to  his 
letter,  which  had  given  Bennydeck  the  information  of 
which  he  was  now  in  search,  Eandal  complied  with  his 
friend's  request,  and  then  ventured  to  allude  to  the 
report  of  the  Captain's  marriage  engagement. 

"  Am  I  to  congratulate  you?"  he  asked. 

"Congratulate  me  on  having  discovered  Roderick 
Westerfleld's  daughter." 

That  reply,  and  the  tone  in  which  it  was  given,  led 
Eandal  to  ask  if  the  engagement  had  been  prematurely 
announced. 

"  There  is  no  engagement  at  all,"  Bennydeck  answered, 
with  a  look  which  suggested  that  it  might  be  wise  not  to 
dwell  on  the  subject. 

But  the  discovery  was  welcome  to  Eandal,  for  his 
brother's  sake.  He  ran  the  risk  of  consequences,  and 
inquired  if  Catherine  was  still  to  be  found  at  the  hotel. 

The  Captain  answered  by  a  sign  in  the  negative. 

Eandal  persisted.    "  Do  you  know  where  she  has  gone?" 

"  Nobody  knows  but  her  lawyer." 

"  In  that  case,"  Eandal  concluded,  "  I  shall  get  the 
information  that  I  want."  Noticing  that  Bennydeck 
looked  surprised,  he  mentioned  his  motive.  "  Herbert 
is  pining  to  see  Kitty,"  ho  continued  ;  "  and  I  mean  to 
help  him.     He  has  clone  all  that  a  man  could  do  to  atona 
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for  the  past.  As  things  are,  I  believe  I  shall  not  offend 
Catherine,  if  I  arrange  for  a  meeting  between  father  and 
child.     What  do  you  say?" 

Bennydeck  answered,  earnestly  and  eagerly :  "  Do  it 
at  once  !" 

They  left  the  house  together — one  to  go  to  Sydney's 
lodgings,  the  other  on  his  way  to  Mr.  Sarrazin's  office. 


CHAPTEE  LTV. 

LET   BYGONES   BE   BYGONES. 

When  the  servant  at  the  lodgings  announced  a  visitor, 
and  mentioned  his  name,  Sydney's  memory  (instead  of 
dwelling  on  the  recollection  of  the  Captain's  kindness) 
perversely  recalled  the  letter  that  she  had  addressed  to 
him,  and  reminded  her  that  she  stood  in  need  of  in- 
dulgence, which  even  so  good  a  man  might  hesitate  to 
grant.  Bennydeck's  first  words  told  the  friendless  girl 
that  her  fears  had  wronged  him. 

"  My  dear,  how  like  your  father  you  are !  You  have 
his  eyes  and  his  smile ;  I  can't  tell  you  how  pleasantly 
you  remind  me  of  my  dear  old  friend."  He  took  her 
hand,  and  kissed  her  as  he  might  have  kissed  a  daughter 
of  his  own.  "  Do  you  remember  me  at  home,  Sydney, 
when  you  were  a  child  ?  No :  you  must  have  been  too 
young  for  that." 

She  was  deeply  touched.  In  faint  trembling  tones 
she  said:  "I  remember  your  name;  my  poor  father 
often  spoke  of  you." 

A  man  who  feels  true  sympathy  is  never  in  danger  of 
mistaking  his  way  to  a  woman  s  heart,  when  that  woman 
has  suffered.  Bennydeck  consoled,  interested,  charmed 
Sydney,  by  still  speaking  of  the  bygone  days  at  home. 

"  I  well  remember  how  fond  your  father  was  of  you 
and  what  a  bright  little  girl  you  were,"  the  Captain  went 
on.  "  You  have  forgotten,  I  dare  say,  the  old-fashioned 
sea-songs  that  he  used  to  be  so  fond  of  teaching  you.  It 
was  the  strangest  and  prettiest  contrast,  to  hear  your 
small  piping  child's  voice  singing  of  storms  and  ship- 
wrecks, and  thunder  and  lightning,  and  reefing  sails  in 
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cold  and  darkness,  without  the  least  idea  of  what  it  all 
meant.  Your  mother  was  strict  in  those  days ;  you 
never  amused  her  as  you  used  to  amuse  your  father  and 
me.  When  she  caught  you  searching  my  pockets  for 
sweetmeats,  she  accused  me  of  destroying  your  digestion 
before  you  were  five  years  old.  I  went  on  spoiling  it,  for 
all  that.  The  last  time  I  saw  you,  my  child,  your  father 
was  singing  '  The  Mariners  of  England,'  and  you  were 
on  his  knee  trying  to  sing  with  him.  You  must  have 
often  wondered  why  you  never  saw  anything  more  of 
me.     Did  you  think  I  had  forgotten  you  ?" 

"  I  am  quite  sure  I  never  thought  that !" 

"  You  see  I  was  in  the  Navy  at  the  time,"  the  Captain 
resumed :  "  and  we  were  ordered  away  to  a  foreign 
station.  When  I  got  back  to  England,  miserable  news 
was  waiting  for  me.  I  heard  of  your  father's  death, 
and  of  that  shameful  Trial.  Poor  fellow  !  He  was  as 
innocent,  Sydney,  as  you  are  of  the  offence  which  he 
was  accused  of  committing.  The  first  thing  I  did  was 
to  set  inquiries  on  foot  after  your  mother  and  her 
children.  It  was  some  consolation  to  me  to  feel  that  I 
was  rich  enough  to  make  your  lives  easy  and  agreeable 
to  you.  I  thought  money  could  do  anything.  A  serious 
mistake,  my  dear — money  couldn't  find  the  widow  and 
her  children.  We  supposed  you  were  somewhere  in 
London  ;  and  there,  to  my  great  grief,  it  ended.  Erom 
time  to  time — long  afterwards,  when  we  thought  we  had 
got  the  clue  in  our  hands — I  continued  my  inquiries,  still 
without  success.  A  poor  woman  and  her  little  family 
are  so  easily  engulphed  in  the  big  city  !  Years  passed 
(more  of  them  than  I  like  to  reckon  up)  before  I  heard 
of  you  at  last  by  name.  The  person  from  whom  I  got  my 
information  told  me  how  you  were  employed,  and  where." 

"  Oh,  Captain  Bennydeck,  who  could  the  person  have 
been?" 

"  A  poor  old  broken-down  actor,  Sydney.  You  were 
his  favourite  pupil.     Do  you  remember  him  ?" 

"I  should  be  ungrateful  indeed  if  I  could  forget  him. 
He  was  the  only  person  in  the  school  who  was  kind  to 
me.     Is  the  good  old  man  still  living?" 

"  No ;  he  rests  at  last.  I  am  glad  to  say  I  was  able  to 
make  his  last  days  on  earth  the  happiest  days  of  his  life." 
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"  I  wonder,"  Sidney  confessed,  "  how  you  met  with 
him." 

"  There  was  nothing  at  all  romantic  in  my  first  dis- 
covery of  liim.  I  was  reading  the  police  reports  in  a 
newspaper.  The  poor  wretch  was  brought  before  a 
magistrate,  charged  with  breaking  a  window.  His  one 
last  chance  of  escaping  starvation  in  the  streets  was  to 
get  sent  to  prison.  The  magistrate  questioned  him,  and 
brought  to  light  a  really  heart-breaking  account  of  mis- 
fortune, embittered  by  neglect  on  the  part  of  people  in 
authority  who  were  bound  to  help  him.  He  was  re- 
manded, so  that  inquiries  might  be  made.  I  attended 
the  court  on  the  day  when  he  appeared  there  again,  and 
heard  his  statement  confirmed.  I  paid  his  fine,  and  con- 
trived to  put  him  in  a  way  of  earning  a  little  money. 
He  was  very  grateful,  and  came  now  and  then  to  thank 
me.  In  that  way  I  heard  how  his  troubles  had  begun. 
He  had  asked  for  a  small  advance  on  the  wretched  wages 
that  he  received.  Can  you  guess  how  the  schoolmistress 
answered  him  ?" 

"  I  know  but  too  well  how  she  answered  him,"  Sydney 
said  ;  "  I  was  turned  out  of  the  house,  too." 

"  And  I  heard  of  it,"  the  Captain  replied,  "  from  the 
woman  herself.  Everything  that  could  distress  me  she 
was  ready  to  mention.  She  told  me  of  your  mother's 
second  marriage,  of  her  miserable  death,  of  the  poor 
boy,  your  brother,  missing,  and  never  heard  of  since. 
But  when  I  asked  where  you  had  gone  she  had  nothing 
more  to  say.  She  knew  nothing,  and  cared  nothing, 
about  you.  If  I  had  not  become  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Randal  Linley  I  might  never  have  heard  of  you  again. 
"We  will  say  no  more  of  that,  and  no  more  of  anything 
that  has  happened  in  the  past  time.  From  to-day,  my 
dear,  we  begin  a  new  life,  and  (please  God)  a  happier 
life.     Have  you  any  plans  of  your  own  for  the  future  ?" 

"  Perhaps,  if  I  could  find  help,"  Sydney  said  resignedly, 
"  I  might  emigrate.  Pride  wouldn't  stand  in  my  way ; 
no  honest  employment  would  be  beneath  my  notice.  Be- 
sides, if  I  went  to  America,  I  might  meet  with  my  brother." 

"  My  dear  child,  after  the  time  that  has  passed,  there 
is  no  imaginable  chance  of  your  meeting  with  your 
brother — and  you  wouldn't  know  each  other  again  if  you 
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did  meet.  Give  up  that  vain  hope  and  stay  here  with 
me.     Be  useful  and  be  happy  in  your  own  country." 

"  Useful  ?"  Sydney  repeated  sadly.  "  Your  own  kind 
heart,  Captain  Bennydeck,  is  deceiving  you.  To  be 
useful  means,  I  suppose,  to  help  others.  "Who  will 
accept  help  from  me?" 

"  I  will,  for  one,"  the  Captain  answered. 

"  You !" 

"  Yes.  You  can  be  of  the  greatest  use  to  me — you 
shall  hear  how." 

He  told  her  of  the  founding  of  his  Home  and  of  the  good 
it  had  done.  "  You  are  the  very  person,"  he  resumed, 
"to  be  the  good  sister-friend  that  I  want  for  my  poor 
girls  :  you  can  say  for  them  what  they  cannot  always 
say  to  me  for  themselves." 

The  tears  rose  in  Sydney's  eyes.  "  It  is  hard  to  see 
such  a  prospect  as  that,"  she  said,  "  and  to  give  it  up  as 
soon  as  it  is  seen." 

"  Why  give  it  up?" 

"Because  I  am  not  fit  for  it.  You  are  as  good  as  a 
father  to  those  lost  daughters  of  yours.  If  you  give  them 
a  sister-friend  she  ought  to  have  set  them  a  good  example. 
Have  I  done  that  ?  Will  they  listen  to  a  girl  who  is  no 
better  than  themselves?" 

"Gladly!  Your  sympathy  will  find  its  way  to  their 
hearts,  because  it  is  animated  by  something  that  they 
can  all  feel  in  common — something  nearer  and  dearer  to 
them  than  a  sense  of  duty.  You  won't  consent,  Sydney, 
for  their  sakes  ?  Will  you  do  what  I  ask  of  you,  for  my 
sake?" 

She  looked  at  him,  hardly  able  to  understand — or,  as 
it  might  have  been,  perhaps  afraid  to  understand  him. 
He  spoke  to  her  more  plainly. 

"I  have  kept  it  concealed  from  you,"  he  continued — 
"  for  why  should  I  lay  my  load  of  suffering  on  a  friend  so 
young  as  you  are,  so  cruelly  tried  already  ?  Let  me  only 
say  that  I  am  in  great  distress.  If  you  were  with  me, 
my  child,  I  might  be  better  able  to  bear  it." 

He  held  out  his  hand.  Even  a  happy  woman  could 
hardly  have  found  it  in  her  heart  to  resist  him.  In  silent 
sympathy  and  respect,  Sydney  kissed  the  hand  that  he 
had  offered  to  her.  It  was  the  one  way  in  which  she 
could  trust  herself  to  answer  him. 
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Still  encouraging  her  to  see  new  hopes  and  new  interests 
in  the  future,  the  good  Captain  spoke  of  the  share  which 
she  might  take  in  the  management  of  the  Home,  if  she 
would  like  to  be  his  secretary.  With  this  view  he  showed 
her  some  written  reports,  relating  to  the  institution,  which 
had  been  sent  to  him  during  the  time  of  his  residence  afc 
Sydenham.  She  read  them  with  an  interest  and  atten- 
tion which  amply  justified  his  confidence  in  her  capacity. 

"These  reports,"  he  explained  to  her,  "are  kept  for 
reference  ;  but  as  a  means  of  saving  time,  the  substance 
of  them  is  entered  in  the  daily  journal  of  our  proceedings. 
Come,  Sydney !  venture  on  a  first  experiment  in  your  new 
character.  I  see  pen,  ink,  and  paper  on  the  table  ;  try  if 
you  can  shorten  one  of  the  reports,  without  leaving  out 
anything  which  it  is  important  to  know.  For  instance, 
the  writer  gives  reasons  for  making  his  statement.  Very 
well  expressed,  no  doubt,  but  we  don't  want  reasons. 
Then,  again,  he  offers  his  own  opinion  on  the  right  course 
to  take.  Very  creditable  to  him ;  but  I  don't  want  his 
opinion — I  want  his  facts.  Take  the  pen,  my  secretary, 
and  set  down  his  facts.     Never  mind  his  reflections." 

Proud  and  pleased,  Sydney  obeyed  him.  She  had 
made  her  little  abstract,  and  was  reading  it  to  him  at  his 
request,  while  he  compared  it  with  the  report,  when  they 
were  interrupted  by  a  visitor.  Eandal  Linley  came  in, 
and  noticed  the  papers  on  the  table  with  surprise.  "  Is 
it  possible  that  I  am  interrupting  business?"  he  asked. 

Bennydeck  answered  with  an  assumed  air  of  import- 
ance which  was  in  itself  a  compliment  to  Sydney  :  "  You 
find  me  engaged  on  the  business  of  the  Home  with  my 
new  secretary." 

Eandal  at  once  understood  what  had  happened.  He 
took  his  friend's  arm,  and  led  him  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room. 

"  You  good  fellow  !"  he  said.  "  Add  to  your  kindness 
by  excusing  me  if  I  ask  for  a  word  with  you  in  private." 

Sydney  rose  to  retire.  After  having  encouraged  her  by 
a  word  of  praise,  the  Captain  proposed  that  she  should 
get  ready  to  go  out,  and  should  accompany  him  on  a  visit 
to  the  Home.  He  opened  the  door  for  her  as  respect- 
fully as  if  the  poor  girl  had  been  one  of  the  highest  ladies 
in  the  land. 
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I  have  seen  my  friend  Sarrazin,"  Eandal  began,  "  and 
I  have  persuaded  him  to  trust  me  with  Catherine's  present 
address.  I  can  send  Herbert  there  immediately,  if  you 
will  only  help  me." 

" How  can  I  help  you?" 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  tell  my  brother  that  your 
engagement  is  broken  off?" 

Bennydeck  shrank  from  the  painful  allusion,  and 
showed  it. 

Eandal  explained.  "I  am  grieved,"  he  said,  "to 
distress  you  by  referring  to  this  subject  again.  But  if 
my  brother  is  left  under  the  false  impression  that  your 
engagement  will  be, followed  by  your  marriage,  he  will  re- 
fuse to  intrude  himself  on  the  lady  who  was  once  hi?  wife." 

The  Captain  understood.  "  Say  what  you  please  about 
me,"  he  replied.  "Unite  the  father  and  child — and  you 
may  reconcile  the  husband  and  wife." 

"Have  you  forgotten,"  Eandal  asked,  "that  the 
marriage  has  been  dissolved?" 

Bennydeck's  answer  ignored  the  law.  "  I  remember," 
he  said,  "  that  the  marriage  has  been  profaned." 

CHAPTEE  LV- 

LEAVE   IT   TO   THE   CHILD. 

The  front  windows  of  Brightwater  Cottage  look  out  on  a 
quiet  green  lane  in  Middlesex,  which  joins  the  highroad 
within  a  few  miles  of  the  market  town  of  Uxbridge. 
Through  the  pretty  garden  at  the  back  runs  a  little 
brook,  winding  its  merry  way  to  a  distant  river.  The 
few  rooms  in  this  pleasant  place  of  residence  are  well 
(too  well)  furnished,  having  regard  to  the  limits  of  a 
building  which  is  a  cottage  in  the  strictest  sense  of  the 
word.  Water-colour  drawings  by  the  old  English  masters 
of  the  art  ornament  the;  dining-room.  The  parlour  has 
been  transformed  into  a  library.  From  floor  to  ceiling 
all  four  of  its  walls  are  covered  with  books.  Their  old 
and  well-chosen  bindings,  seen  in  the  mass,  present 
nothing  less  than  a  feast  of  colour  to  the  eye.  The 
library  and  the  works  of  art  are  described  as  heirlooms, 
which  have  passed  into  the  possession  of  the  present 
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proprietor — one  more  among  the  hundreds  of  English- 
men who  are  ruined  every  year  by  betting  on  the  Turf. 

So  sorely  in  need  of  a  little  ready  money  was  this 
victim  of  gambling — tacitly  permitted  or  conveniently 
ignored  by  the  audacious  hypocrisy  of  a  country  which 
rejoiced  in  the  extinction  of  Baden,  and  which  still 
shudders  at  the  name  of  Monaco — that  he  was  ready  to 
let  his  pretty  cottage  for  no  longer  a  term  than  one  month 
certain ;  and  he  even  allowed  the  elderly  lady,  who  drove 
the  hardest  of  hard  bargains  with  him,  to  lessen  by  one 
guinea  the  house-rent  paid  for  each  week.  He  took  his 
revenge  by  means  of  an  ironical  compliment,  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Presty.  "  "What  a  saving  it  would  be  to  the 
country,  ma'am,  if  you  were  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer !"  With  perfect  gravity  Mrs.  Presty  accepted 
that  well-earned  tribute  of  praise.  "  You  are  quite  right, 
sir  ;  I  should  be  the  first  official  person  known  to  the  his- 
tory of  England  who  took  proper  care  of  the  public  money." 

Within  two  days  of  the  time  when  they  had  left  the 
hotel  at  Sydenham,  Catherine  and  her  little  family  circle 
had  taken  possession  of  the  cottage. 

The  two  ladies  were  sitting  in  the  library,  each  occu- 
pied with  a  book  chosen  from  the  well-stocked  shelves. 
Catherine's  reading  appeared  to  be  more  than  once 
interrupted  by  Catherine's  thoughts.  Noticing  this  cir- 
cumstance, Mrs.  Presty  asked  if  some  remarkable  event 
had  happened,  and  if  it  was  weighing  heavily  on  her 
daughter's  mind. 

Catherine  answered  that  she  was  thinking  of  Kitty, 
and  that  anxiety  connected  with  the  child  did  weigh 
heavily  on  her  mind. 

Some  days  had  passed  (she  reminded  Mrs.  Presty) 
since  the  interview  at  which  Herbert  Linley  had  bidden 
her  farewell.  On  that  occasion  he  had  referred  to  her 
proposed  marriage  (never  to  be  a  marriage  now !)  in 
terms  of  forbearance  and  generosity  which  claimed  her 
sincere  admiration.  It  might  be  possible  for  her  to  show 
a  grateful  appreciation  of  his  conduct.  Devotedly  fond 
of  his  little  daughter,  he  must  have  felt  acutely  his  long 
separation  from  her;  and  it  was  quite  likely  that  he 
might  ask  to  see  Kitty.  But  there  was  an  obstacle  in 
the  way  of  her  willing  compliance  with  that  request, 
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which  it  was  impossible  to  think  of  without  remorse,  and 
which  it  was  imperatively  necessary  to  remove.  Mrs. 
Presty  would  understand  that  she  alluded  to  the  shame- 
ful falsehood  which  had  led  the  child  to  suppose  that  her 
father  was  dead. 

Strongly  disapproving  of  the  language  in  which  her 
daughter  had  done  justice  to  the  conduct  of  the  divorced 
husband,  Mrs.  Presty  merely  replied  :  "  You  are  Kitty's 
mother ;  I  leave  it  to  you" — and  returned  to  her  reading. 

Catherine  could  not  feel  that  she  had  deserved  such  an 
answer  as  this.  "Did  I  plan  the  deception  ?"  she  asked. 
"Did  I  tell  the  lie?" 

Mrs.  Presty  was  not  in  the  least  offended.  "  You  are 
comparatively  innocent,  my  clear,"  she  admitted,  with  an 
air  of  satirical  indulgence.  "  You  only  consented  to  the 
deception,  and  profited  by  the  lie.  Suppose  we  own  the 
truth  ?     You  are  afraid." 

Catherine  owned  the  truth  in  the  plainest  terms : 

"  Yes,  I  am  afraid." 

"  And  you  leave  it  to  me?" 

"  I  leave  it  to  you." 

Mrs.  Presty  complacently  closed  her  book.  "  I  was 
quite  prepared  to  hear  it,"  she  said  ;  "  all  the  unpleasant 
complications  since  your  Divorce  —  and  Heaven  only 
knows  how  many  of  them  have  presented  themselves — 
have  been  left  for  me  to  unravel.  It  so  happens — though 
I  was  too  modest  to  mention  it  prematurely — that  I  have 
unravelled  this  complication.  If  one  only  has  eyes  to 
see  it,  there  is  a  way  out  of  every  difficulty  that  can  pos- 
sibly happen."  She  pushed  the  book  that  she  had  been 
reading  across  the  table  to  Catherine.  "  Turn  to  page  two 
hundred  and  forty,"  she  said.      "  There  is  the  way  out." 

The  title  of  the  book  was  "  Disasters  at  Sea;"  and  the 
page  contained  the  narrative  of  a  shipwreck.  On  evidence 
apparently  irresistible,  the  drowning  of  every  soul  on 
board  the  lost  vessel  had  been  taken  for  granted — when  a 
remnant  of  the  passengers  and  crew  had  been  discovered 
on  a  desert  island,  and  had  been  safely  restored  to  their 
friends.  Having  read  this  record  of  suffering  and  sus- 
pense, Catherine  looked  at  her  mother,  and  waited  for  aa 
explanation. 

"  Don't  you  see  it?"  Mrs.  Presty  asked. 
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"  I  can't  say  that  I  do." 

The  old  lady's  excellent  temper  was  not  in  the  least 
ruffled,  even  by  this. 

"  Quite  inexcusable  on  my  part,"  she  acknowledged ; 
"  I  ought  to  have  remembered  that  you  don't  inherit 
your  mother's  vivid  imagination.  Age  has  left  me  in  full 
possession  of  those  powers  of  invention  which  used  to 
amaze  your  poor  father.  He  wondered  how  it  was  that 
I  never  wrote  a  novel.  Mr.  Presty's  appreciation  of  my 
intellect  was  equally  sincere  ;  but  he  took  a  different 
view.  '  Beware,  my  dear,'  he  said,  '  of  trifling  with  the 
distinction  which  you  now  enjoy :  you  are  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  women  in  England — you  have  never 
written  a  novel.'  Pardon  me  ;  I  am  wandering  into  the 
region  of  literary  anecdote,  when  I  ought  to  explain  my- 
self. Now  pray  attend  to  this  : — I  propose  to  tell  Kitty 
that  I  have  found  a  book  which  is  sure  to  interest  her ; 
and  I  shall  direct  her  attention  to  the  lamentable  story 
which  you  have  just  read.  She  is  quite  sharp  enough 
(there  are  sparks  of  my  intellectual  fire  in  Kitty)  to  ask 
if  the  friends  of  the  poor  shipwrecked  people  were  not 
very  much  surprised  to  see  them  again.  To  this  I  shall 
answer  :  '  Very  much,  indeed,  for  their  friends  thought 
they  were  dead.'  Ah,  you  dear  dull  child,  you  see  it 
now !" 

Catherine  saw  it  so  plainly  that  she  was  eager  to  put 
the  first  part  of  the  experiment  to  an  immediate  trial. 

Kitty  was  sent  for,  and  made  her  appearance  with  a 
fishing-rod  over  her  shoulder.  "  I'm  going  to  the  brook," 
she  announced  ;  "  expect  some  fish  for  dinner  to-day." 

A  wary  old  hand  stopped  Catherine,  in  the  act  of  pre- 
senting the  "  Disasters  at  Sea,"  to  Kitty's  notice;  and  a 
voice,  distinguished  by  insinuating  kindness,  said  to  the 
child  :  "  When  you  have  done  fishing,  my  dear,  come  to 
me  ;  I  have  got  a  nice  book  for  you  to  read.— How  very 
absurd  of  you,  Catherine,"  Mrs.  Presty  continued,  when 
they  were  alone  again,  "to  expect  the  child  to  read,  and 
draw  her  own  conclusions,  while  her  head  is  full  of  fish- 
ing !  If  there  are  any  fish  in  the  brook,  she  won't  catch 
them.  When  she  comes  back  disappointed,  and  says  : 
'  What  am  I  to  do  now?'  the  '  Disasters  at  Sea'  will  have 
a  chance.    I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  boast ;  but  if  there 
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is  a  thing   that   I   understand,  it's  the  management  of 
children.     Why  didn't  I  have  a  large  family  ?" 

Attended  by  the  faithful  Susan,  Kitty  baited  her  hook, 
and  began  to  fish  where  the  waters  of  the  brook  were 
overshadowed  by  trees. 

A  little  arbour  covered  by  a  thatched  roof,  and  having 
walls  of  wooden  lattice-work,  hidden  by  creepers  climbing 
over  them  inside  and  out,  offered  an  attractive  place  of 
rest  on  this  sheltered  side  of  the  garden.  Having  brought 
her  work  with  her,  the  nursemaid  retired  to  the  summer- 
house  and  diligently  plied  her  needle,  looking  at  Kitty 
from  time  to  time  through  the  open  door.  The  air  was 
delightfully  cool,  the  pleasant  rippling  of  the  brook  fell 
soothingly  on  the  ear,  the  seat  in  the  summer-house 
received  a  sitter  with  the  softly-yielding  submission  of 
elastic  wires.  Susan  had  just  finished  her  early  dinner  : 
in  mind  and  body  alike,  this  good  girl  was  entirely  and 
deservedly  at  her  ease.  By  finely  succeeding  degrees, 
her  eyelids  began  to  show  a  tendency  downward ;  her 
truant  needlework  escaped  from  her  fingers,  and  lay 
lazily  on  her  lap.  She  snatched  it  up  with  a  start,  and 
sewed  with  severe  resolution  until  her  thread  was  ex- 
hausted. The  reel  was  ready  at  her  side ;  she  took  it  up 
for  a  fresh  supply,  and  innocently  rested  her  head  against 
the  leafy  and  flowery  wall  of  the  arbour.  Was  it  thought 
that  gradually  closed  her  eyes  again  ?  or  was  it  sleep  ? 
In  either  case,  Susan  was  lost  to  all  sense  of  passing 
events  ;  and  Susan's  breathing  became  musically  regular, 
emulous  of  the  musical  regularity  of  the  brook. 

As  a  lesson  in  patience,  the  art  of  angling  pursued  in  a 
shallow  brook  has  its  moral  uses.  Kitty  fished,  and 
waited,  and  renewed  the  bait  and  tried  again,  with  a  com- 
mand of  temper  which  would  have  been  a  novelty  in 
Susan's  experience,  if  Susan  had  been  awake.  But  the 
end  which  comes  to  all  things  came  also  to  Kitty's 
patience.  Leaving  her  rod  on  the  bank,  she  let  the  line 
and  hook  take  care  of  themselves,  and  wandered  away  in 
search  of  some  new  amusement. 

Lingering  here  and  there  to  gather  flowers  from  the 
beds  as  she  passed  them,  Kitty  was  stopped  by  a  shrub- 
bery, with  a  rustic  seat  placed  near  it,  which  marked  the 
limits  of  the  garden  on  that  side.    The  path  that  she  had 
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been  following  led  her  farther  and  farther  away  from  the 
brook,  but  still  left  it  well  in  view.  She  could  see,  on 
her  right  hand,  the  clumsy  old  wooden  bridge  which 
crossed  the  stream,  and  served  as  a  means  of  communi- 
cation for  the  servants  and  the  tradespeople,  between  the 
cottage  and  the  village  on  the  lower  ground  a  mile  away. 

The  child  felt  hot  and  tired.  She  rested  herself  on  the 
bench,  and,  spreading  the  flowers  by  her  side,  began  to 
arrange  them  in  the  form  of  a  nosegay.  Still  true  to  her 
love  for  Sydney,  she  had  planned  to  present  the  nosegay 
to  her  mother ;  offering  the  gift  as  an  excuse  for  returning 
to  the  forbidden  subject  of  her  governess,  and  for  asking 
when  they  might  hope  to  see  each  other  again. 

Choosing  flowers  and  then  rejecting  them,  trying  other 
colours  and  wondering  whether  she  had  accomplished  a 
ehange  for  the  better,  Kitty  was  startled  by  the  sound  of 
a  voice  calling  to  her  from  the  direction  of  the  brook. 

She  looked  round,  and  saw  a  gentleman  crossing  the 
bridge.     He  asked  the  way  to  Brightwater  Cottage. 

There  was  something  in  his  voice  that  attracted  her — 
how  or  why,  at  her  age,  she  never  thought  of  inquiring. 
Eager  and  excited,  she  ran  across  the  lawn  which  lay 
between  her  and  the  brook,  before  she  answered  the 
gentleman's  question. 

As  they  approached  each  other,  his  eyes  sparkled,  his 
face  flushed;  he  cried  out  joyfully,  "Here  she  is  !" — and 
then  changed  again  in  an  instant.  A  horrid  pallor  over- 
spread his  face  as  the  child  stood  looking  at  him  with 
innocent  curiosity.  He  startled  Kitty,  not  because  he 
seemed  to  be  shocked  and  distressed,  she  hardly  noticed 
that;  but  because  he  was  so  like — although  he  was 
thinner  and  paler  and  older — oh,  so  like  her  lost  father  1 

"  This  is  the  cottage,  sir,"  she  said  to  him  faintly. 

His  sorrowful  eyes  rested  kindly  on  her.  And  yet,  it 
seemed  as  if  she  had  in  some  way  disappointed  him. 
The  child  ventured  to  say  :  "  Do  you  know  me,  sir  ?" 

He  answered  in  the  saddest  voice  that  Kitty  had  ever 
heard :  "  My  little  girl,  what  makes  you  think  I  know 
you?" 

She  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reply,  fearing  to  distress  him. 
She  could  only  say  :  "  You  are  so  like  my  poor  Papa." 

He  shook  and  shuddered,  as  if  she  had  said  something 
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to  frighten  him.  He  took  her  hand.  On  that  hot  day, 
his  fingers  felt  as  cold  as  if  it  had  been  winter  time. 
He  led  her  back  to  the  seat  that  she  had  left.  "  I'm 
tired,  my  dear,"  he  said.  "Shall  we  sit  down?"  It 
was  surely  true  that  he  was  tired.  He  seemed  hardly 
able  to  lift  one  foot  after  the  other ;  Kitty  pitied  him. 
"  I  think  you  must  be  ill ;"  she  said,  as  they  took  their 
places,  side  by  side,  on  the  bench. 

"  No ;  not  ill.  Only  weary,  and  perhaps  a  little  afraid 
of  frightening  you."  He  kept  her  hand  in  his  hand,  and 
patted  it  from  time  to  time.  "  My  dear,  why  did  you  say 
'poor  Papa,'  when  you  spoke  of  your  father  just  now?" 

"  My  father  is  dead,  sir." 

He  turned  his  face  away  from  her,  and  pressed  both 
hands  on  his  breast,  as  if  he  had  felt  some  dreadful  pain 
there,  and  was  trying  to  hide  it.  But  he  mastered  the 
pain ;  and  he  said  a  strange  thing  to  her — very  gently, 
but  still  it  was  strange.  He  wished  to  know  who  had 
told  her  that  her  father  was  dead. 

"  Grandmamma  told  me." 

"  Do  you  remember  what  Grandmamma  said  ?" 

"  Yes — she  told  me  Papa  was  drowned  at  sea." 

He  said  something  to  himself,  and  said  it  twice  over. 
"  Not  her  mother  !  Thank  God,  not  her  mother  !"  What 
did  he  mean  ? 

Kitty  looked  and  looked  at  him,  and  wondered  and 
wondered.  He  put  his  arm  round  her.  "  Come  near  to 
me,"  he  said.  "  Don't  be  afraid  of  me,  my  dear."  She 
moved  nearer,  and  showed  him  that  she  was  not  afraid. 
The  poor  man  seemed  hardly  to  understand  her.  His 
eyes  grew  dim ;  he  sighed  like  a  person  in  distress ;  he 
said  :  "  Your  father  would  have  kissed  you,  little  one, 
if  he  had  been  alive.  You  say  I  am  like  your  father. 
May  I  kiss  you?" 

She  put  her  hands  on  his  shoulder,  and  lifted  her  face 
to  him.  In  the  instant  when  he  kissed  her,  the  child 
knew  him.  Her  heart  beat  suddenly  with  an  over- 
powering delight ;  she  started  back  from  his  embrace. 
"  That's  how  Papa  used  to  kiss  me  !"  she  cried.  "  Oh  1 
you  are  1  ~pa  !  Not  drowned  !  not  drowned  !"  She 
flung  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  held  him  as  if  she 
would  never  let  him  go  again.     "  Dear  Papa  !     Poor  lost 
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Papa !"  His  tears  fell  on  her  face  ;  he  sobbed  over  her. 
"  My  sweet  darling  !  my  own  little  Kitty  !" 

The  hysterical  passion  that  had  overcome  her  father 
filled  her  with  piteous  surprise.  How  strange,  how 
dreadful  that  he  should  cry — that  he  should  be  so  sorry 
when  she  was  so  glad  !  She  took  her  little  handkerchief 
out  of  the  pocket  of  her  pinafore,  and  dried  his  eyes. 
"  Are  you  thinking  of  the  cruel  sea,  Papa  ?  No  !  the 
good  sea,  the  kind,  bright,  beautiful  sea  that  has  given 
you  back  to  me,  and  to  Mamma !" 

They  had  forgotten  her  mother  ! — and  Kitty  only  dis- 
covered it  now.  She  caught  at  one  of  her  father's  hands 
hanging  helpless  at  his  side,  and  pulled  at  it  as  if  her 
little  strength  could  force  him  to  his  feet.  "  Come,"  she 
cried,  "  and  make  Mamma  as  happy  as  I  am  !" 

He  hesitated.  She  sprang  on  his  knee;  she  pressed 
her  cheek  against  his  cheek  with  the  caressing  tender- 
ness, familiar  to  him  in  the  first  happy  days  when  she 
was  an  infant.  "  Oh,  Papa,  are  you  going  to  be  unkind 
to  me  for  the  first  time  in  your  life  ?" 

His  momentary  resistance  was  at  an  end.  He  was  as 
weak  in  her  hands  now,  as  if  he  had  been  the  child  and 
she  had  been  the  man. 

Laughing  and  singing  and  dancing  round  him,  Kitty 
led  the  way  to  the  window  of  the  room  that  opened  on 
the  garden.  Some  one  had  closed  it  on  the  inner  side. 
She  tapped  impatiently  at  the  glass.  Her  mother  heard 
the  tapping;  her  mother  came  to  the  window;  her 
mother  ran  out  to  meet  them.  Since  the  miserable  time 
when  they  left  Mount  Morven,  since  the  long  unnatural 
separation  of  the  parents  and  the  child,  those  three  were 
together  once  more  ! 
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AFTER   THE    STORY. 

1. — The  Laioyer's  Apology. 

That  a  woman  of  my  wife's  mature  years  should  be 
jealous  of  one  of  the  most  exemplary  husbands  that  the 
records  of  matrimony  can  produce  is,  to  say  the  least  of 
it,  a  discouraging  circumstance.  A  man  forgets  that 
virtue  is  its  own  reward,  and  asks,  What  is  the  use  of 
conjugal  fidelity  ? 
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However,  the  motto  of  married  life  is  (or  ought  to  be) : 
Peace  at  any  price.  I  have  been  this  day  relieved  from 
the  condition  of  secrecy  that  has  been  imposed  on  me. 
You  insisted  on  an  explanation  some  time  since.  Here 
it  is  at  last. 

For  the  ten-thousandth  time,  my  dear,  in  our  joint 
lives,  you  are  again  right.  That  letter,  marked  private, 
which  I  received  at  the  domestic  tea-table,  was  what 
you  positively  declared  it  to  be,  a  letter  from  a  lady — 
a  charming  lady,  plunged  in  the  deepest  perplexity.  We 
had  been  well  known  to  each  other  for  many  years,  as 
lawyer  and  client.  She  wanted  advice  on  this  occasion 
also — and  wanted  it  in  the  strictest  confidence.  Was  it 
consistent  with  my  professional  duty  to  show  her  letter 
to  my  wife  ?  Mrs.  Sarrazin  says  Yes.  Mrs.  Sarrazin  s 
husband  says  No. 

Let  me  add  that  the  lady  was  a  person  of  unblemished 
reputation,  and  that  she  was  placed  in  a  false  position 
through  no  fault  of  her  own.  In  plain  English,  she  was 
divorced.  Ah,  my  dear  (to  speak  in  the  vivid  language 
of  the  people),  do  you  smell  a  rat  ? 

Yes  :  my  client  was  Mrs.  Norman  ;  and  to  her  pretty 
cottage  in  the  country  I  betook  myself  the  next  day. 
There  I  found  my  excellent  friend  Eandal  Linley,  present 
by  special  invitation. 

Stop  a  minute.  Why  do  I  write  all  this,  instead  of 
explaining  myself  by  word  of  mouth  ?  My  love,  you  are 
a  member  of  an  old  and  illustrious  family ;  you  honoured 
me  when  you  married  me  ;  and  you  have  (as  your  father 
told  me  on  our  wedding-day)  the  high  and  haughty 
temper  of  your  race.  I  foresee  an  explosion  of  this 
temper,  and  I  would  rather  have  my  writing-paper  blown 
up  than  be  blown  up  myself. 

Is  this  a  cowardly  confession  on  my  part  ?  All  courage, 
Mrs.  Sarrazin,  is  relative  :  the  bravest  man  living  has  a 
cowardly  side  to  his  character,  though  it  may  not  always 
be  found  out.  Some  years  ago,  at  a  public  dinner,  I  sat 
next  to  an  officer  in  the  British  army.  At  one  time  in 
his  life  he  had  led  a  forlorn  hope.  At  another  time,  he 
had  picked  up  a  wounded  soldier,  and  had  carried  him  to 
the  care  of  the  Burgeons  through  a  hail-storm  of  the 
enemy's  bullets.     Hot  courage  and  cool  courage,  this 
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true  hero  possessed  both.  I  saw  the  cowardly  side  of  his 
character.  He  lost  his  colour  ;  perspiration  broke  out  on 
his  forehead  ;  he  trembled  ;  he  talked  nonsense ;  he  was 
frightened  out  of  his  wits.  And  all  for  what  ?  Because 
he  had  to  get  on  his  legs  and  make  a  speech ! 

Well :  Mrs.  Norman,  and  Eandal  Linley,  and  I,  sat 
down  to  our  consultation  at  the  cottage. 

What  did  my  fair  client  want  ? 

She  contemplated  marrying  for  the  second  time,  and 
she  wanted  my  advice  as  a  lawyer,  and  my  encourage- 
ment as  an  old  friend.  I  was  quite  ready  ;  I  only  waited 
for  the  particulars.  Mrs.  Norman  became  dreadfully  em- 
barrassed, and  said  :  "  I  refer  you  to  my  brother-in-law." 

I  looked  at  Eandal.      "  Once  her  brother-in-law,  no 

doubt,"  I  said ;  "  but  after  the  Divorce "     My  friend 

stopped  me  there.  "x\fter  the  Divorce,"  he  remarked, 
"  I  may  be  her  brother-in-law  again." 

If  this  meant  anything,  it  meant  that  she  was  actually 
going  to  marry  Herbert  Linley  again.  This  was  too  ridi- 
culous. "  If  it's  a  joke,"  I  said,  "  I  have  heard  better  fun 
in  my  time.     If  it's  only  an  assertion,  I  don't  believe  it." 

"  Why  not  ?"  Eandal  asked. 

"  Saying  I  do  want  you,  in  one  breath — and  I  don't 
want  you,  in  another — seems  to  be  a  little  hard  on 
Divorce,"  I  ventured  to  suggest. 

"  Don't  expect  me  to  sympathize  with  Divorce," 
Eandal  said. 

I  answered  that  smartly.  "  No  ;  I'll  wait  till  you  are 
married." 

He  took  it  seriously.  "  Don't  misunderstand  me,"  he 
replied.  "  Where  there  is  absolute  cruelty,  or  where 
there  is  deliberate  desertion,  on  the  husband's  part, 
I  see  the  use  and  the  reason  for  Divorce.  If  the  un- 
happy wife  can  find  an  honourable  man  who  will  protect 
her,  or  an  honourable  man  who  will  offer  her  a  home, 
Society  and  Law,  which  are  responsible  for  the  institution 
of  marriage,  are  bound  to  allow  a  woman  outraged  under 
the  shelter  of  their  institution  to  marry  again.  But, 
where  the  husband's  fault  is  sexual  frailty,  I  say  the 
English  law  which  refuses  Divorce  on  that  ground  alone 
is  right,  and  the  Scotch  law  which  grants  it  is  wrong. 
Beligion,  which  rightly  condemns  the  sin,  pardons  |t  00. 
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the  condition  of  true  penitence.  Why  is  a  wife  not  to 
pardon  it  for  the  same  reason  ?  Why  are  the  lives  of  a 
father,  a  mother,  and  a  child  to  be  wrecked,  when  those 
lives  may  be  saved  by  the  exercise  of  the  first  of  Christian 
virtues — forgiveness  of  injuries  ?  In  such  a  case  as  this 
I  regret  that  Divorce  exists  ;  and  I  rejoice  when  husband 
and  wife  and  child  are  one  flesh  again,  re-united  by  the 
law  of  Nature,  which  is  the  law  of  God." 

I  might  have  disputed  with  him ;  but  I  thought  he  was 
right.     I  also  wanted  to  make  sure  of  the  facts. 

"Am  I  really  to  understand,"  I  asked,  "that  Mr. 
Herbert  Linley  is  to  be  this  lady's  husband  for  the  second 
time?" 

"  If  there  is  no  lawful  objection  to  it,"  Eandal  said — 
"  decidedly  Yes." 

My  good  wife,  in  all  your  experience  you  never  saw 
your  husband  stare  as  he  stared  at  that  moment.  Here 
was  a  lady  divorced  by  her  own  lawful  desire  and  at  her 
own  personal  expense,  thinking  better  of  it  after  no  very 
long  interval,  and  proposing  to  marry  the  man  again. 
Was  there  ever  anything  so  grossly  improbable  ?  Where 
is  the  novelist  who  would  be  bold  enough  to  invent  such 
an  incident  as  this  ? 

Never  mind  the  novelist.     How  did  it  end  ? 

Of  course  it  could  only  end  in  one  way,  so  far  as  I  was 
concerned.  The  case  being  without  precedent  in  my 
experience,  I  dropped  my  professional  character  at  the 
outset.  Speaking  next  as  a  friend,  I  had  only  to  say  to 
Mrs,  Norman:  "The  Law  has  declared  you  and  Mr. 
Herbert  Linley  to  be  single  people.  Do  what  other 
single  people  do.  Buy  a  License,  and  give  notice  at  a 
church — and  by  all  means  send  wedding  cards  to  the 
Judge  who  divorced  you." 

Said  ;  and,  in  another  fortnight,  done.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Herbert  Linley  were  married  again  this  morning ;  and 
Eandal  and  I  were  the  only  witnesses  present  at  the 
ceremony,  which  was  strictly  private. 

2. — The  Lawyer's  Defence. 

I  wonder  whether  the  foregoing  pages  of  my  wnting- 
paper  have  been  torn  to  pieces,  and  thrown  into  the 
waste-paner  basket  ?      You  wouldn't  litter  the  carpet. 
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No.     I  may  be  torn  in  pieces,  but  I  do  you  justice  for  all 
that. 

What  are  the  objections  to  the  divorced  husband  and 
wife  becoming  husband  and  wife  again  ?  Mrs.,  Presty  has 
stated  them  in  the  following  order.  Am  I  wrong  in 
assuming  that,  on  this  occasion  at  least,  you  will  agree 
with  Mrs.  Presty? 

First  Objection  :  Nobody  has  ever  done  such  a  thing 
before. 

Second  Objection :  Penitent  or  not  penitent,  Mr.  Herbert 
Linley  doesn't  deserve  it. 

Third  Objection:  No  respectable  person  will  visit  them. 

First  Eeply :  The  question  is  not  whether  the  thing 
has  been  done  before,  but  whether  the  doing  of  the  thing 
is  right  in  itself.  There  is  no  clause  in  the  marriage 
service  forbidding  a  wife  to  forgive  her  husband  ;  but  there 
is  a  direct  prohibition  to  any  separation  between  them. 
It  is  therefore  not  wrong  to  forgive  Mr.  Herbert  Linley, 
and  it  is  absolutely  right  to  marry  him  again. 

Second  Eeply:  When  their  child  brings  him  home, 
and  takes  it  for  granted  that  her  father  and  mother 
should  live  together,  because  they  are  her  father  and 
mother,  innocent  Kitty  has  appealed  from  the  Law  of 
Divorce  to  the  Law  of  Nature.  Whether  Herbert  Linley 
has  deserved  it  or  whether  he  has  not,  there  he  is  in  the 
only  fit  place  for  him — and  there  is  an  end  of  the  second 
objection. 

Third  Eeply :  A  flat  contradiction  to  the  assertion  that 
no  respectable  person  will  visit  her.  Mrs.  Sarrazin  will 
visit  her.  Yes,  you  will,  my  dear !  Not  because  I  insist 
upon  it — Do  I  ever  insist  on  anything  ?  No  ;  you  will 
act  on  your  own  responsibility,  out  of  compassion  for  a 
misguided  old  woman.  Judge  for  yourself  when  you 
read  what  follows,  if  Mrs.  Presty  is  not  sadly  in  need  of 
the  good  example  of  an  ornament  to  her  sex. 

The  Evil  Genius  of  the  family  joined  us  in  the  cottage 
parlour  when  our  consultation  bad  come  to  an  end.  I 
had  the  honour  of  communicating  the  decision  at  which 
we  had  arrived.  Mrs.  Presty  marched  to  the  door  ;  and, 
from  that  commanding  position,  addressed  a  few  farewell 
remarks  to  her  daughter  : 

"  I  have  done  with  you,  Catherine.     You  have  reached 
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the  limits  of  my  maternal  endurance  at  last.  I  shall  set 
up  my  own  establishment,  and  live  again — in  memory — 
with  Mr.  Norman  and  Mr.  Presty.  May  you  be  happy. 
I  don't  anticipate  it." 

She  left  the  room — and  came  back  again  for  a  last 
word,  addressed  this  time  to  Eandal  Linley. 

"  When  you  next  see  your  friend,  Captain  Bennydeck, 
give  him  my  compliments,  Mr.  Eandal,  and  say  that  I 
congratulate  him  on  having  been  jilted  by  my  daughter. 
It  would  have  been  a  sad  thing  indeed,  if  such  a  sensible 
man  had  married  an  idiot.     Good  morning." 

She  left  the  room  again,  and  came  back  again  for 
another  last  word,  addressed  on  this  occasion  to  me. 
Her  better  nature  made  an  effort  to  express  itself,  not 
altogether  without  success. 

"I  think  it  quite  likely,  Mr.  Sarrazin,  that  some 
dreadful  misfortune  will  fall  on  my  daughter,  as  the 
punishment  of  her  undutiful  disregard  of  her  mother's 
objections.  In  that  case,  I  shall  feel  it  my  duty  to 
return,  and  administer  maternal  consolation.  When  you 
write,  address  me  at  my  banker's.  I  make  allowances 
for  a  lawyer,  sir ;  I  don't  blame  You." 

She  opened  the  door  for  the  third  time — stepped  out, 
and  stepped  back  again  into  the  room — suddenly  gave 
her  daughter  a  fierce  kiss — returned  to  the  door — shook 
her  fist  at  Mrs.  Linley  with  a  theatrically-threatening 
gesture  —  said,  "Unnatural  child!"  —  and,  after  this 
exhibition  of  her  better  nature,  and  her  worse,  left  us  at 
last.  When  you  visit  the  re-married  pair  on  their  return 
from  their  second  honeymoon,  take  Mrs.  Presty  with  you. 

3. — The  Lawyer's  Last  TP  ord. 

"  When  you  force  this  ridiculous  and  regrettable  affair 
on  my  attention  "  (I  think  I  hear  Mrs.  Sarrazin  say), 
"  the  least  you  can  do  is  to  make  your  narrative  com- 
plete. But  perhaps  you  propose  to  tell  me  personally 
what  has  become  of  Kitty,  and  what  well-deserved  retri- 
bution has  overtaken  Miss  Westerfield." 

No  :  I  propose  in  this  case  also  to  communicate  my 
information  in  writing — at  the  safe  distance  from  homa 
of  my  office  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 
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Kitty  accompanies  her  father  and  mother  to  the  Con- 
tinent, of  course.  But  she  insisted  on  first  saying  good- 
bye to  the  dear  friend,  once  the  dear  governess,  whom 
she  loves.  Eandal  and  I  volunteered  to  take  her  (with 
her  mother's  ready  permission)  to  see  Miss  Westerfield. 
Try  not  to  be  angry.     Try  not  to  tear  me  up. 

We  found  Captain  Bennydeck  and  his  pretty  secretary 
enjoying  a  little  rest  and  refreshment,  after  a  long 
morning's  work  for  the  good  of  the  Home.  The  Captain 
was  carving  the  chicken ;  and  Sydney,  by  his  side,  was 
making  the  salad.  The  house-cat  occupied  a  third  chair, 
with  her  eyes  immovably  fixed  on  the  movements  of  the 
knife  and  fork.  Perhaps  I  was  thinking  of  sad  past 
days.  Any  way,  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  as  pretty  a 
domestic  scene  as  a  man  could  wish  to  look  at.  The 
arrival  of  Kitty  made  the  picture  complete. 

Our  visit  was  necessarily  limited  by  a  due  remem- 
brance of  the  hour  of  departure,  by  an  early  tidal  train. 
Kitty's  last  words  to  Sydney  bade  her  bear  their  next 
meeting  in  mind,  and  not  be  melancholy  at  only  saying 
good-bye  for  a  time.  Like  all  children,  she  asks  strange 
questions.  When  we  were  out  m  the  street  again,  she 
said  to  her  uncle  : 

"  Do  you  think  my  nice  Captain  will  marry  Syd  ?" 

Eandal  had  noticed,  in  Captain  Bennydeck's  face, 
signs  which  betrayed  that  the  bitterest  disappointment 
of  his  life  was  far  from  being  a  forgotten  disappointment 
yet.  If  it  had  been  put  by  any  other  person,  poor  Kitty's 
absurd  question  might  have  met  with  a  bitter  reply.  As 
it  was,  her  uncle  only  said  :  "  My  dear  child,  that  is  no 
business  of  yours  or  mine." 

Not  in  the  least  discouraged,  Kitty  turned  to  me. 

"  What  do  you  think,  Samuel  ?" 

I  followed  Eandal's  lead,  and  answered,  "  How  should 
I  know?" 

The  child  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  us.  "  Shall 
I  tell  you  what  I  think  ?"  she  said,  "  I  think  you  are 
both  of  you  humbugs." 

THE   END. 
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NOBILITY    OF    LIFE. 

"WHO  BEST  CAN  SUFFER,  BEST  CAN  DO."— Milton. 

The  Victorian  Reign  is  unparalleled  in  the  Histories  of  Great 

Empires  for  its  Purity,  Goodness,  and  Greatness. 

ABOVE    ALL!!! 

A    Fearless    Devotion    to    Duty    and 
Unflinching  Truthfulness ! 

THE  QUEEN'S   PRIZE! 

The  conditions  laid  down  by  the  QUEEN  for  the  Prize  given 
by  HER  MAJESTY  to  the  Marine  Boys  are  these  :— 

Cheerful  Submission  to  Superiors;  Self-respect 
and  Independence  of  Character ;  Kindness  and 
Protection  to  the  Weak;  Readiness  to  Forgive 
Offence;  a  Desire  to  Conciliate  the  Differences 
of  Others;  and,  above  all,  Fearless  Devotion 
to  Duty,  and  Unflinching  Truthfulness. 

"  Such  principles,  if  evoked  and  carried  into  action,  would  produce  an  almost  perfect 
moral  character  IN  EVERY  CONDITION  OF  LIFE."— Smiles. 

SN  AI^PQPF  ARP    (    "  Come  the  corners  of  the  world  in  arms, 
n  rt  "^  ^  O  r  7^1^''  *-"  <       And  we  shall  shock  them ;  nought  shall  make  us  rue, 
AND     DUTY.  '       IF  England  to  Herself  do  rest  but  True." 

THE  PIVOT  OF  DUTY.— Sterling  Honesty  of  Purpose ;  without  It  Life  Is  a  sham. 

WHAT    HIGHER   DUTY    CAN    MAN    ATTAIN, 
THAN   CONQUEST   OVER   HUMAN  PAIN? 

TN  THE  BATTLE  OP  THIS  LIFE  ENO'S  "FBUIT  SALT"  is  an  imperative 
hygienic  need  or  necessary  adjunct.  It  keeps  the  blood  pure,  prevents  and  cures  fevers, 
acute  inflammatory  diseases,  and  removes  the  injurious  effects  of  stimulants,  narcotics  such  as 
alcohol,  tobacco,  tea,  coffee,  by  natural  means — thus  restores  the  nervous  system  to  its  normal 
condition,  by  preventing  the  great  danger  of  poisoned  blood  and  over-cerebral  activity,  sleep- 
lessness, irritability,  worry,  etc. 

SUPERIOR  TO  ALL  OTHER  SALINES.— "Dear  Sir— Having  taken  your 
'  FRUIT  SALT '  many  years.  I  think  it  right  to  tell  you  that  I  consider  it  a  most  invalu- 
able medicine,  and  far  superior  to  all  other  saline  mixtures.  I  am  never  without  a  bottle  of 
it  in  the  house.  It  possesses  three  most  desirable  qualities — pleasant  to  the  taste,  promptly 
efficacious,  and  leaves  no  unpleasant  after-effects. — A  Devonshire  Lady. — Jan.  25,  1889." 

"THE  GREAT  DANGER  OF  SUGAR,  PINK  OR  CHEMICALLY 
x  COLOURED  SHERBET.  Experience  shows  that  sugar,  pink  or  chemically 
coloured  sherbet,  mild  ales,  port  wine,  dark  sherries,  sweet  champagne,  liqueurs,  and  brandy 
are  all  very  apt  to  disagree,  while  light  wines  and  gin,  or  old  whisky,  largely  diluted  with  seltzer 
water,  will  be  found  the  least  objectionable.  ENO'S  "  FRUIT  SALT  "  is  peculiarly  adapted 
for  any  constitutional  weakness  of  the  liver.  It  possesses  the  power  of  reparation  when 
digestion  has  been  disturbed  or  lost,  and  places  the  invalid  on  the  right  track  to  health. 


CAUTION. 


-Examine  each  bottle,  and  see  that  the  Capsule  is  marked  "  Eno's  Fruit 
Salt,"     Without  it,  you  have  been  imposed  on  by  a  worthless  and  occa- 
sionally Poisonous  imitations. 

Sold  "by  all  Chemists.     Prepared  only  at 

ENO'S  "FRUIT  SALT"  WORKS,  LONDON,  S.E.,  BY  J.  C.  ENO'S  PATENT. 
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The  Captains'  Room,  &c.  With 
Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illus- 
trations by  Harry  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.  With  Frontispiece 
by  Charles  Green. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then 
With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
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Besant  (Walter),  continued — 

Herr  Paulus:  His  Rise,  his  Great- 
ness, and  his  Fall.  With  a  New 
Preface.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Fop  Faith  and  Freedom.  With 
Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F. 
Waddy.  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

To  Call  her  Mine,  &c.  With  Nine 
Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 

Fifty  Years  Ago.  With  137  full-page 
Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  16s. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 
With  Photograph  Portrait.  Second 
Edition.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Fiction.     Demy  8vo,  Is. 

New  Library  Edition  of 

Besant  and  Rice's  Novels. 

The  whole  12  Volumes,  printed  from 

new  type  on  a  large  crown  &vo  page, 

and  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  are  now 

ready,  price  Six  Shillings  each. 

I.  Ready- Money    Mortiboy.       With 

Etched  Portrait  of  James  Rice. 
S.  My  Little  Girl. 

3.  With  Harp  and  Crown. 

4.  This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

5.  The  Golden  Butterfly.  With  Etched 

Portrait  of  Walter  Besant. 

6.  The  Monks  of  Theiema. 

7.  By  Celia's  Arbour. 

8.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

9.  The  Seamy  Side. 

10.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft,  &c. 

11.  'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay,  &c. 

12.  The  Ten  Years'  Tenant,  &c. 

Betham-Edwards  (M.),Novels: 

Felicia.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 

post8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Kitty.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Bewick    (Thomas)     and     his 

Pupils.    By  Austin  Dobson.    With  95 
Illusts.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 
books. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1875  to  1887,  and  1889,  each  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1890.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.  Is.  [Preparing. 

Academy  Notes,  1875-79.  Complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  500  Fac- 
simile Illustrations.    Cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac- 
simile Illustrations.    Cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1885-89.  Complete 
in  One  Vol.,  with  about  600  Illustra- 
tions. Cloth  limp,  7s.  6d.  (flnly  a 
few  Copies  for  Sale.) 


Blackburn  (Henry),  continued— 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.    6d. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1889,  each  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1890.  With  nu- 
merous Illusts.    Is.  [Preparing. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 
With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 
Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87. 
With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

The  New  Gallery,  1888.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.    Is. 

The  New  Gallery,  1889.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations.     Is. 

The  English  Pictures  at  the  National 
Gallery.    114  Illustrations.    Is. 

The  Old  Masters  at  the  National 
Gallery.    128  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  Illustrated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallery.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  242 
Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 


The  Paris  Salon,  1890.  With3ooFac- 
simile  Sketches.    3s.         [Preparing. 

Blake  (William):  Etchings  from 

his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 

Blind. — The  Ascent   of   Man: 

APoem.  By  Mathilde  Blind.  Crown 
8vo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper, 
cloth  extra,  5s. 


Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Works  by  : 

English  Merchants:  Memoirs  in  Il- 
lustration of  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  With  numeroas  Illustra- 
tions.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Newspapers:  Chapters  in 
the  History  of  Journalism.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  25s. 

Bowers'(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.  each. 
Canters  In  Crampshire. 
Leaves    from  a  Hunting    Journal 
Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  originals. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  America. 

Savage  Life :  Adventures  of  a  Globe- 
Trotter. 


Chronicles     of      No-Man's      Land. 
Post  8vo,  illust,  boards,  2s, 
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Brand'sObservations  on  Popu- 

lar  Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte,  Works  by : 

Library  Edition,  Complete  in  Five 

Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cl.extra,  6s.  each. 
Bret     Harte's     Collected     Works: 

Library   Edition.     Arranged  and 

Revised  by  the  Author. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait, and  Introduction  by  Author. 

Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  CAMP.and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.  V.  Stories  —  Condensed 
N ovels,  ac. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 
Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introduc- 
tory Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  63, 

Bret  Harte's  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author's  Copyright  Edition. 
Printed  on  hand-made  paper  and 
bound  in  buckram.    Cr.  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With 
28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  Reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Sm.  4W,  bds.,  5s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  &c. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and 
other  Sketches. 

Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs's  Love  Story,  &c.) 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each ; 

cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Flip.  I      Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  {Shortly. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story. 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by : 
The  Reader's  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,    Plots,    and     Stories. 

Twelfth  Thousand.  With  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English 
Bibliography.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  7s.  6d. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  continued — 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra  Ys.  6d. 

Brewster  (Si  r~David),Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.    With  Plates. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  ol 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep- 
ler. With  Portraits. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith. 

BTIilabSavarin.— Gastronomy 

as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 
Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid-paper  and 
half-bound,  2s. 

Brydges.  —   Uncle     Sam    at 

Home.  By  Harold  Brydges.  Post 
8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Buchanan's  (Robert)  Works: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 

With   a   Frontispiece   by    Arthur 

Hughes. 
Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
The  Earthquake;  or,  Six  Days  and 

a  Sabbath. 
The  City  of  Dream:  An  Epic  Poem. 

With  Two  Illusts.  by    P.  Macnab, 

Second  Edition. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait,   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water.     |  The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Helrof  Linne. 

Rachel  Dene:  A  Romance.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo.  {.Shortly. 
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Burton  (Captain). — The  Book 

of  the  Sword :  Being  a  History  of  the 
Sword  and  its  Use  in  ali  Countries, 
from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton.  With  over  400  Illustra- 
tions.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

Burton  (Robert) : 

The   Anatomy   of    Melancholy.     A 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton's Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  64. 

Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 3s.  6d. each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

The  Deemster:  A  Romance  of  the 
Isle  of  Man. 

Cameron     (Commander). — 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince" 
Privateer.  By  V.  Lovett  Cameron, 
R.N..C.B.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. ; 
post8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Cameron     (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,   3s.   6d.   each 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyle  and  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapman's   (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Play's  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s.;  or  separately,  6s,  each. 


Chatto&  Jackson. — A  Treatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28s. 

Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.R  .  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6g. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.6d. 

Clodd. —  Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  "The  Story  of  Creation,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Cobban.— The  Cure  of  Souls  : 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Coleman. — Players  and  Play- 
wrights I  have  Known.  By  John 
Coleman.  Two  Vols,,  demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  24s. 

Collins  (Churton). — A  Mono- 
graph on  Dean  Swift.  By  J.  Chur- 
ton Collins.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
8s.  {Shortly. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,2s. 

Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 3s. 6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,    2s.  each. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 
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Collins    (Wilkie),    Novels    by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Antonina.  Illust.  by  Su-JohnGilbert. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J   Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  M aurier  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    Illust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor    Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ?    VPifh  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  Fildes  and  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated   by 

G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S.Reinhardt. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.   Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science:   A  Story  ol  the 

Presifc-t  Time. 
"  I  Say  Mo." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain.  Cheap  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Colman's    Humorous  Works: 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Colquhoun.— Every  Inch  a  Sol- 
dier: A  Novel.  By  M.  J.  Colquhoun. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Convalescent     Cookery :      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is, ;  cloth,  ls.6d. 


Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

by: 
Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.    Third 

Edition.    Two  Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with 

65  Illustrations,  28s. 
A  Necklace  of  Stories.     Illustrated 

by  W.  J.   Hennessy.    Square  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
Pine  and  Palm:    A  Novel.    Cheaper 

Ed.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  {Shortly. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by: 

Leo.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Copyright.  — A  Handbook  of 
English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of   England;    or.  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock. —  The  Prophet  of 
the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.     By 

Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8vo  illust.  bds.,  2s.    cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Cruikshank  (George): 
The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
HuMOURof  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jerrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon),Works 
by: 
Demy  8vq,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illusts. 
In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.     With  numerous  Illusts. 


Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a. 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  ' 


CHATTO  &-  WmDVS,  PICCADILLY. 


Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 
aldry; with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  

Cyples Hearts  of   Gold:    A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Daniel. —  Merrie    England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
shank.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet. — The  Evangelist ;    or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Davenant. — Hints  for  Parents 

on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  or 
Trade  for  their  Sons.  By  Francis 
Davenant,  M.A.  Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth 
limp,  IS.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp, 
Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide. 

Foods  for  the  Fat :  A  Treatise  on  Cor- 
pulency, andaDietary_for  its  Cure. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  3vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

Daylight     Land  1    The    Advent 

tures,  Humorous  and  Otherwise,  of 
Judge  John  Doe, Tourist;  Cephas  Pep- 
perell,  Capitalist ;  Colonel  Goffe, 
and  others,  in  their  Excursion  over 
Prairie  and  Mountain.  By  W.  H. 
Murray.  With  140  Illusts.  in  colours. 
Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

De  Mille. — A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.   |  Circe's  Lovers. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.   I  NicholasNickleby 
Pickwick  Papers.   |  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  sxtra,  6s. — Also 
a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the  May/air 
Library.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vanderi/oof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 


Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imi'ative, 
Realistic,    and    Dogmatic.     By   the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The    Reader's   Handbook   of    Allu- 
sions,    References,     Plots,      and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.     With  an  Appendix,  contain- 
ing a  Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Eleventh    Thousand.     Crown   Svo, 
1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.     Being    the    Appendices  to 
"The    Reader's   Handbook."   sepa- 
rately  printed.      By  the   Rev.   Dr. 
Brewer.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights.Players,  and  Playhouses 
■  of  the  U  nited  Kingdom  and  America, 

I  from  the    Earliest    to    the   Present 

J  Times.    By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 

.  A  thick  volume,  crown   Svo,   hali- 

!  bound,  12s.  Sd.  [In  preparation. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent, 
M.A.  Fifth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,7s.6d. 
The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 
Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographica 
Dictionary.  ByFRANCES  Hays.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  1    .  , 
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Diderot.— The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,  "  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.    Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6d. 

Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 
cities. 

Donovan     (Dick),     Detective 

Stories  by : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Man-hunter:  Stories  from  the 

Note-book  of  a  Detective. 
Caught  at  Last! 

Drama,    A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"  Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  8vo, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

D  ram  ati  sts,  T  h  e  O I  d .    Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations.withlntroductoryEssay 
by  A.C.Swinburne;  Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   One  Vol. 

Massinger's  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Dyer.  —  The     Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
6s. 

Edgcumbe.  —  Zephyrus  :     A 

Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River 
Plate.  By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe. 
With  41  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.  By 
Edward  EeeuSTON.  Post  8vo,  illust, 
boards,  2s. 


Early   English   Poets.    Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edwardes(Mrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Emanuel. — On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  Stones:  their  History  .Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Ewald   (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

Englishman's  House,  The:    A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.T.  Richardson.  Fourth  Edition. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly 
600  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Eyes;  Our:    How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,F.R.A.S.,&c.  Seventh 
Edition  (Twelfth  Thousand).  With 
70  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  Is. 

Familiar    Short    Sayings    of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Farrer  (James  Anson),  Works 

by: 
Military    Manners    and    Customs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
War:  Three  Essays,  Reprinted  from 

"  Military   Manners."     Crown  8vo, 

Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle: 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the  Royal   Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 

and  their  Relations  to  each  other : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the   Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Fin-Bee. —  The    Cupboard 

Papers :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art 

of  Making;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.  A  New  Edition,  Re- 
vised throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by : 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

A  Day's  Tour:  A  Journey  through 
France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches 
in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Draw- 
ings.   Crown  4to  picture  cover,  Is. 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburg  Diary.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.   |    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street 
Polly.    I    The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,   B.D.)  Com- 

plete  Poems :  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  Gs. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Frederic.  —  Seth's     Brother's 

Wife:  A  Novel.  By  Harold  Frederic, 
Post8vo,illust.  bds.,2s. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
%  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 


Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.each; 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  28.  each. 
One  by  One.          I    A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua.  1 

Olympia.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 
King  or  Knave:     A  Novel.    Cheaper 

Edition.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Romances  of  the  Law.    Frontispiece 

by  D.  H.  Friston.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Frenzeny  —  Fifty  Years  on  the 

Trail  :  The  Adventures  of  John  Y. 
Nelson,  Scout, Guide.and  Interpreter, 
in  the  Wild  West.  By  Harrington 
O'Reilly.  With  over  100  Illustrations 
by  Paul  Frenzeny.  Crown  8vo, picture 
cover,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Frere. — Pandurang    Hari  ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H. Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Friswell Oneof  Two:  ANovel. 

By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
Old  Showmen  and  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)   Royal    Guide 

to  the    London   Charities,  1888-9. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda- 
tion, Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c. 
Edited  by  John  Lane.  Published  An- 
nually.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is,  Sd. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them, 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  By  F.  G.  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  6s. 


Garrett.— The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex,,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 
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Gentleman's   Magazine  (The) 

for  1889.— Is.  Monthly.— In  addition 
to  the  Articles  upon  subjects  in  Litera- 
ture, Science,  and  Art,  for  which  this 
Magazine  has  so  high  a  reputation, 
"Table  Talk"  by  Sylvanus  Urban 
appears  monthly. 
* V*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  are 

kept  in  stock,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d. 

each  ;  Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's     Annual     (The). 

Published  Annually  in  November.  In 
picture  cover.  Demy  8vo,  Is.  The 
Annual  for  1889  is  written  by  T.  W. 
Speight,  Author  of  "  The  Mysteries  of 
Heron  Dyke,"  and  is  entitled  "  There- 
by  Hangs  a  Tale." 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  CruikShank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s-  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 
What     will      the 

World  Say? 
Queen      of      the 

Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 


The  Braes  of  Yar- 
row. 

A  Heart's  Prob- 
lem. 

TheGoldenShaft. 

Of  High  Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  continued — 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H. M.S.  "Pinafore" 
■ — The  Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury,  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
For  the  King.   |  InPasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  War. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
A  Hard  Knot.  |  Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money.  [Preparing, 

In  Honour  Bound.    Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke.  Costermonger 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains— The 
Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea —  Charitv  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  [urv. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb— 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


]  Glenny. — A    Year's    Work     in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  limp,  2s. 

Golden    Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.    Introduction  by  Sala, 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break 
fast  Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.    All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mont- 
gomery Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes.byT.M'CRiE.D.D, 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Saint  e-Beuve. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The  :  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gowing.    —   Five      Thousand 

Miles  in  a  Sledge:  A  Mid-winter 
Journey  Across  Siberia.  By  Lionel 
F.  Gowing.  With  a  Map  by  E.  Wel- 
ler  and  28  Illustrations.  Large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  [Shortly 
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Graham.  —   The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story,  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the.  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  Hueffer.  545  Illusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  large  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Greenaway   (Kate)    and    Bret 

Harte- The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
away,  Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.     Sm.  4to,  bds.,  5s. 


Greenwood  (Jamss), Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low-Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Greville  (Henry). — Nikanor  :  A 

Novel.  From  the  French  of  Henry 
Greville,  Author  of  "  Dosia,"  &c. 
With  S  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

Habberton   (John),    Author   of 

"  Helen's  Babies,"  Novels  by: 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  3d.  each. 
Brueton's  Bayou. 
Country  Luck. 

Hair    (The):    Its  Treatment   in 

Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6a. 

Hake   (Dr.   Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden    Ecstasy.      Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 

Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 
racter. By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Halliday. — Every-day    Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday,  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Handwriting,  The  philosophy 

of  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Hanky-Panky:    A  Collection  of 

Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H,  Cxemer.  With  200 
Illusts.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,4s.  Sd. 

Hardy    (Lady   Duffus).  —  Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story  By  Lady 
Duffus  Hardy.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bs.,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the 

Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "  Far  from  She  Madding 
Crowd."  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s 

Harwood. — The    Tenth    Eari. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by: 

Square  Svo,  cloth  sxtra,  3s.  each. 
The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured 

Frontispiece  and  numerous  Illusts. 
The  Art   of  Decoration.     With   au- 

merous  Illustrations. 
Chaucer   for    Children:    A   Golden 

Key.    With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 

and  numerous  Woodcuts. 


The  Art  of  Dress.  Witli  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  Svo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  jvoi 
cloth  limp,  2s.  8d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). — American 

Humorists:  Washington  Irving, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James 
Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.  By 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A.     Cr.  8vo.  33. 


Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  3d.  sach ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Stroma. 

Ellice  Quentln.     Dust. 
Fortune's  F001      Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MissCadogna      |  Love— or  a  Name. 

Mrs.     Gainsborough's      (Diamonds. 

Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera.  Clown 
Svo,  cloih  extra,  3s.  3d. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath   (F.    G.).  —  My    Garden 

Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 


Ivan  de  Blron:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 


Henderson.— Agatha  Page :   A 

Novel.  By  Isaajs  Henderson,  Author 
of  "  The  Prelate."  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Herman. — One  Traveller  Re- 
turns: A  Romance.  By  Henry  Her- 
man and  D.  Christie  Murray.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial- Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg  (Chevalier 
Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis :  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  South-West :  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  ioo  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  [In  preparation. 


Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings :  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns.  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Hoey. — The     Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey,  Post  8vo, illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 


Holmes  (O.Wendell), Works  by: 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. — Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hood  (Tom). — From  Nowhere 

to  the  North  Pole:  A  Noah's  Arkae- 
ological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Bruntom 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  7s.6cL 

Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hoo?er. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Horse  (The)  and  his  Rider:  An 

Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "  Thormanby." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hopkins — "  'Twixt   Love    and 

Duty:"  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Horne — Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 

in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Thorn  icroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That  other  Person. 
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Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hydrophobia:  an  Account  of  M. 

Pasteur's  System.  Containing  a 
Translation  of  all  his  Communications 
on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  the  latest  Statistical 
Results.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B., 
CM.  Edin.,  and  M.D.  Paris,  Commis- 
sioned by  the  Government  of  the 
Colony  of  Mauritius  to  study  M. 
Pasteur's  new  Treatment  in  Paris. 
With  7  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Indoor  Paupers.      By  One  of 

Them.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
cevalGraves.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s. 6d. 

James. — A    Romance    of    the 

Queen's  Hounds.  By  Charles  James. 
Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Janvier. — Practical    Keramics 

for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Nature  near"  London.    Crown  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The   Life  of  the   Fields.    Post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The   Open  Air.      Crown    8vo,  cloth 

extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The    Eulogy   of   Richard   Jefferies. 

By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Ed. 

Photo.  Portrait.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Lord      Tennyson:      A    Biographical 
Sketch.      With   a    Photograph-Por- 
trait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:   A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen    Garden:    The  Plants 
we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tions of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2n- 


Jeux   d'Esprit.      Collected   and 

Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

"John    Herring,"    Novels    by 
the  Author  of: 
Red  Spider.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust,  boards,  2s. 
Eve.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  FfS-A.),  Works~byl 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present ;  in- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans.Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries.      One  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)    Works,    With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephus.TheCompleteWorks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Kempt— Pencil    and    Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Keyser.— Cut  by  the  Mess:   A 

Novel.  By  Arthur  Keyser.  Cr.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d.  [Shortly. 

King  (~R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

Passion's  Slave.    Three  Vols.  Crown 

8vo. [Shortly. 

Kingsley   (Henry),  Novels   by: 

Oakshott    Castle.      Post   8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 
NumberSeventeen.  Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

K n ight.—  The  Patients  Vade 

Mecum:  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and  Edw.  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A 

Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the 
Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra;  63. 

Lamb  (Charles): 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."    Cr.8vo,cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.  Both  Series 
complete.  Post  8vo,  laid  paper, 
handsomely  half-bound,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Little  Essays :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters by  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
geralb.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lane's  Arabian   Nights. — The 

Thousand  and  One  Nights:  com- 
monly called,  in  England,  "  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
aCopy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane- Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 
The  Story  of  the    London  Parks. 
With  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by: 

Carols  of  Cockayne.  A  New  Edition, 
printed  on  fcap.  8vo,  hand-made 
paper,  and  bound  in  buckram,  Ss. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  HenryS.  Leigh.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp.  2s.  6d. 

Leys. — The  Lindsays:  A  Ro- 
mance of  Scottish  Life.  By  John  K. 
Leys.  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 

of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Linskill. — In   Exchange  for  a 

Soul.  By  Mary  Linskill,  Author  of 
"The  Haven  Under  the  Hill,"  &c. 
Cheaper  Edit.    Post  8vo,  ill ust.  bds,,2s. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  KembaM. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
"My  Love!"         |      lone. 
Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Longfellow's    Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 

Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in  Health 
and  Disease.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.     Cr.  8vo,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,2s.6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Lusiad     (The)    of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by : 

Teresa    Itasca,    and    other    Stories. 

CrOwn  8vo,  bound  in  canvas,  2s  6d. 
Broken  Wings.   With  Illusts. by  W.  J. 

Hennessy.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy    (Justin    H.,  1/1. p.), 

Works  by: 
An  Out  line  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 

from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Ireland  since  the  Union:   Sketches 

of  Irish  History  from  1798  to  1886. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 

Second    Edition,  revised.      Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Our   Sensation    Novel.      Edited  by 

Justin  H.  McCarthy.    Crown  8vo, 

Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Dolly:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture 

cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Hafiz  in  London.    Choicely  printed. 

Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
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McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),Works 

by: 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  ot  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each, 
—And  a  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  oi 
1886,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  II.  nearly  ready. 

Crown  8vo,   cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola :  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Llnley  Rochford. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

"The  Right  Honourable:"  A  Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Pkaed.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MacColl. —  Mr.      Stranger's 

Sealed  Packet:  A  New  Story  of 
Adventure.  By  Hugh  MacColl, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

MacDonald. — Works  of  Fancy 

and  Imagination.  By  George  Mac- 
donald,  LL.D.  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s. —  Vol.  1. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hidden 
Life. —  Vol.  2.  The  Disciple.  The 
Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of  Sonnets, 
Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3.  Violin  Songs. 
Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. 
A  Book  of  Dreams.  Roadside  Poems. 
Poems  for  Children.  Vol.  4.  Para- 
bles. Ballads.  Scotch  Songs. — 
Vols,  s  and  6.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie 
Romance. — Vol.  7.  The  Portent. — 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant's  Heart.  Shadows. —  Vol.  g. 
Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden  Key. 
The  Carasoyn.  Little  Daylight. — 
Vol.  10.  The  Cruel  Painter.  The 
Wowo'  Rivven.  The  Castle.  The 
Broken  Swords.  The  Gray  Wolf. 
Uncle  Cornelius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattern  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes    and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor,  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Mackay. — Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D,  Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 
of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters ; 
with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo, cloth  extra,  7s. 6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illusts.  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid, 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations    by  T.   R.   Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 


Magician's  Own   Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Magic    Lantern   (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directisns  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustrations 
Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Magna  Charta.    An  exact  Fac- 

simile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper 
3  feet  by  z  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,   5s. 
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Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;   post  8vo, 
picture  boards,  2s. 
Open  !  Sesame! 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 

Massinger's  Plays.     From  the 

Text  of  William  Giffoed.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman. — Half    a    Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

Matthews.— A  Secret  of  the 

Sea,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavier  de  Maistre.  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 
from  1800  to  1870.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  "  Burton's  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy." 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  —  The  Princess— 
The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing :  Broken 
Hearts  — Engaged—  Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 
—The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  II- 
lustrated  by  j.  Gordon  Thomson, 


Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic;  or,  Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.     Small  4to,  in  parchment,  8s. 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Man     Hunter    (The)  :     Stories 

from  the  Note-book  of  a  Detective.  By 
Dick  Donovan.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2S.  6d. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.  each. 
The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 

Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 

the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and 

numerous  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 

Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by  F. 

A.  Fraser. 
The  Gilded  Age.    By  Mark  Twain 

and    Charles    Dudley    Warner. 

With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
A  Yankee  at  the   Court    of   King 

Arthur.    With  250  Illustrations  by 

T.  Beard.  [Shortly. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (illustrated), 
7s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo  (without  Illus- 
trations), illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or,  The  New 
Pilgrim's  Progress :  "  Mark  Twain's 
.     Pleasure  Trip." 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
With  in  Illustrations. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.     With  314  Illusts. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  30c 
Illustrations. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble. 


The   Stolen    White    Elephant,    &c. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth   extra,  6s.;    post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Marlowe's   Works.     Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued — 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 
Law.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood.  [Leigh, 

Jeux  d'Esprlt.    Edited  by  Henry  S. 

True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women.  By 
E.  Lynn  Linton.  [Macgregor. 

Pastimes  and  Players.     By  Robert 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By 
W.  H.  Mallock. 

New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

P'tck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.  Cholmonde- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell.  Illustrated  by 
George  Du  Maurier. 

Muses  of  Mayfair  Edited  by  H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims.  By 
H.  A.  Page. 

Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Punlana.  By  Hon.  H.  Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 
Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 

By  Stream  and  Sea  By  William 
Senior. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.    By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


Mayhew. — London  Characters 
and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With  nume- 
rous Musts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 

sand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.CP.  Lond.    Cr. 8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Menken.— Infelicia:   Poems  by 

Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  A  New  Edi- 
tion, with  a  Biographical  Preface,  nu- 
merous Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis 
and  F.  O.  C.  Darley,  and  Facsimile 
of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens. 
Beautifully  printed  on  small  4to  ivory 
paper,  with  red  border  to  each  page, 
and  handsomely  bound.    Price  7s.  6d. 

Mexican     Mustang     (On     a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the  Rio 
Grande.  A  New  Book  of  American  Hu- 
mour. By  A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy. 
Knox,  Editors  of  "Texas  Sittings." 
With265  Illusts^Cr^v^cl.extra,  7s.6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Nbvels~by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Touch  and  Go.     |     Mr.Dorillion. 


Miller.  —  Physiology    for    the 

Young:  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health  With 
numerous  Musts.  By  Mrs.  K  Fenwick 
Miller.   Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.     Rules  for 

the  Management  of  the  Skin;  with 

Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths, &c. 

The  Bath  In  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 

to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

M  into— Was  She  Good  or  Bad  ? 

A  Romance.  By  William  Minto. 
Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Hathercourt    Rectory.      Post    8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
That    Girl    in    Black.     Crown    8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Moncrieff.  —  The   Abdication; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A.R.A.,Colin  Hunter, 
A.R.A.,  R.  Macbeth,  A.R.A.,  and  Tom 
Graham,  R.S.A.  Large  4to,  bound  in 
buckram,  21s. 

Moore  (Thomas) Prose  and 

Verse,  Humorous,  Satirical, and  Senti- 
mental, byTHOMAS  Moore;  with  Sup- 
pressed Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of 
Loud  Byron  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  R. Herne  Shepherd. 
With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.6d. 

Muddock.— Stories  Weird  and 

Wonderful.  By  J.  E.  Muddock.  Author 
of  "  A  Wingless  Angel,"  &c.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards.  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Murray   (D.  Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8 vo.cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Life's  Atonement.  I A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat.  |  Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  I     Hearts. 

Val  Strange.  |     Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.  With  Three  Illus- 
trations by  A.  McCormick.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6s.— Cheaper  Edition, 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  By  D. 
Christie  Murray  and  Henry  Her- 
man.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.  By  D. 
Christie  Murray  and  Henry  Her- 
man.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

[Preparing. 
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Novelists. —  Half-Hours    with 

the  Best  Novelists  of  the  Century  : 

ChoiceReadings  from  he  finest  Novels. 
Edited,  with  Critical  and  Biographical 
Notes,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell. 
Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.    [Preparing. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N,  E. 
Davies.L.R.C.P.  Cr.8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

O'Connor. — LordBeaconsfield: 

A  Biography.  ByT.  P.O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Unforeseen. 
Chance P  or  Fate?  [Preparing, 

Ohnet.  —  Doctor  Rameau:  A 

Novel.  By  Georges  Ohnet,  Author  of 
"The  Ironmaster,"  &c.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  9  Illus- 
trations by  E.  Bayard.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

O'Reilly. — Phoebe's   Fortunes: 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'Shaughnessy  (A.),  Poems  by : 
Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 

)      extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.      Fcap.   8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,10s.  6d. 

Quida,  Novels    by.    Crown  8vo, 

clotti  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage, 
tdalia. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
TwoLittleWooden 

Shoes. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 


Pascarel. 

Signa.      I  Ariadne. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I     Bimbl. 
Piplstrello. 
In  Maremma. 
A     Village     Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.  pne. 
Princess  Naprax- 
Othmar. 


O  u  1  da — continued. 
Guilderoy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.  {Preparing. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,5s. 
Cheaper  Edition,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  Portrait.  Post8vo,cl.limp,2s.6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Parliamentary  Elections  and 

Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  "  Rowlandson  and  his  Works," 
*'  The  Life  of  Gillray,"  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illus- 
trations, 7s.  6d.  [Preparing. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medical 
Advice.  By  W.  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and 
E.Knight.L.R.C.P.  Cr.8vo,ls.;cl,  1/6. 

Paul  Ferroll :  why  he  Killed  his 

Wife.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Payn      (James),     Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  |    High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

From  Exile.     |    The  Canon's  Wardj 

Holiday  Tasks.  I  Glow-worm  Tales. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Kit:  A  Memory.    |    Carlyon's  Year. 

Walter's  Word. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck'sTutor.l  Murphy's  Master; 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
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Payn  (James),  continued — 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
For  Cash  Only. 

What  He  Cost  Hen.  |  Cecil's  Tryst. 
Fallen  Fortunes.    I  Halves. 
A  County  Family.  ]  At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's  /engeance. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
The  Foster  Brothers.  |  Found  Dead. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Humorous  Stories. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Marine  Residence. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Mirk  Abbey.  |  Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
In    Peril    and  Privation:    Stories  of 

Marine  Adventure  Re-told.    With  17 

Illustrations. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge.    With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 

Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple7~By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Pears. — The  Present  Depres- 
sion in  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears"  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
Goadby  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.     Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  63.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.   With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of    Mayfair.       Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Phelps"(E7Stuart),  Works  byf 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each.  I 
Beyond  the  Gates.     By  the  Author 

of  "The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.  With  Twenty- 
two  Illustrations  by  C.  W.  Reed. 
Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cl.  Is.  6d. 

Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by: 

Trooping  with  Crows.     Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Lady  Lovelace.     Post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6d. 


Planche  (J.   R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry  Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d, 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.    Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-) "The 

Right  Honourable:"  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  |      The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Princess  Olga— Radna ;  or,  The 

Great  Conspiracy  of   1881.      By  the 
Princess  Olga.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Proctor  (Rich.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6d. 
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Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,3s.6d. 
each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Peg  Wofflngton.  Illiigtrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il- 
lustrated by  G.  I.  Pinwell. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  allTrades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A.,andC.  Keene. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  IUust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.R.Aj,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul   Play.     Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A. , 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.RA. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crauford.  [Couldery. 

A    Woman-Hater.    Illust.    by  Thos. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance.  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 
Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 

The  J  i  It,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  Joseph  Nash. 

Readlana.  With  a  Steel-plats  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 


Bible  Characters :  Studies  of  David, 
Nehemiah,  Jonah,  Paul,  &c.  Fcap. 
8vo,  leatherette.  Is. 

Reader's  Handbook  (The)  of 
Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by : 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

50  Illustrations. 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 

andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 


Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets'  Birds. 
The  Poets'  Beasts. 
The  Poets  and   Nature:     Reptiles, 
Fishes,  and  Insects.  [Preparing. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 
Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The ;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated . 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star," 
&c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe, 
and  Sketches  of  Maritime  Life. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy :  A  Novel.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo.  [Shvttly. 
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Sala— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex.  3s.6d. 

Saunders  (John),   Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.   I    Sebastian. 

Joan  Merryweather.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Gideon's  Rock.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Science-Gossip  for  1889:  An 

Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange 
for  Students  and  Lovers  of  Nature. 
Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.Taylor,  F.L.S..&C 
Devoted  to  Geology,  Botany,  Phy- 
siology, Chemistry,  Zoology,  Micros- 
copy, Telescopy,  Physiography,  &c. 
Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  5s.  per  year, 
post  free.  Vols.  I .  to  XIX.  may  be 
had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and  Vols.  XX.  to 
date,  at  5s.  each.  Cases  for  Binding, 
Is.  6d.  each. 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play, 
and  the  Highlands  and  Highlanders 
of  Bavaria.  With  Map  and  37  Illusts. 

Walks  in  Algiers  and  its  Surround- 
ings.   With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts. 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Illusts.,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out:  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations ;  with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."  By  W.H.Cremer.  30oIllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts.Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew. 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer,    With  soo  Illustrations, 


"Secret  Out"  Series— continued. 
Magician's  Own  Book:  Performance? 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.   200  Illustrations. 

Senior. — By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  W. Senior.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s.6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Shakespeare: 
The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 
Shakespeare  for  Children:  Taies 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.MoyrSmith.    Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

Sharp. — Children  of  To-mor- 
row :  A  Novel.  By  William  Sharp. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Sheridan(General) Personal 

Memoirs  of  General  P.  H.  Sheridan : 

The  Romantic  Career  of  a  Great 
Soldier,  told  in  his  Own  Words.  With 
22  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations,  27 
Maps  and  numerous  Facsimiles  of 
Famous  Letters.  Two  Vols,  of  500 
pages  each,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Sheridan: — 

Sheridan's   Complete  Works,  with 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 
Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals 
and  The  School  for  ScandaL 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  iofull-page  Illusts. 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 
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Shelley. — TheCompleteWorks 

in  Verse  and  Prose  of  Percy  Bysshe 
Shelley.  Edited,  Prefaced  and  Anno- 
tated by  R.  Herne  Shepherd.  Five 
Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  An  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  The 
Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nichol- 
son ;  Shelley's  Correspondence  with  Stock- 
dale;  The  Wandering  Jew  (the  only  complete 
version)  ;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes ; 
Alastor,  and  other  Foems ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 

Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  (as  originally  pub- 
lished, instead  of  the  emasculated  "  Revolt 
of  Islam") ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo 
(from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  Swellfoot  the 
Tyrant  (from  the  copy  in  the  Dyce  Library 
at  South  Kensington) ;  The  Witch  of  Atlas  ; 
Epipsychidion;  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by 
Mrs.  SHELLEY  in  1824  and  1839 ;  The  Masque 
of  Anarchy  i  from  Shelley  s  manuscript) ;  and 
other  Pieces  not  brought  together  in  the  ordi- 
nary editions. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Rdrnances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St. 
Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A 
Refutation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt, 
and  some  Minor  v^  ritings  and  Fragments. 

Vol.  II.  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley,  and  first  published  in  1840.  with 
the  addition  of  some  Minor  Pieces  of  great 
interest  and  rarity,  including  one  recently 
discovered  bv  Professor  DOWDEN.  With  a 
Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  exhaustive 
Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols,, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Signboards:  Their  History. 
Wtb  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
rioTTEN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.  [Shortly. 

Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover,  ls.ea.;  cl.,  ls.6d.ea. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader-: 
].  emt;  Readinss  and  Recitations  in 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his 
own  Works  by  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.    In  One  Volume. 


Sister  Dora:  A  Biography.    By 

Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi- 
tion, Revised,  with  additional  Chap- 
ter, a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic- 
ture cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley. — A   Match    in    the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by : 

The  Prince  of  Argolls:  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  6d. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch. 
With  Illustrations.     Small  8vo,  6s. 

Society    in     London.       By    A 

Foreign  Resident.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Society  out  of  Town.    By  A 

Foreign  Resident,  Author  of  "  So- 
ciety in  London."  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s.  [Preparing. 

Society  in   Paris:   The  Upper 

Ten  Thousand.  By  Count  PaulVasili. 
Trans,  by  Raphael  Ledos  de  Beau- 
fort. Cr.  8vo,  ol.  ex.,  6S.    [Preparing. 

Somerset.— Songs    of   Adieu. 

By  Lord  Hf.ni  y  Somerset.  Small 
4to,  Japanese  vf  Hum,  6s. 

Speight  (T  W.),  Novels  by: 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  M  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d  ;    post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

Wife  or  No  WifeP  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  Is.  6d. 

A  Barren  Title.   Crown  8vo,cl.,  Is.  6d. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

By  Devious  Ways;  and  A  Barren 
Title.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon- 

ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr. 8vo,cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Spenser  for  Children.     By  M. 

H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  410,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
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Stageland  :  Curious  Habits  and 

C  stoms  of  its  Inhabitants.  By  Jerome 
K.  Jerome.  Wi  h  64  Illustrations  by 
J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Fcap.4to, illustrated  cover, 3s.6d. 

Starry  Heavens,  The:  A  Poeti- 
cal Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6(1. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess.  With  an  Analysis  of  the 
Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Stedman  (E.  C),  Works  by: 

Victorian  Poets.   Thirteenth  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
The  Poets  of  America.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  9s. 

Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 

ANovel.  ByROBERTARMITAGESTERN- 

dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s  6d.;post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Stevenson  (R.Louis),  Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Travels    with    a     Donkey    in    the 

Cevennes.    Seventh  Edition.   With 

a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
An  Inland  Voyage.     Third   Edition. 

WithFrontispiece  byWALTERCRANE. 

Cr.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Third  Edition. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece. 
The  Merry  Men.     Second  Edition. 
Underwoods:  Poems.    Fourth  Edit. 
Memories  &  Portraits.  Second  Ed. 
Virginibus    Puerisque,     and     other 

Papers.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
New  Arabian  Nights.   Tenth  Edition. 
Prince  Otto  :  Sixth  Edition. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.    post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Strange  Manuscript  (A)  found 

In  a  Oopper  Cylinder.  With  19  full- 
page  migrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul. 
Third  Edition.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5g. 


Strange    Secrets.      Told     by 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  Florence  Mar- 
ry at,  James  Grant,  A.  Conan  Doyle, 
Dutton  Cook,  and  others.  With  3 
Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert, 
William  Small,  W.  J.  Hennessy, 
&c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c, 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  Wm.Hone.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s. 8d. 

Suburban      Homes     (The)    of 

London :  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates,  and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s  6d. 

S~wlft~(bean) :— 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and 
Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the  Origi- 
nal Edition  of  "  Gulliver's  Travels." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Monograph  on  Dean  Swift.  By 
J.  Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  8s. \_ShortlyL 

Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by: 
Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 

of  Algernon   Charles  Swinburne. 

Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard.     A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  7S. 
Poems  and  Ballads.     First  Series. 

Cr.  8vo,  9s.     Fcap.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Cr.  8vo,  9s.    Fcap.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Third  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  3vo,Is, 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s. 6d. 
Bothwell:  ATragedy.   Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :   An  Essay.    (See 

Vol.  II.  of  Geo.  Chapman's  Works.) 

Crown  Svo,  6S. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  8vo,  Ss. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Erechtheus:  ATragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Songsof  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  Svo.  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram    of    Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.     Crown  8vo,  9s. 
ACentury  of  Roundels.  Small  410,  8s. 
A    Midsummer   Holiday,  and   other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Marino  Faliero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.    Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Locrine:  ATragedy.    Crown8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.  Cr.  Svo,  7s 
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Symonds. — Wine,  Women,  and 

Seng:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.    Small  8vo,  parchment,  63. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
Hotten.  Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Taine's    History    of    English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15a. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)   Diversions 

of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants :  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece  and  ioo  Illust. 

Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them :  A  Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

The  Playtime  Naturalist.  With  366 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Taylor's      (Tom)       Historical 

Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,"  "Plot  and  Passion." 
One  Vol.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
\*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 
rately^ Is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord) :  A  Biogra- 
phical Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 

dotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading'.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thames. — A  New  Pictorial  His- 
tory of  the  Thames,  from  its  Source 
Downwards.  A  Book  for  all  Boating 
Men  and  for  all  Lovers  of  the  River. 
With  over  300  Illusts.  Post  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels   by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisle. 

The  Violin-Player, 


Thomas  (M.).— A  Fight  for  Life : 

A  Novel.    By  W.  Moy  Thomas.    Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury(Walter),Worksby: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner's  Original 
Drawings. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Old  Stories  Re-told. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.    With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.    With  nearly  50  Illusts. 

Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |    Marlon  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
John  Caldigate.  |  American  Senator 

Trollope(FrancesE.), Novels  by 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel's  Progress.  I  Anne  Furness. 

Trollope(T.A.). — Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Trowbridge. — Farnell's  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Turgenieff.  —   Stories      from 

Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turge- 
nieff,  and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (C.  C7~Fraser-)7—  Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  |  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Saint  Mungo's  City.  |  Lady  Bell. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

Buried  Diamonds. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Disappeared.  |  TheHuguenot Fanii ly 
The    Blackhall    Ghosts:    A   Novel. 
Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.  Three 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

VTTiar~i^A~Double  Bond7~ByLi 

Villari.  Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Walford  (Ed w.,  M.A.),Works  by : 

The  County  Familiesof  the  United 
Kingdom  (1 889).  Containing  Notices 
of  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage, 
Education,  &c,  of  more  than  12,000 
distinguished  Heads  of  Families, 
their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presump- 
tive, the  Offices  they  hold  or  have 
held,  their  Town  and  Country  Ad- 
dresses, Clubs,  &c.  Twenty-ninth 
Annual  Edition.    Cloth  gilt,  50S. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1889).  Con- 
taining in  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  is. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1389). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  ot 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Datss  of 
Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  ;1889).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1889).  Containing  List  of  all  Mem- 
bers of  Parliament,  their  Town  and 
Country  Addresses,  &c.  32mo,  cl.,  Is. 

The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet- 
age, Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1889).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Haunted  London.  By  WalterThorn- 
bury.  Edit,  bv  Edward  Walford, 
M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt, 
F.S.A.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Sd. 


Walton  andCotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation ;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  73. 6d. 

Walt    Whitman,  Poem3  by. 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A. 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo,  printed  on  hand. 
made  paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  Ss. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  8d.  each. 

Wanderings  In  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich- Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle, 

Merrie  England  In  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  O'd 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.    With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  3ehind  the  Scenes  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdo;e3  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  HDuses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 

The  Genial  Showman  :  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Hingston.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Park3. 
By  Jacob  Larwood.     With  Illusts. 

London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.    Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 
Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (16H8 
to  1847).    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 

Summer  Cruising  In  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 
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Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  "  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrants,  &c.  :— 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  op  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  Dy  14m.  Price  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.    Price  2s. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
ot  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.    Price  5s, 

Wayfarer,  The :  Journal  of  the 
Society  of  Cyclists.  Published  at  in- 
tervals. Price  Is.  The  Numbers  for 
Oct.,  1886,  Jan.,  May,  and  Oct.,  1887, 
and  Feb..  1888,  are  now  ready. 

Weather7How  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vc,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is,  6d. 

Westropp. — Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain ;  or,  History  ot 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  01 
Marks.    Crown  8vc,  cloth  limp,  4s.  bd. 

Whist.  —  How    to    Play~~SoT6 

Whist:  Its  Method  and  Principles 
Explained,  and  its  Practice  Demon- 
strated. With  Illustrative  Specimen 
Hands  in  red  and  black,  and  a  Revised 
and  Augmented  Code  of  Laws.  By 
Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles  F. 
Pardon  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.j;d. 

Whistfer's(Mr.)  "Ten  o'clock." 

Crown  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown 
paper,  Is. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by: 
Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  Darwinian  and  Allied 
Theories  of  Development.  3rd  ed. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex., with  259  Illusts.,  7s  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre- 
face.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts., 6s. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  Il- 
lusts.   Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

Witch,  Warlock, and  Magician  : 

A  Popular  History  of  Magic  and  Witch- 
craft in  England  and  Scotland.  By 
W.  H.  Davenport  Adams.  Demy8vo, 
cloth  extra,  12s. [Shortly. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biogra- 
phical Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wood. — Sabina:  A  Novel.     By 

Lady  Wood.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Wood  (H.F.),  Detective  Stories; 

The  Passengerfrom  Scotland  Yard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.;  post8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Woolley. — Rachel  Armstrong; 

or,  Love  and  Theology.  By  Celia 
Parker  Woolley.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Words,    Facts,   and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheapei  issue, 
cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  &c. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 

Castaway. 
Land  at  Last,  |  The  Forlorn  Hope 
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NEW   NOVELS  AT 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  By  Walter 
Besant.    Three  Vols.  [Shoitly. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy.  By  W.  Clark 
Russell.    Three  Vols.  [Shortly. 

Passion's  Slave.  By  Richard  Ashe 
King.    Three  Vols.  [Shortly. 

Rachel  Dene.  By  Robert  Buchanan. 
Two  Vols.  [Shortly. 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe,  &c. 
By  W.  Clark  Russell.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  6s.  [Shortly. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.  By  D.Christie 
Murray  and  Henry  Herman.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  6S.  [Shortly. 


ALL   LIBRARIES. 

Strange  Secrets.  Told  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald, &c.  With  8  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Doctor  Rameau.  By  Georges  Ohnet. 
Nine  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65. 

Children  of  To-morrow.  By  William 
Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6S. 

Nikanor.  From  the  French  of  Henry 
Greville.  With  Eight  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.  By 
Hugh  MacColl,  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  5a. 


THE   P1CCAD 

Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors, 
crown  8vo,  cloth 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN 
HERRING." 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Philistia. 

For  Maimie'    Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY    WALTER   BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster.   |    Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
Herr  Paulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water.        I    The  New  Abelard 
Matt.  I    Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  cf  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 

Juliet's  Guardian.   |   Deceivers  Ever, 


ILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

BY   MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.   |   Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel 'sDaughter 
The    Black   Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius- 
The      Legacy     of 

Cain. 


Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 

BY  DUTTON    COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY    WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BET  HAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua.      I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave  ? 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl, 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray. 

What  will  the  World  SayP 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

Of  High  Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. 

Elliee  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 
BY  SIR  A.  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron.    * 

BY  ISAAC  HENDERSON. 

Agatha  Page. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  P 
"My  Love!" 
lone. 
Paston  Carew. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONZLL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels   continued — 
BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

Open  !  Sesame ! 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

Life's  Atonement.         Coals  of  Fire. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.  Hearts. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY  QUID  A. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil    Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
ADog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess  Naprax- 

ine. 

BY  MARGARET  A 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN, 


TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma 

Othmar. 

Guildcroy. 

PAUL. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 

berd. 
Less    Black   than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
From  Exile. 


A   Grape  from   a 

Thorn. 
Some      Private 

Views. 
TheCanon'sWard. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
In   Peril   and   Pri- 
vation. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The    Mystery    of 
Mirbridge. 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |    The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  |     Peg  Wofflngtotl. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  I     Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation 
The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readiana. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
The  Jilt. 

Good    Stories    of    Men    and    other 
Animals. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman.        |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  In  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I     Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       I    Sebastian. 

BY  T.    W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Malsle.  I  Cresslda. 
The  Violin  Player.  


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now. 

Frau  Frohmann.    I    Marion  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.     |  Mabel's  Progress. 
BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  |  Saint  Mungo'sCity. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

Lady  Bell.  |   Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
BY  THE  A  UTHOR  OF"MEHALAH." 
Red  Spider. 

BY  EDMOND  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.    I      Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Strange  Stories. 
Philistia. 
Babylon. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Malmle's  Sake. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT  &  J.  RICE 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
•Twas  In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  In  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Glbeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 


POPULAR    NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.     |     Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |  Flip. 

Maruja.    |    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

BY  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


The     Martyrdom 

of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 
TheHeirof  Linne 


The    Shadow    of 

the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
ASonofHagar.  |  The  Deemster. 
BY  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MAC  LA  REN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY   WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonlna, 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts, 


My  Miscellanies, 
Woman  in  White, 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
Wilkie  Collins,  continued. . 


Miss  op  Mrs.  P 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 


The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 


BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  From  Midnight  to 
Transmigration.    |      Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |     Frances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN, 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

BY  MONCURE  D.  CONWAY. 
Pine  and  Palm. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  |  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  C.  EGBERT, CRADDOCK. 
The   Prophet  of  the    Great    Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES   DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |    Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.   |  Nicholas  Nickleby 

BY  DICK  DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter. 
Caught  at  Last ! 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Point  of  Honour.  |     Archie  Lovel I. 
BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I         Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

°XVBY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.       |   Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotson. 
Polly.  I    Fatal  Zero. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympla.  I    Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  I    A  Real  Queen. 

BY  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT, 
The  Cape!  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY   CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  The  Flower  of  the 

For  Lack  of  Gold.        Forest. 
What     will      the   Braes  of  Yarrow. 
World  Say?  The  Golden  Shaft. 

In  Love  and  War.   Of  High  Degree. 
For  the  King.  Mead  and  Stream. 

In  PasturesGreen    Loving  a  Dream. 
J   Queen  of  the  Mea-   A  Hard  Knot, 
dow.  Heart's  Delight. 

A  Heart's  Problem    Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

BY   WILLIAM   GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  |   James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFVS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY   THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Stroma 

ElliceQuentin.        |  Dust. 
Fortune's  Fool.      I  Beatrix  Randolph. 
MissCadogna.        |  Love — or  a  Name. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

BYSIR  ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 
'Twlxt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thorn  icroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self  Condemned.  |  That  other  Person 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle 

BY  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

BY  MARY  LINSKILL. 
In  Exchange  for  a  Soul. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
1  The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dunclas. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

E.  Lynn  Linton,  continued — 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord?  |  Paston  Carew. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love."  |      lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyoe. 

by  justin  McCarthy. 


MissMisanthrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The   Comet  of  a 

Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain 
The    Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's 
Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Roohford. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.         |      Lost  Rose. 

BY   W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 


Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 


Open!   Sesame. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild 
Oats. 

BY  J.  MASTERMAN, 
•Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       I      Mr.  Dorilliotl. 

BY  MRS.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

BY  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
ALife'sAtonement    Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
By  theGateof  the 
Val  Strange.  [Sea. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 


Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human 
Nature. 

First  Person  Sin- 
gular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance?  or  Fate.0 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.       |   The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 
Held  In  Bondage.     TwoLittleWooden 


Strath  more, 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Cast  I  e- 

malne's  Gage. 
Tricotrin.  |  Puck. 
Folle  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pas  care  I. 
Signa.  [ine. 

Princess   Naprax- 
ln  a  Winter  City. 


Shoes. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village  Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi.  |  Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and 
Pathos. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Marine  Residence. 
Married    Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not    Wooed,     but 

Won 
Less    Black    than 

We're   Painted. 
By   Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High    Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
From  Exile. 
A   Grape   from   a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit:  A  Memory. 
The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks- 
Glow-worm  Tales 


Lost  Sir  Massing 
berd. 

APerfect  Treasure 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County   Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffarcls  of  Clyffe 

The  FamilyScape- 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her 

Humorous  Stories 

Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 

Like   Father,  Like 
Son. 

BY  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentlna.  |    The  Foreigners 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to    Mend. 

Hard  Cash.  |    Peg  WofHngton 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

Foul   Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Simpleton.  I      A  Woman-Hater. 

Readiana.  |      The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good     Stories     of    Men    and    other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

Weird  Stories.     |      Fairy  Water. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
BY  F.    W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY   W.  CLARK  RUSSELL 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape- 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman.  |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather.  |  The  High  Mills. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Heart  Salvage.    |   Sebastian. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells.l  Mary  Jane  Married. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Tales  of  To-day. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  |  By  Devious  Ways. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.    |  PrinceOtto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |     Proud  Malsle. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. |  John  Cald igate 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.     |  Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  J.T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer.     |    A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
APIeasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
Huckleberry  Finn.  [of  Europe. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

BY  C.C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass.l  Buried  Diamonds 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Lady  Belt.     |    Noblesse  Oblige- 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline  |  Disappeared 
The  Huguenot  Family. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

BY  H.  F.  WOOD. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sab  in  a. 

BY  CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong;  or,Love&Theology. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 

Castaway. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald, 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds; 

By  Charles  James. 
Trooping  with  Crows.  ByC.L.  Pirkis 
The  Professor's  Wife.  By  L.  Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.  By  Linda  Villarl 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden  that    Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 
Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  ByE.S.PHELPS. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.  ByE.S.PHELPS. 
Our   Sensation    Novel.     Edited  by 

Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  ditto.  [worth. 

That  Girl  in  Black.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad  P  ByW.MiNTO. 
Bible  Characters.  By  Chas.  Reade. 
TheDagonet  Reciter.  ByG.R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims- 


I.  06DEM  AND  CO,  LIMITED,  PRINTERS,  GREAT  SAFFRON   HILL,  E.C. 


UNPARALLELED  SUCCESS 

OF   THE 

"WHITE"  SEWINC  MACHINES. 


Highest  Award  at  the  International  Sewing  Machine 

Exhibition,  London,  1887. 

Daily  Sales  exceed  1,000  Machines. 

Machines  for  Hand  or  Treadle  use,  or  both  combined. 

Written  Guarantee  for  Five  Years. 

All  Machines  have  Latest  Valuable  Improvements. 

Machines  sent  subject  to  approval. 

Samples  of  Worlc  &  Price  Lists  free  on  application 


"WHITE"  SEWING  MACHINE  COMPANY, 

48,  Holborn  Viaduct,  London,  E.C. 

[Cameron.] 


"REVOLUTION" 

IN   THE   PRICE  OF  TEA. 

BARBER  &   COMPANY 

ARE  NOW  ENABLED  TO  OFFER  TO  THE  PUBLIC 

A    Good,   Pure,   Pungent    Leaf  Congo,    named 


Per  lb. 


PACKOO ! ! 


UNEQUALLED  AT  THE  PRICE. 


Per  lb. 


Superseding  Everything  Hitherto  Offered  at  the  Price, 

274,  REGENT  CIRCUS,  OXFORD  STREET,  W 
61,  Bishopsgate  St.,  E.C.,  102,  Westbourne  Grove,  London,  W. 

ETC.      ETC.      ETC. 


Freedom,  from  Coughs  in  10  minutes  toy  ASTHMA 

CONSUMPTION, 

BRONCHITIS, 

COLDS 

Are  INSTANTLY  RELIEVED  and  RAPIDLY  CURED  by 
DR.  LOCOCK'S  WAFERS,  WHICH  TASTE  PLEASANTLY. 

15,293  Cures  have  been  published  in  the  LAST  TEAR  of  Asthma,  Consumption,  Bron- 
chitis, Coughs,  Colds,  Pains  in  the  Chest,  Phlegm,  Shortness  of  Breath,  and  all  disorders  of 
the  Breath,  Throat,  and  Lungs— Hysterical,  Nervous,  Rheumatic,  and  Heart  Complaints. 
To  Singers  and  Public  Speakers.  The?  rapidly  remove  all  hoarseness,  and  wonder- 
fully increase  the  power  and  flexibility  of  the  Voice. 
Sold  at  13  Ud„  2s.  9d-,  4s.  6d.,  and  lis.  per  box,  by  all  Druggists.        


Established  1835. 


WHELPTON'S 

PILLS. 


THE  BEST  FAMILY  MEDICINE 

Recommended  for  Disorders  of  the 
Head,  Chest,  Bowels,  Liver  &  Kidneys ; 

ALSO  FOR 

Rheumatism,  Ulcers  &  Skin  Diseases. 


WHELPTON'S 

HEALING  OINTMENT 

The  Best  Remedy  for 
Burns,  Scalds,  Ulcers  &  all  SkinDiseases 

y\d.,  is.  iid.  and  2s.  gd., 

of  all  Chemists. 

Free  by  Post  in  the  United  Kingdom  for 

8,  14  or  33  Stamps. 

Proprietors— G.  WHELPTON  &  SON, 

3,  Crane  Court,  Fleet  Street,  E.C.    [7455 


LOW'S     STANDARD    NOVELS. 

In  small  post  8vo,  uniform,  cloth  extra,  bevelled  boards 
Price  SIX  SHILLINGS  each,  unless  where  otherwise  stated. 


By  R.  D.  BLACKMORE. 

LORNA    DOONE: 

A  Romance  of  Exmoor. 
Twenty-fifth  Edition.    Also  an  Edition 
charmingly  Illustrated,  21s.,  31s.  6d.,  and 

Sprmghaven.    izs.     |    Alice  Lorraine. 

CradockNowell.     |    Clara  Vaughan. 

Cnpps  the  Carrier. 

Erema ;  or,  My  Father's  Sin. 

Mary  Anerley. 

Christowell :    A  Dartmoor  Tale. 

Tommy  Upmore. 

„„.         By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

The  Trumpet-Major. 

Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd 

The  Hand  of  Ethelberta.  |  A  Laodicean. 

TWO  on  a.  Tower.  |  A  Pair  of  Blue  Btob 

The  Return  of  the  Native.  " 

The  Mayor  of  Casterbridge. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
MaryMarston.    |     Guild  Court. 
The  Vicar's  Daughter.  |  Adela  Cathcart. 
Stephen  Archer. 

Weighed  and  Wanting.     |     Orts. 
By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Daisies  and  Buttercups  :     A  Novel  of 

the  Upper  Thames. 
The  Senior  Partner.  [  Alaric  Spenceley. 
A  Struggle  for  Fame. 

By  Mrs.  CASH  EL  HOEY. 
A  Golden  Sorrow.    |     Out  of  Court. 
A  Stern  Chase. 

By  FRANK  R.   STOCKTON.   A..a».r 

uf  "  RutiJci  orange." 
The  Late  Mrs.  Null. 
The  Hundredth  Man. 

By  C.  F.  WOOLSON. 
Anne.  |     East  Angels. 

For  the  Major.    5s. 

CHEAP  STANDARD  BOOKS  FOR  BOYS. 

Messrs.  Sampson  Low  &  Co.  have  decided  to  issue  a  Series  of  the  following 
fully  Illustrated  crown  8vo.  Volumes,  which  will  be  got  up  in  a  very  handsome  and 
tasteful  cl.  binding,  price  2s.  61.  each ;  gt.  edges,  3s.  6d.  The  following  are  now  ready : — 


By  WILLIAM  BLACK. 

A  DAUGHTER  OF  HETH 

Nineteenth  Edition. 
Three  Feathers.  I  Kilmenv 
In  Silk  Attire. 

Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart. 
Sunrise. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Wreck  of  the  "  Grosvenor." 
John  Holdsworth  (Chief  Mate). 
A  Strange  Voyage. 
A  Sailor  s  Sweetheart. 
The  "  Lady  Maud." 
Little  Loo :    A  Tale  of  South  Sea. 
A  Sea  Queen. 
Jack's  Courtship. 
My  Watch  Belovv. 

™*%? '  Mrs-  BEECHER  STOWE. 
Old  Town  Folk. 
We  and  Uur  xxeiguuuuis. 
Poganuc  People. 

B,  Mrs.  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Some  One  Else. 

By  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Don  John. 

Sarah  de  Beranger. 
John  Jerome :  His  Thoughts  and  Ways.  5s, 

By  Mrs.  MACQUOID. 
Elinor  Dryden. 
Diane. 

By  Miss  COLERIDGE. 
An  English  Bquire. 

By  Ke-U.    H..    GILL,/ AT,    M.A. 

A  Story  of  the  Dragonades. 

By  JOSEPH  HATTON. 
Three  Recruits,  and  the  Girls  they  left 
behind  Tnem. 

By  LEWIS  WALLACE. 
Ben  Hur  :    A  Tale  of  the  Christ. 


Dick  Cheveley.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 

Heir  of  Kilfinnan.  By  W.  H.  G.  King- 
ston. 

Off  the  Wilds.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

The  Two  Supercargoes.  By  W.  H.  G. 
Kingston. 

The  Silver  Canon.  By  G.  Manville 
Fenn. 

Under  the  Meteor  Flag.     By  Harry 

CoLLINGWOOD. 

Jack  Archer:    A  Tale  of  the  Crimea. 

By  G.  A.  Henty. 
The    Mutiny    on    Board    the     Ship 

"Leander."    By  B.  Heldmann. 

London 


With  Axe  and  Rifle  on  the  Western 

Prairies.     By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
Red  Cloud,  the  Solitary  Sioux :    A  Tale 

of   the   Great    Prairie.     By   Col.    S>r 

William  Butler,  K.C.B. 
The  Voyage  of  the  "Aurora."  By  Harry 

Collingwood. 
Charmouth  Grange :   A  Tale  of  the  17th 

Century.     By  J.  Percy  Groves. 
Snowshoes  and  Canoes.     By  W.  H.  G. 

Kingston. 
The  Son  of  the  Constable  of  Franse. 

By  Louis  Rousselet. 

To  be  followed  by  others. 

SAMPSON  LOW,  MARSTON,  SEARLE  &  RIVINGTON, 
St.  Dunstan's  House,  Fetter  Lane,  E.C. 


